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ACT!     SCENE    I. 

SCENE    Alexandria  in  ^gypt. 
Enter  Demetrius  and  Philo. 


PHIL  0. 

A  Y,  but  this  Dotage  of  our  General 
O'er-flows  the  Mcarure  ;  thofe  his  goodly 

Eyes 
That  o'er  the  Files  and  Mufters  of  the  War* 
Have  glow'd  like  plated  Mars,  now  bend* 
now  turn 

The  Office  and  Devotion  of  their  view 
Upon  a  Tawny  Front.   His  Captain's  Heart, 
Which  in  the  fcuffles  of  great  rights  hath  burft 
The  Buckles  on  his  Breaftj  reneges  all  Temper, 
And  is  become  the  Bellows  and  the  Fan 
To  cool  a  Gypfies  Luft.    Look  where  they  come  I 
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Enter  Antony,  and  Cleopatra,  her  Ladies  ;    the  Train,  with 

Eunuchs  fanning  her. 
Take  but  good  Note,  and  you  fhiifee  him, 
The  tnpple  Pillar  of  the  World,  transform^ 
Into  a  Strumpet's  Fool.    Behold  and  fee# 

Geo.  If  it  be  Love  indeed,  tell  me  how  much  \ 
Ant.  There's  beggary  in  the  love  that  can  be  reckon'd. 
Geo*  I'll  fet  a  bourn  how  far  to  be  belov'd. 
Ant.  Then  muft  thou  needs  find  out  new  Heav'n,  new 
Earth. 

Enter  a  Mejfenger. 
Mef.  News,  my  good  Lord,  from  Rome. 
Ant.  Rate  me  the  Sum. 
Geo.  Nay,  hear  them  Antony. 
Fuhjia  perchance  is  angry  ,•  or  who  knows, 
If  the  fcarce-bearded  Cafar  have  Rot  fent 
His  powerful  Mandate  to  you.  Do  this,  or  this ; 
Take  in  that  Kingdom,  and  infranchife  that ; 
Perform't,  or  elfe  we  damn  thee. 
Ant.  How,  my  Love  \ 
Geo.  Perchance*  nay,  and  moft  like, 
You  muft  not  ftay  here  longer,  your  difmiflion 
Is  come  from  Gefar,  therefore  hear  it  Antony. 
Where's  jF7/mVs  Procefs  f  Cafar's  I  would  fay,  both  ? 
Call  in  the  MefTengers ;  as  I  am  tAZgypfs  Queen, 
Thou  blufheft  Antony,  and  that  blood  of  thine 
Is  Cafar's  Homager  :  elfe  fo  thy  Cheeks  pay  Shame, 
When  mrill  tongu'd  Fulvia  fcolds.  The  MefTengers.  dw 

Ant.  Let  Rome  in  Tyber  melt,  and  the  wide  Arch 
Of  the  rais'd  Empire  fall  ;  here  is  my  fpace, 
Kingdoms  are  Clay  5   Our  dungy  Earth  alike 
Feeds  Bead  as  Man;  the  Noblenefs  of  Life 
Is  to  do  thus ;  when  fuch  a  mutual  pair, 
And  fuch  a  twain  can  do't  ;  in  which  I  bind, 
On  pain  of  Punifhment,  the  World  to  weet 
We  ftand  up  Peerlefs. 

Geo.  Excellent  Falftiood  ! 
Why  did  he  marry  Fufoia,  and  not  love  her  ? 
I'll  feem  the  Fool  I  am  not.  Antony  will  be  himfelf. 

Ant. 
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Ant.  But  ftirr'd  by  Cleopatra. 
Now  for  the  love  of  Jove,  and  his  foft  Hours, 
Let's  not  confound  the  time  with  Conference  har/h ; 
There's  not  a  minute  of  our  Lives  mould  ftretch 
Without  fome  Pleafure  now.    What  fport  to  night  ? 

Cleo.  Hear  the  Ambaffadors. 

Ant.  Fie  wrangling  Queen  J 
Whom  every  thing  becomes,  to  chide,  to  laugh, 
To  weep  ;  whofe  every  Paflion  fully  ftrives 
To  make  it  felf  in  thee  fair  and  admir'd. 
No  Meflenger  but  thine,  and  all  alone, 
To  Night  we'll  wander  through  the  Streets,  and  note 
The  Qualities  of  People.    Come,  my  Queen, 
Laft  night  you  did  defire  it.    Speak  not  to  us. 

[Exeunt  -with  their  Train, 

Dem.  Is  Cefar  with  Afltonins  priz'd  fo  flight  ? 

Phil.  Sir,  fometimes  when  he  is  not  Antony 
He  c6*nes  too  fhort  of  that  great  Property 
Which  ftill  mould  go  with  Anton). 

Bern.  I  am  full  forry,  that  he  approves  the  common  Liar, 
who  thus  fpeaksof  him  at  Rome  ;  but  I  will  hope  of  better 
Deeds  to  morrow.    Reft  you  happy.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Enobarbus,   Charmian,  Iras,  Alexas,  and  a 

Soothfayer. 

Char.  L.  Alexas,  fweet  Alexas,  moft  any  thing  Alexas, 
almoft  moft  abfolute  Alexas,  where's  the  Soothfayer  that 
youiprais'd  to  th'  Queen  ?  Oh  I  that  I  knew  this  Huf- 
band,  which  you  fay,  muft  change  his  Horns  with  Gar- 
lands. 

Alex.  Soothfayer. 

Sooth.  Your  will  ? 

Char.  Is  this  the  Man  ?  Is't  you,  Sir,  that  know  things? 

Sooth.  In  Nature's  infinite  Book  of  Secrecy,  a  little  lean 
read. 

Alex.  Shew  him  your  Hand. 

Eno.    Bring  in   the  Banquet   quickly :    Wine  enough, 
Cleopatra's  Health  to  drink. 

Char,  Good  Sir,  give  me  good  Fortune. 

Sooth.  I  make  not,  but  forefee. 

Char.  Pray  then,  forefee  me  one. 

Sooth.  You  ftiall  be  yet  far  fairer  than  you  are. 

Char.  He  means  in  Fiefli.  Iras, 
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Iras.  No,  you  fhall  paint  when  you  are  old. 

Char.  Wrinkles  forbid. 

Akx,  Vex  not  his  Patience,  be  attentive. 

Char.  Hufh   ! 

Sooth.  You  mall  be  more  beloving,  than  beloved. 

Char.  I  had  rather  heat  my  Liver  with  Drinking. 

Alex.  Nay,  hear  him. 

Char.  Good  now,  fome  excellent  Fortune.  Let  me  be 
Married  to  three  Kings  in  a  Forenoon,  and  Widow  them 
all  :  let  me  have  a  Child  at  fifty,  to  whom  Herod  of  Jewry 
may  do  Homage.  Fkd  me  to  marry  me  with  O flavins 
Gefar,  and  Companion  me  with  my  Miftrefs. 

Sooth.  You  (hall  out-live  the  Lady  whom  you  ferve. 

Char.  Oh  excellent,  I  love  long  Life  better  than  Figs. 

Sooth.  You  have  feen  and  proved  a  fairer  former  Fortune, 
than  that  which  is  to  approach. 

Char.  Then  belike  my  Children  fhall  have  no  Names ; 
Prithee  how  many  Boys  and  Wenches  muft  I  have  I 

Sooth.  If  every  of  your  Willies  had  a  Womb, 
And  foretel  every  Willi,  a  Million. 

Char.  Out  Fool,  I  forgive  thee  for  a  Witch. 

Alex.  You  think  none  but  your  Sheets  are  privy  to  your 
Wifhes. 

Char.  Nay  come,  tell  Iras  hers. 

Alex.  We'll  know  all  our  Fortunes. 

Eno.  Mine,  and  moll:  of  our  Fortunes  to  night,  mall  be 
to  go  drunk  to  Bed. 

Iras.  There's  a  Palm  prefages  Chaftity,  if  nothing  elfe. 

Char.  E'en  as  the  o'erflowing  Nylm  prefageth  Famine. 

Iras.  Go  you  wild  Bedfellow,  you  cannot  Soothfay. 

Char.  Nay,  if  an  oily  Palm  be  not  a  fruitful  Prognofti- 
cation,  I  cannot  fcratch  mine  Ear.  Prithee  tell  her  but  a 
Workyday  Fortune. 

Sooth.  Your  Fortunes  are  alike. 

Iras.  But  how,  but  how give  me  particulars. 

Sooth.  I  have  faid. 

Iras.  Am  I  not  an  inch  of  Fortune  better  than  (he  ? 

Char.  Well,  if  you  were  but  an  inch  of  Fortune  better 
than  I  j  where  would  you  chufe  it  ? 

Iras. 
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Iras.  Not  in  my  Husband's  Nofe. 

Char.  Our  worfer  thoughts  Heav'ns  mend. 

Alex.  Come,  his  Fortune,  his  Fortune.  Oh  let  him 
Marry  a  Woman  that  cannot  go,  fweet  Ifi$>  I  befeech  thee, 
and  let  her  die  too,  and  give  him  a  worfe,  and  let  worfe 
follow  worfe,  'till  the  word  of  all  follow  him  laughing  to 
his  Grave,  Fifty-fold  a  Cuckold.  Good  Ifisf  hear  me  this 
Prayer,  though  thou  deny  me  a  matter  of  more  Weight ; 
good  IfiSy  I  befeech  thee. 

Char.  Amen,  dear  Goddefs,  hear  that  Prayer  of  the 
People.  For,  as  it  is  a  heart-breaking  to  fee  a  handfome 
Man  loofe-wiv'd,  fo  it  is  a  deadly  Sorrow,  to  behold  a  foul 
Knave  Uncuckolded  ;  therefore,  dear  IJis,  keep  decorum,  and 
Fortune  him  accordingly. 

Char*  Amen. 

Alex.  Lo  now,  if  it  lay  in  their  Hands  to  make  me  a. 
Cuckold,  they  would  make  themfelves  Whores,  but  they'd 
do't. 

Enter  Cleopatra. 

Eno.  Hufh,  here  comes  Antony. 

Char.  Not  he,  the  Queen. 

Cleo.  Saw  you  my  Lord  ? 

Eno.  No,  Lady. 

Cleo,  Was  he  not  here  ? 

Char.  No,  Madam. 

Geo.  He  was  difpos'd  toMirtb,  but  on  the  fud den 
A  Roman  thought  had  ftruck  him.  Enobarbus. 

Eno.  Madam. 

Cleo.  Seek  him,  and  bring  him  hither ;  where's  Alexas  i 

Alex.  Here  at  your  Service,  my  Lord  approaches. 
Enter  Antony  with  a  Mejfenger  and  Attendants. 

Cleo.  We  will  not  look  upon  him  ;  go  with  us.  [Exeunt. 

Mef.  Fulvia  thy  Wife,  firft  came  into  the  Field. 

Ant.  Againft  my  Brother  Lucius  ? 

Mef..  Ay,  but  foon  that  War  had  end,  and  the  times  ftate 
Made  Friends  of  them,  jointing  their  force  'gainft  Cafar, 
Whofe  better  IiTe  in  the  War  of  Italy, 
Upon  the  firft  encounter  drave  them. 

Ant.  Well,  what  worft  i 

Mef  The  Nature  of  bad  News  in/efts  the  Teller. 

Ant. 
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Ant.  When  it  concerns  the  Fool  or  Coward  ;  on. 
Things  that  are  pad*  are  done,  with  me.  'Tis  thus* 
Who  tells  me  true,  though  in  his  Tale  lye  Death, 
I  hear  him  as  he  flatter'i 

Mef  Labienns,  this  is  fliff  News, 
Hath,  with  his  Parthian  Force,  extended  AJia  % 
From  Euphrates  his  conquering 
Banner  fhook,  from  Syria  to  LyMa, 
And  to  Ionia,  whilft  ■ 

Ant.  Antony  thou  would'ft  fay.  ^ 

Mef.  Oh,  my  Lord. 

Ant.  Speak  to  me  home,  mince  not  the  general  Tongue,7 
Name  Cleopatra  as  me  is  calPd  in  Rome  : 
Rail  thou  in  Fuhia's  Phrafe,  and  taunt  my  Faults 
With  fuch  full  Licenfe,  as  both  Truth  and  Malice 
Have  Power  to  utter.  Oh  then  we  bring  forth  Weeds, 
When  our  quick  Winds  lye  (till,  and  our  ills  told  us 
Is  as  our  Earing;  fare  thee  well  a  while.  r  knf 

Mef.  At  your  Noble  Pleafure. 

Ant.  From  Scicion  how  the  News  /  fpeak  there. 

Mef.  The  Man  from  Scicion,  is  there  fuch  an  or$  ? 

Attend.  He  ftays  upon  your  will. 

Ant.  Let  him  appear  ; 
"I  hefe  ftrong   tAZgyptian  Fetters  I  muft  break, 
Or  lofe  my  felf  in  Dotage.    What  are  you  ? 

Enter  another  Mejfenger  with  a  Letter* 

z  Mef.  Ftilvia  thy  Wife  is  dead. 

Ant.  Where  died  ihe  ? 

a  Mef  In  Scicion,  her  length  of  Sicknefs 
With  what  elfe  more  ferious, 
Importeth  thee  to  know,  this  bears. 

Ant.  Forbear  me. 
There's  a  great  Spirit  gone,  thus  did  I  defire  it* 
What  our  Contempts  do  often  hurl  from  us. 
We  wifti  it  Hours  again,  the  prefent  Pleafure, 
By  revolution  lowring,  does  become 
The  oppofite  of  it  felf  ;  (he's  good  being  gone,       ^ 
The  Hand  could  pluck  her  back,  thatlhov'd  her  on* 
I  muft  from  this  eAZgyptian  Qu°en  break  off. 
Ten  thoufand  harms,  more  than  the  ills  I  know 
My  idleoefs  doth  hatch.    How  now  Enobarbns  f 

Enter 
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Enter  Enobarbus. 

Eno.  What's  your  pleafure,  Sir? 

Ant*  I  rauft  with  hafte  from  hence. 

Eno.  Why  then  we  kill  all  our  Women.  We  fee  how 
mortal  an  Unkindnefs  is  to  them,  if  they  fufFer  our  depar- 
t  ure,  Death's  the  word. 

Ant.  I  muft  be  gone. 

Eno.  Under  a  compelling  occafion,  let  Women  die.  It 
were  pity  to  caft  them  away  for  nothing,  though  between 
them  and  a  great  caufe,  they  mould  be  tfteem'd  nothing. 
Cleopatra  catching  but  the  leaft  noife  of  this  dies  inflantly ; 
I  have  feen  her  die  twenty  times  upon  far  poorer  moment: 
I  do  think  there  is  Mettle  in  Death,  which  commits  fome 
loving  ad  upon  her,  flie  hath  fuch  a  Celerity  in  Dying. 

Ant.  She  is  cunning  paft  Man's  Thought. 

Eno.  Alack,  Sir,  no,  her  Paflions  are  made  of  nothing 
but  the  fineft  part  of  pure  Love.  We  cannot  call  her  Winds 
and  Waters,  Sighs  and  Tears:  And  yet  they  are  greater  * 
Storms  and  Tempefts  than  Almanacks  can  report.  This  can- 
not be  cunning  in  her:  if  it  be,  me  makes  a  Show'r  of  Rain 
as  well  as  Jove. 

Ant.  Would  I  had  never  feen  her. 

Eno.  Oh  Sir,  you  had  then  left  unfeen  a  wonderful  Piece 
of  Work,  which  not  to  have  been  bleft  withal,  would  have 
difcredited  your  Travel. 

Ant:  Fulvia  is  dead. 

Eno.  Sir! 

Ant.  Fulvia  is  dead. 

Eno.  Fulvia* 

Ant.  Dead. 

Eno.  Why  Sir,  give  the  Gods  a  thankful  Sacrifice:  when 
it  pleafeth  their  Deitits  to  take  the  Wife  of  a  Man  from 
him,  itfhewstoMan  the  Tailors  of  the  Earth:  Comforting 
him  therein,  that  when  old  Robes  are  worn  out,  there  are 
Members  to  make  new.  If  there  were  no  more  Women  but 
Fulvia,  then  had  you  indeed  a  cut,  and  the  cafe  were  to  be 
lamented:  This  Grief  is  crownM  with  Confolation,  your 
old  Smock  brings  forth  anew  Petticoat,  and  indeed  the  Tears 
Jive  in  an  Onion,  that  fhould  water  this  Sorrow. 

;  Ant. 
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Ant.  The  Bufinefs  (he  hath  broached  in  the  State, 
Cannot  endure  my  Abfence. 

Eno  And  the  Bufinefs  you  have  broach  d  here  cannot  be 
without  you,  especially  that  of  Cleopatra's,  which  wholly 
depends  on  your  Aboad. 

Ant.  No  more  like  Anfwers:  Let  our  Officers 
Have  notice  what  we  purpofe.     I  (hall  break 
The  caufe  of  our  Expedience  to  the  Queen, 
And  get  her  Love  to  part.     For  not  alone 
The  death  of  Fulvia,  with  more  urgent  touches 
Do  ftrongly  fpeak  to  us,  but  the  Letters  too 
Of  many  our  contriving  Friends  in  Rome, 
Petition  us  at  Home.     Sextus  Pompems 
Hath  giv'n  the  Dare  to  C<efar,   and  commands 
The  Empire  of  the  Sea.    Our  flipp'ry  People, 
Wlinfr  Love  is  never  link^djojthej^^ 
4-      "^TiinSrbeirerts  are  pait,  Vcgin  to  throw 
1  'Pompey  the  Great,  and  aH  his  Dignities 

Upon  his  Son;  who  high  in  Name  and  Pow  r, 
Hicher  than  both  in  Blood  and  Life,  ftands  up 
For  the  main  Soldier :  Whofe  Quality  going  on, 
The  fides  o'ih*  World  may  danger.  Much  is  breeding, 
Which  like  "the  Courier's  Hair,  hath  y<*  but  Life, 
And  not  a  Serpent's  Poifon.     Say  our  Welfare, 
Tofuch  whofe  place  is  under  us,  requires 
Our  quick  remove  from  hence. 

Eno.  I  (hall  do't.  I***** 

Enter  Cleopatra,  Charmian,  Alexa*,  and  Iras, 

Cleo.  Where  is  he.? 

Char.  I  did  not  fee  him  fince. 

Cleo.  See  where  he  is,  who's  with  him,  what  he  do  s; 
I  did  not  fend  you.     If  you  find  him  fad, 
Say  I  am  Dancing:  if  in  Mirth    report 
That  I  am  fudden  fick.  Quickly,  and  return. 

Char.  Madam,  methinks  if  you  did  love  him  dearly. 
You  do  not  hold  the  method,  to  enforce 
The  like  from  him. 

Cleo.  What  fhould  I  do,  I  do  not  f 

Char.  In  each  thing  give  him  way,  crofs  him  in  nothing. 

Cleo   Thou  teacheft  like  a  Fool :  the  way  to  lofe  him. 

-      '  Char. 
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Char.  Tempt  him  nor,  fo,  too  far.  I  wifti,  forbear, 
In  time  we  hate  that  which  we  often  fear. 

Enter  Antony. 
But  here  comes  Antony. 

Geo.  I  am  Sick,  and  fullen. 

Ant.  lam  forryto  give  Breathing  to  my  purpofe.      s 

Cleo.  Help  me  away,  dear  Charmidx,   1  frull  fall, 
It  cannot  be  thus  long,  the  fides  of  Nature  [Seeming  to  faint. 
Will  not  fuftain  it. 

Ant.  Now,  my  deareft  Queen. 

Cleo.  Pray  you  ftand  farther  from  me, 

Ant.  What's  the  matter? 

Geo.  I  know  by  that  fame  Eye  there's  fome  good  News. 
What  fays  the  marry'd  Woman?  you  may  go; 
Would  (he  had  never  given  you  leave  to  come, 
Let  her  not  fay  'tis  I  that  keep  you  here, 
I  have  no  Pow'r  upon  you:  Hers  you  arc. 

Ant.  The  Gods  beft  know. 

Cleo.  Oh  never  was  there  Queen 
So  mightily  betrayed;  yet  at  the  firft 
I  faw  the  Treafons  planted. 

Ant.  Cleopatra. 

Cleo.  Why  fliould  I  think  you  can  be  mine,  and  true, 
Though  you  with  Swearing  (hake  the  throned  Gods, 
Who  have  been  falfe  to  Fulvia  ?  Riotous  Madnefs! 
To  be  entangled  with  thofe  Mouth-made  Vowr, 
Which  break  themfelves  in  Swearing. 

Ant.  Moft  fweet  Queen. 

Cleo.  Nay  pray  you  feek  no  colour  for  your  going, 
But  bid  farewel,  and  go:  When   you  fued  flaying, 
Then  was  the  time  for  words:  No  going  then, 
Eternity  was  in  our  Lips,  and  Eyes, 
Blifs  in  our  Brows  bent,  none  our  Parts  fo  poor, 
But  was  a  race  of  Heav'n.  They  are  foftill, 
Or  thou  the  greateft  Soldier  of  the  World, 
Art  turn'd  the  greater  Liar. 

Ant.  How  now,  Lady  ? 

Cleo.  I  would  I  had  thy  Inches,  thou  fliould'ft  know 
There  were  a  Heart  in  v£g]pu 

Ant.  Hear  me,  Queen; 
The  ftrong  neceflny  of  time,  commands 
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Our  fervices  awhile ;  but  my  full  Heart 

Remains  in  ufe  with  you.     Our  Italy 

Shines  o'er  with  civil  Swords ;  Sextm  Pompeim 

Makes  his  approaches  to  the  Port  of  Rome* 

Equality  of  two  Domeftick  Pow'rs, 

Breed  fcrupulous  Fa&ion;  the  hated,  grown  to  Strength, 

Are  newly  grown  to  Love;  the  condemn'd  Pompey, 

Rich  in  his  Father's  Honour,  creeps  apace, 

Into  the  Hearts  of  fuch,  as  have  not  thriv'n 

Upon  the  prefent  State,  whofe  Numbers  threaten, 

And  Quietnefs  grown  fick  of  reft,  would  purge 

By  any  defperate  change.     My  more  particular, 

And  that  which  moft  with  you  mould  fave  my  going,^ 

Is  Fulvia*s  death. 

Cleo.  Though  Age  from  Folly  could  not  give  me  freedom^ 
It  does  from  Childiflinefs.  Can  Fttlvia  die? 

Ant.  She's  dead,  my  Queen, 
Look  here,  and  at  thy  Sovereign  leifure  read 
The  Garboyls  ihe  awak'd;  at  the  laft,  beft. 
See  when,  and  where  (he  died. 

Cleo.  O  moft  falfe  Love ! 
Where  be  the  facred  Viols  thou  (hould'ft  fill 
With  forrowful  Water \  bow  I  fee,  I  fee, 
In  Fulvias  death,  how  mine  (hall  be  receiv'd. 

Ant.  Quarrel  no  more,  but  be  prepar'd  to  know 
The  purpofes  I  bear:  which  are,  or  ceafe, 
As  you  (hall  give  th'advice.     By  the  Fire 
That  quickens  Nilus  Slime,  I  go  from  hence 
Thy  Soldier,  Servant,  making  Peace  or  War, 
As  thou  affecYft. 

Cleo.  Cut  my  Lace,  Charmian^  come, 
Bur  let  it  be,  I  am  quickly  ill,  and  well, 
So  Anthony  loves. 

Ant.  My  precious  Queen  forbear, 
And  give  true  evidence  to  his  Love,    which  ftands 
An  honourable  Trial. 

Cleo.  So  Falvia  told  me. 
I  prithee  turn  afide,  and  weep  for  her, 
Then  bid  adieu  to  me,  and  fay  the  Tears 
Belong  ro  ^y£gypt.    Good  now,  play  one  Scene 
Of  excellent  diflembling,  and  let  it  look 
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Like  perfect  honour. 

Ant.  You  11  heat  my  Blood;  no  more; 

Geo.  You  can  do  better  yet ;  but  this  is  meetly^ 

Ant.  Now  by  my  Sword 

Cleo.  And  Target.     Still  he  mends. 
But  this  is  not  the  beft.     Look  prithee,  Charmian^ 
How  this  Herculean  Roman  does  become 
The  carriage  of  his  Chafe. 

Ant.  I'll  leave  you,  Lady* 

Cleo.  Courteous  Lord,  one  word : 
Sir,  you  and  I  mull:  part,  but  that's  not  ir, 
Sir,  you  and  I  have  lov'd,  but  there's  nor  iu 
That  you  know  well,  fomething  it  is  I  would: 
Oh,  my  oblivion  is  a  very  Antony, 
And  I  am  all  forgotten. 

Ant.  But  that  your  Royalty 
Holds  Idlenefs  your  fubjed,  I  fliould  take  you 
For  Idlenefs  it  felf. 

Cleo.  'Tis  fweating  labour, 
To  bear  fuch  Idlenefs  fo  near  the  Fteart 
As  Cleopatra  this.     But,  Sir,  forgive  me, 
Since  my  becomings  kill  me,  when  they  do  not 
Eye  well  to  you.     Your  honour  calls  you  hence, 
Therefore  be  deaf  to  my  unpitied  Folly, 
And  all  the  Gods  go  with  you.    Upon  your  Sword 
Sit  lawrell'd  Victory,  and  fmooth  Succefs 
Be  ftrew'd  before  your  Feet, 

Ant.  Let  us  go. 
Come:  Our  feparation  fo  abides  and  flies, 
That  thou  refiding  here,  goeft  yet  with  me, 
And  I  hence  fleeting,  here  remain  with  thee. 
Away.  {Exeunu 

SCENE    II.     Rome. 

Enter  Octavius  Caefar  reading  a  Letter,  Lepidus,  and 

Attendants* 

Gef.  You  may  fee,  Lepi dm.  and  henceforth  know* 
It  is  not  C&fars  natural  Voice,  to  hate 
One  great  Competitor.     From  Alexandria 
This  is  the  News;  he  fifties, drinks,  and     .^Hes 
The  Lamps  of  Night  in  revels;  Is  not  more  Manlike 
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Than  Cleopatra;  nor  the  Queen  of  Ptolomy 
More  Womanly  than  he.     Hardly  gave  Audience, 
Or  did  vouchfafe  to  think  he  had  Partners.     You 
Stall  find  there  a  Man,  whoisth/abftrad  of  all  faults; 
That  all  Men  follow. 

Lep.  I  muft  not  think 
There  are  Evils  enough  to  darken  all  hisGoodnefs; 
His  Faults  in  him,  feem  as  the  fpots  of  Heav'n, 
More  fiery  by  Night'*  blacknefs;  Hereditary, 
Rather  than  purchaft;  what  he  cannot  change, 
Than  what  he  chufes. 

Caf.  You  are  too  indulgent.     Let's  grant  it  is 
Amifs  to  tumble  on  the  Bed  of  Ptolomy, 
To  give  a  Kingdom  for  a  Mirth,  to  fit 
And  keep  the  turn  of  Tipling  with  a  Slave, 
To  reel  the  Streets  at  Noon,  and  ftand  the  Buffet 
With  Knaves  that  fmell  of  fweat;  fay  this  becomes  him; 
As  his  compofare  muft  be  rare  indeed. 
Whom  thefe  things  cannot  blemifh,  yet  muft  Antony 
No  way  excufe  his  Foils,  when  we  do  bear 
So  great  weight  in  his  Lightnefs.     If  he  fill'd 
His  vacancy  with  his  Voluptuoufnefs ; 
Full  furfeits,  and  the  drinefs  of  his  Bones, 
Call  on  him  for't.    But  to  confound  fuch  time, 
That  drums  him  from  his  fport,  and  fpeaks  as  loud 
As  his  own  State,  and  ours,  'tis  to  be  chid: 
As  we  rate  Boys,  who  being  mature  in  Knowledge, 
Pawn  their  experience  to  their  prefent  Pleafure, 
And  (o  rebel  to  Judgment. 

^  Enter  a  Mejfenger* 

Lep.  Here's  more  News. 

Mej]  Thy  biddings  have  been  done,  and  every  hour, 
Moft  noble  Cafar,  fhalt  thou  have  report 
How  'tis  abroad.     Pompey  is  ftrong  at  Sea, 
And  it  appears,  he  is  belov'd  of  thofe 
That  only  have  fear'd  Cafar:  to  the  Ports 
The  Difcontents  repair,  and  Mens  reports 
Give  him  much  wrong'd. 

Caf.  I  mould  have  known  no  lefs, 
It  hath  been  taught  us  from  the  primal  State, 
That  he  which  is,  was  wiih'd,  until  he  were: 
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And  the  ebb'd  Man,  ne'er  lov'd  'till  ne'er  worth  love, 
Comes  fear'd,  by  being  lack'd.    This  common  Body 
Like  to  a  Vagabond  Flag  upon  the  Stream, 
<§oes  to,  and  back,  lacking  the  varying  Tide 
To  rot  it  felf  with  motion. 

Mef>  Ctfar,  I  bring  thee  word, 
Menecrates  and  Mends,  famous  Pirates, 
Make  the  Sea  ferve  them,  which  they  ear  and  wound 
With  Keels  of  every  kind.     Many  hot  inrodes 
They  make  in  Italy,  the  borders  Maritime 
Lack  Blood  to  think on't,  and  flcfli  youth  to  revolt, 
No  Veffel  can  peep  forth,  but  'tis  as  foon 
Taken  as  feen :  For  Pompefs  Name  ftrikes  more 
Than  could  his  War  refilled. 

Caf.  Antony, 
Leave  thy  lafcivious  VafTals.     When  thou  once 
Wert  beaten  from  Mutina,  where  thou  flew'ft 
Hirtins  and  Panfa  Confuls,  at  thy  heel 
Did  famine  follow,  whom  thou  fought'ft  againflr, 
Though  daintily  brought  up,  with  patience  more 
Than  Savages  could  fuffer.    Thou  didft  drink 
The  ftale  of  Horfes,  and  the  gilded  Puddle 
Which  Beads  would  cough  at.     Thy  Pallat  then  did  dairs 
The  rougheft  Berry  on  the  rudeft  Hedge. 
Yea,  like  the  Stag,  when  Snow  the  Pafture  ftieets, 
The  Barks  of  Trees  thou  browfed'ft.    On  the  Alps, 

It  is  reported  thou  didft  eat  ftrange  Flefti, 

Which  fome  did  die  to  look  on ,-  and  all  this1, 

It  wounds  thine  honour  that  I  fpeak  it  now. 

Was  born  fo  like  a  Soldier,  that  thy  cheek 

So  much  as  Jank'd  not, 
Lep.  'Tis  pity  of  him. 
Cef.  Let  his  (names  quickly 

Drive  him  to  Rome,  'tis  time  we  twain 

Did  (hew  ourfelves  i'th' Field,  and  to  that  end 

Affemble  we  immediate  Council;  Pompey 

Thrives  in  our  Idlenefc* 
Lep.  To  morrow,  Cajkrf 

I  (hall  be  furniili'd  to  inform  you  rightly^ 

Both  what,  by  Sea  and  Land,  I  can  be  abl*,' 

To  front  this  prefent  time, 
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C<ef.  'Till  which  encounter,  it  is  my  Bufinefs  too,  FareweU 
Lep.  Farewel  my  Lord,  what  you  (hall  know  mean  time 

Of  ftirs  abroad,  I  Hi  all  befeech  you,  Sir, 

To  let  me  be  partaker. 

Gef.  Doubt  not,  Sir,  I  knew  it  for  my  Bond*       [Exeunt. 

SCENE   III.     Alexandria. 

Enter  Cleopatra,  Charmian,  Iras,  and  Mardian. 

.Cleo.  Charmian. 

Char.  Madam. 

Cleo.  Ha,  ha— give  me  to  drink  Mandragoras. 

Char*  Why,  Madam? 

Cleo.  That  I  might  deep  out  this  great  gap  of  time, 
My  Antony  is  away. 

Char.  You  think  of  him  too  much. 

Cleo.  O  'tis  Treafon. 

Char.  Madam,  I  truft  not  fo. 

Cleo.  Thou,  Eunuch,  Mardiant 

Mar.  What's  your  Highnefs  pleafure  ? 

Cleo.  Not  now  to  hear  thee  fing.  I  take  no  pleafure 
In  ought  ah  Eunuch  has ;  'tis  well  for  thee, 
That  being  unfeminaried,  thy  freer  Thoughts 
May  not  fly  forth  of  Egypt.   Haft  thou  Affections  ? 

Mar.  Yes,  gracious  Madam. 

Cleo.  Indeed  ? 

Mar.  Not  in  deed,  Madam,  for  I  can  do  nothing 
But  what  indeed  is  honefr.  to  be  done: 
Yet  have  I  fierce  Affe&ions,  and  think 
What  Venus  did  with  Mars. 

Cleo.  Oh  Charmianl 
Where  think'ft  thou  he  is  now  ?  Stands  he,  or  fits  he  ? 
Or  does  he  walk?  Or  is  he  on  his  Horfe? 
Oh  happy  Horfe  to  bear  the  weight  of  Antony  ! 
Do  bravely,  Horfe,  for  wot'ft  thou  whom  thou  mov'ft 
The  demy  Atlas  of  this  Earth,  the  Arm 
And  Burgonet  of  Man.     He's  fpeaking  now. 
Or  murmuring,  where's  my  Serpent  of  old  Nile, 
For  fo  he  calls  me;  now  I  feed  my  felf 
With  moft  delicious  Poifon.     Think  on  me 
That  am  with  Phoebus  amorous  pinches  black, 
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And  wrinkled  deep  in  time?  Broad-fronted  Gefar, 
When  thou  waft  here  above  the  Ground,  I  was 
A  morfel  of  a  Monarch ;  and  great  Pompey 
Would  ftand  and  make  his  Eyes  grow  in  my  Brow, 
There  would  he  anchor  his  Afpec!*,  and  die 
With  looking  on  his  Life. 

Enter  Alexas. 

Alex.  Soveraign  of  is£gypt>  hail. 

Cleo.  How  much  art  thou  unlike  Mar\  Antony? 
Yet  coming  from  him,  that  great  Med'cine  hath 
With  his  Tincl:  gilded  thee. 
How  goes  it  with  my  brave  Mark  Anton) \\ 

jZlcx.  Laft  thing  he  did,  dear  Queen, 
He  kift  the  laft  of  many  doubled  kifles, 
This  orient  Pear!.     His  Speech  flicks  in  my  Heart. 

Cleo.  Mine  Ear  muft  pluck  it  thence.  . 

Alex.  Good  Friend,  quoth  he, 
Say  the  firm  Roman  to  great  *AE,gypt  fends 
This  treafure  of  an  Oyfler;  at  whofe  foot, 
To  mend  the  petty  prefect,  I  will  piece 
Her  opulent  Throne,  with  Kingdoms.  All  the  Eaf}, 
Say  thou,  fh  all  call  her  Miftrefs.   So  he  nodded, 
And  foberly  did  mount  an  Arm-gaunt  Steed> 
Who  neigh'd  fo  high,  that  what  I  would  havefpoke, 
Was  beaftly  dumb  by  him. 

Cleo.  What,  was  he  fad  or  meny? 

Alex.  Like  to  the  time  o'th'Year,  between  the  extreams 
Of  hot  and  cold,  he  was  not  fad  nor  merry. 

Cleo.  Oh  well  divided  difpofition  ;  note  him, 
Note  him  good  Charmian,  'tis  the  Man;  but  note  him. 
He  was  not  fad,  for  he  would  fhine  on  thofe 
That  make  their  looks  by  his.     He  was  not  merry, 
Which  feem'd  to  tell  them,  his  remembrance  lay 
In  *ALgjpt  with  his  joy;  but  between  both. 
Oh  heav'nly  mingle !  Be'ft  thou  fad,  or  merry, 
The  violence  of  either  thee  becomes, 
So  do's  it  no  Man  elfe.  Met'ft  thou  my  Pofts? 

Alex.  Ay,  Madam,  twenty  feveral  Meffengersa 
Why  do  you  fend  fo  thick  ? 

Cleo.  Who's  born  that  day, 
When  I  forget  to  fend  to  Antony, 
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Shall  die  a  Beggar.     Ink  and  Paper,  Charmian. 
Welcome  my  good  Alex  as.  Did  I,  Charmian, 
Ever  love  Qe/kr  fo? 

Char.  Oh  that  brave  Cafar! 

Geo.  Be  choak'd  with  fuch  another  Emphafis, 
Say  the  brave  Antony. 

Char.  The  valiant  Cafar. 

Geo.  By  Ifi$.  I  will  give  thee  bloody  Teeth, 
If  thou  with  Ce/ar  Paragon  again 
My  Man  of  Men. 

Char.  By  your  mod  gracious  Pardon, 
I  Sing  but  after  you. 

Geo.  My  Sallad  Days, 
When  I  was  green  in  Judgment,  cold  in  Blood, 
To  fay,  as  I  faid  then.     Burtome,  away, 
Get  me  Ink  and  Paper, 

He  (hall  have  every  Day  feveral  greetings,  or  I'll  unpeople 
%/£pypt.  [Exeunt. 


Act  ii.   scene  i. 

SCENE  in  Sicily. 

Enter  Pompey,  Menecrates,  and  Menas. 

Pom.T  F  the  great  Gods  be  juft,  they  mail  aflift 
JL  The  Deeds  of  jufteft  Men. 

Mene.  Know,  worthy  Pompey , 
That  which  they  do  delay,  they  not  deny. 

Pom.  While  we  are  Suitors  to  their  Throne,  decays 
The  thing  we  fue  for. 

Mene.  We,  ignorant  of  our  felves, 
Beg  often  our  own  harms,  which  the  wife  Powers 
Deny  us  for  our  good;  fo  find  we  profit 
By  lofing  of  our  Prayers. 

Pom.  I  mail  do  wells 
The  People  love  me,  and  the  Sea  is  mine; 
My  Powers  are  Crefcent,  and  my  auguring  hope 
Says  it  will  come  to  th'full,     Markjdntony 
In  v£gjpt  fits  at  Dinner,  and  will  make 
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No  Wars  without  Doors.     Cafar  gets  Mony  where  . 
He  lofes  Hearts;  Lepidm  flatters  both, 
Of  both  is  flitter'd;  but  he  neither  loves, 
Nor  either  cares  for  him. 

Mene.  Cafar  and  Lepidus  are  in  the  Field, 
A  mighty  ftrength  they  carry. 

Pom.  Where  have  you  this?  'Tis  falfe. 

Mene,  From  Stlviusi  Sir, 

Pom.  He  dreams;  I  know  they  are  in  Rome  together 
Looking  for  Anton) :  But  all  the  Charms  of  Love, 
Salt  Cleopatra^  foften  thy  wand  Lip, 
Let  Withcraft  join  with  Beauty  ;  Lull:  with  both, 
Tie  up  the  Libertine  in  a  Field  of  Feafts. 
Keep  his  Brain  fuming;  Epicurean  Cooks, 
Sharpen  with  cloylefs  fawce  his  Appetite; 
That  lleep  and  feeding  may  prorogue  his  Honour, 
Even  'till  a  lethied  Dulnefs    ■ 

Enter  Varrius. 
How  now  Varrittsl 

Var.  This  is  mod  certain,  that  I  lliall  deliver : 
Mark^Antony  is  every  hour  in  Rome 
Expected.     Since  he  went  from  is£gypt,  'tis 
A  fpace  for  farther  travel. 

Pom.  I  could  have  given  lefs  matter 
A  better  Ear.     Menus,  I  did  not  think 
This  amorous  Surfeiter  would  have  donn'd  his  Helm 
For  fuch  a  petty  War;  his  Soldierfhip 
Is  twice  the  other  twain:  But  let  us  rear 
The  higher  our  Opinion,  that  our  ftirring 
Can  from  the  lap  of  v£gypt\  Widow  pluck 
The  near  Lull-wearied  Antony. 

Mene.  I  cannot  hope, 
Cafar  and  Antony  fhall  well  greet  together : 
His  Wife  that's  dead,  did  trefpalTes  to  Cafar, 
His  Brother  warr'd  upon  him,  although  I  think' 
Not  mov'd  by  Antony. 

Pom.  I  know  nor,  Menas, 
How  leiTer  Enmities  may  give  way  to  greater. 
Were't  not  that  we  (land  up  againit  them  all, 
'Twere  pregnant  they  mould  fquare  between  themfelves; 
For  they  have  entertained  caufc  enough 

B  4  To 


z6y z  Antony  and  Cleopatra. 

To  draw  their  Swords;  but  how  the  fear  of  us 

May  cement  their  Divifions,  and  bind  up 

The  petty  Difference,   we  yet  not  know, 

Be't  as  our  Gods  will  have't;  it  only  ftands 

Our  lives  upon,  to  ufe  our  ftrongeft  hands. 

Come,  Menus.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE    II.     Rome. 

Enter  Enobarbus  and  Lepidus. 

Lep.  Good  Enabarbusy  'tis  a  worthy  deed, 
And  ihall  become  you  well,  to  intreat  your  Captain 
To  foft  and  gentle  Speech. 
Eno.  I  mail  entreat  him 
To  anfwer  like  himfelf ;  if  Gefar  move  him, 
Let  Antony  look  over  Cafar's  Head, 
And  fpeak  as  loud  as  Mars.     By  Jupiter, 
Were  I  the  wearer  of  Ant  onto*  s  Beard, 
I  would  not  fhave't  to  day. 

Lep.  'Tis  not  a  time  for  private  Stomaching. 
Eno,  Every  time  ferves  for  the  matter  that  is  then  born  in't. 
Lep.  But  fmall  to  greater  Matters  muft  give  way. 
Eno,  Not  if  the  fmall  come  firft, 
Lep.  Your  Speech  is  paffion;  but  pray  you  ftir 
No  Embers  up.   Here  comes  the  noble  Antony. 
Enter  Antony  and  Ventidius. 
Eno.  And  yonder  Cafar. 

Enter  Cssfar,  Mecaenas,  ^WAgrippa. 

Ant.  If  we  compofe  well  here,  to  Parthia 

Hark,  Ventidius. 

Ctf.  I  do  not  know ;  Mcc<znasy  ask  Agrippa. 
Lep.  Noble  Friends, 
That  which  combin'd  us  was  moft  great,  and  let  not 
A  leaner  Action  rend  us.   What's  amifs, 
.  May  it  be  gently  heard.     When  we  debate 
Oar  trivial  difference  loud,  we  do  commit 
Murther  in  healing  Wounds.  Then  noble  Partners, 
The  rather,  for  I  earneftly  befeech, 
Touch  you  the  fowreft  points  with  fweete/t  terms, 
Norcurftnefs  grow  to  th*  matter, 
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Ant.  'Tis  fpoken  well : 
Were  we  before  our  Armies  and  to  fight, 
I  fhould  do  thus.  [Flonrifh. 

Caf.  Welcome  to  Rome. 
Ant.  Thank  you. 
Qtf.  Sit. 
Ant.  Sit,  Sir. 
Cdf.  Nay  then. 

Ant.  I  learn  you  take  things  ill,  which  arenotfo: 
Or  being,  concern  you  not. 
Qtf  I  muft  be  laught  at, 
If,  or  for  nothing,  or  a  little,  I 
Should  fay  my  fclf  offended,  and  with  you 
Chiefly  i'th'  World.     More  laught  at,  that  I  lhould 
Once  name  you  derogately  :  when  to  found  your  name 
It  not  concern'd  me. 

Ant.  My  being  in  %ALgyfty  C<efar>  what  was't  to  you  ? 
Qef.  No  more  than  my  redding  here  at  Rome 
Might  be  to  you  in  isEgypt :  yet  if  you  there 
Did  pra&ife  on  my  ftate,  your  being  in  *s£gypt 
Might  be  my  queftion. 

Ant.  How  intend  you,  pra&is'd? 
Caf  You  may  be  pleas'd  to  catch  at  mine  intent, 
By  what  did  here  befal  me.     Your  Wife  and  Brother 
Made  wars  upon  me,  and  their  conteftation 
Was  Theam  for  you,  you  were  the  word  of  war. 

Ant.  You  do  miftake  your  bufinefs,  my  Brother  never 
Did  urge  me  in  his  Ad:  :  I  did  inquire  ir, 
And  have  my  learning  from  fome  true  reports 
That  drew  their  Swords  with  you.     Did  he  not  rather 
Difcredit  my  Authority  with  yours, 
And  make  the  wars  alike  againft  my  Stomach, 
Having  alike  your  caufe  ?  Of  this  my  Letters 
Before  did  fatisfie  you.     If  you  patch  a  quarrel, 
As  matter  whole  you've  not  to  make  it  with, 
It  muft  not  be  with  this. 

Caf.  You  praife  your  felf,  by  laying  defeds  of  judgment 
to  me  :  but  you  patch  up  your  excufes. 

Ant.  Not  fo,  not  fo  : 
I  know  you  could  not  lack,  I  am  certain  on'r, 
Very  neceffity  of  this  thought,  that  I 
Your  Partner  in  the  caufe  'gainft  which  he  fought, 
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Could  not  with  graceful  Eyes  attend  thofe  Wars 
Which  fronted  mine  own  peace.     As  fGr  my  Wife, 
I  would  you  had  her  Spirit,  in  fuch  another, 
The  third  o'th'  World  is  yours,  which  with  a  Snaffle, 
You  may  pace  eafie,  but  not  fuch  a  Wife. 

Eno.   Would  we  had  all  fuch  Wives,  that  the  Men  might 
go  to  Wars  with  the  Women. 

Ant.  So  much  uncurbable,  her  Garboiles  Gefar 
Made  out  of  her  impatience,  which  not  wanted 
Shrewdnefs  of  policy  too,  I  grieving  grant, 
Did  you  too  much  difquiet,  for  that  you  mutt, 
But  fay  I  could  not  help  it. 

Gef.  I  wrote  to  you, 
When  rioting  in  Alexandria  you 
Did  pocket  up  my  Letters :  and  with  taunts 
Did  beg  my  Miflive  out  of  audience. 

Ant,  Sir,  he  fell  on  me,  e'er  admitted:  then 
Three  Kings  I  had  newly  feafted,  and  did  want 
Of  what  I  was  i'ch* morning:  but  next  day 
I  told  him  of  my  (t\f9  which  was  as  much 
As  to  have  askt  him  pardon.     Let  this  Fellow 
Be  nothing  of  our  ftrife :  if  we  contend 
Out  of  our  queftion  wipe  him. 

C<ef.  You  have  broken 
The  Article  of  your  Oath,  which  you  mail  never 
Have  Tongue  to  charge  me  with. 

Lep,   Soft,  Gefar. 

Ant.  No,  Lepidus,  let  him  fpeak, 
The  Honour  is  Sacred  which  he  talks  on  now, 
Suppofing  that  Ilackt  it:  but  on,  Cajar, 
The  Article  of  my  Oath. 

Gef.  To  lend  me  Arms,    and  Aid,  when  I  requir'd  them. 
The  which  you  both  denied. 

Ant.  Negle&ed  rather : 
And  then  when  Poifoned  hours  had  bound  me  up 
From  mine  own  Knowledge ;  as  nearly  as  I  may, 
I'll  play  the  penitent  to  you.     But  mine  honefty, 
Shall  not  make  poor  my  greatnefs,  nor  my  power 
Work  without  it.     Truth  is,  that  Fnlviat 
To  have  me  out  of  tALgjpt,  made  Wars  here, 
For  which  my  felf,  the  ignorant  motive,  do 
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So  far  ask  pardon,  as  befits  mine  Honour 
To  ftoop  in  fuch  a  cafe. 

Lep.  'Tis  nobly  fpoken. 

Mec.  If  it  might  pleafe  you,  to  enforce  no  further 
The  griefs  between  ye:  to  forget  them  quite, 
W.re  to  remember,  that  the  prefent  need, 
Speaks  to  atone  you* 

Lep.  Worthily  fpoken,  Mecanas.  ; 

Eno.  Or  if  you  borrow  one  another's  Love  for  the  inftant, 
you  may  when  you  hear  no  more  words  of  Pompey  return  it 
again:  you  (hall  have  time  to  wrangle  in,  when  you  have 
nothing  elfe  to  do. 

Ant.  Thou  art  a  Soldier,  only  fpeak  no  more. 

Eno.  That  truth  Ihould  be  filent,  I  had  almoft  forgot. 

Ant.  You  wrong  this  prefence,  therefore  fpeak  no  more. 

Eno.  Go  to  then:  yourconfiderate  Stone. 

Caf.  I  do  not  much  diflike  the  matter,  but 
The  manner  of  his  Speech :  for't  cannot  be, 
We  mall  remain  in  friendfhip,  our  conditions 
So  differing  in  their  ads.     Yet  if  I  knew, 
What  Hoop  mould  hold  us  ftaunch,  from  edge  to  edge 
Ath'  World,  I  would  purfue  it. 

Agr.  Give  me  leave,  Cafar. 

C*f.  Speak,  Agrippa. 

Agr.  Thou  haft  a  Sifter  by  thy  Mother's  fide, 
Admir'd  Ottavia !  Great  Mark^  Antony 
Is  now  a  Widower. 

Otf.  Say  not  fo,  Agrippa-,  if  Cleopatra  heard  you,  your 
proof  were  well  deferved  of  raihnefs. 

Ant.  I  am  not  married,  Cafar;  let  me  hear 
Agrippa  further  fpeak. 

Agr.  To  hold  you  in  perpetual  amity, 
To  make  you  Brothers,  and  to  knit  your  Hearts 
With  an  unflipping  Knot,  take  Antony 
Ottavia  to  his  Wife ;  whofe  beauty  claims 
No  worfe  a  Husband  than  the  beft  of  Men; 
Whofe  Virtue,  and  whofe  general  Graces  fpeak 
That  which  none  elfe  can  utter.     By  this  Marriage, 
All  little  Jealoufies  which  now  feem  great, 
And  all  great  fears,  which  now  import  their  dangers, 
Would  then  be  nothing.    Truths  would  be  tales, 
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Where  now  half  tales  be  truths :  her  love  to  both 
Would  each  to  other,  and  all  loves  to  both 
Draw  after  her.     Pardon  what  I  have  fpoke, 
For  'tis  a  ftudied,  not  a  prefent  Thought, 
By  duty  ruminated. 

Ant.   Will  Gefar  fpeak  ? 

Cef.  Not  'till  he  hears  how  Antony  istouch'd, 
With  what  is  fpoken  already. 

Ant.  What  power  is  in  Agrtppay 
If  I  v/ould  fay  Agrippa,  be  it  fo, 
To  make  this  good  ? 

C&fl  The  power  of  Cafar, 
And  his  power  unto  Oftavia, 

Ant.  May  I  never 
To  this  good  purpofe,  that  fo  fairly  fhewsj 
Dream  of  impediment;  let  me  have  thy  hand 
Further  this  Aft  of  Grace  :  and  from  this  hour, 
The  Heart  of  Brothers  govern  in  our  Loves, 
And  fway  our  great  Defigns. 

Gefi  There's  my  hand  : 
A  Sifter  I  bequeath  you,  whom  no  Brother 
Did  ever  love  fo  dearly.     Let  her  live 
To  join  our  Kingdoms,  and  our  Hearts,  and  never 
Fly  off  our  Loves  again, 

Lep.  Happily,  Amen. 

Ant.  I  did  not  think  to  draw  my  Sword  againft  Pompey, 
For  he  hath  JaidftrangeCourtefies,  and  great 
Of  late  upon  me.     I  mull:  thank  him  only, 
Left  my  remembrance  fuffer  ill  report : 
At  heel  of  that  defie  him. 

Lep.  Time  calls  upon's, 
Of  us  muft  Pompey  prefently  be  fought, 
Or  elfe  he  feeks  out  us. 

Ant.  Where  lyes  he  ? 

Caf.  About  the  Mount  -  Mi fennm. 

Ant.  What  is  his  ftrength  by  Land  ? 

Caf.  Great,  and  increanng  : 
But  by  Sea  he  is  an  abfolute  M after. 

Ant.  So  is  the  Frame, 
Would  we  had  fpoke  together.     Hafte  we  for  it. 
Yet  e'er  we  put  our  felves  in  Arms,  difpatch  we 
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The  bufinefs  we  have  talk'd  of. 

Cafi     With  moft  gladnefs. 
And  do  invite  you  to  my  Sifter's  view> 
Whither  ftraight  I'll  lead  you. 

Ant.  Let  us,  Lepidus*  not  lack  your  company. 
Lep.  Noble  Antony  not  ficknefs  fhould  detain  me. 

[Exeunt* 
Manent  Enobarbus,  Agrippa,  Mecaenas. 
Mec.  Welcome  from  tAZgypt,  Sir. 

Eno.  Half  the  Heart  of  C&far*   worthy   Mecanas.     My 
Honourable  Friend  Agrippa. 
Agr.  Good  Enobarbus* 

Mec.  We  have  caufe  to  be  glad,  that  matters  are  fo  well 
digefted  :  you  ftay'd  well  by't  in  lAZgypt. 

Eno.  Ay  Sir,  we  did  fleep  day  out  of  countenance,  and 
made  the  Night  light  with  drinking. 

Mec.  Eight  wild-Boars  roafted  whole  at  a  breakfafl :  and 
but  twelve  Perfons  there.     Is  this  true? 

Eno.  This  was  but  as  a  Fly  by  an  Eagle  :  we  had  much 
more  monftrous  matter  of  Feaft,  which  worthily  defer ved 
noting. 

Mec.  She's  a  moft  triumphant  Lady,  if  report  be  fquare 
to  her. 

Eno.  When  ihe  fir  ft  met  Mark  Antony  t  (he  purs'd  up  his 
Heart  upon  the  River  of  Cydnus. 

Agr*  There  (he  appear'd  indeed  :  or  my  repoitcr  devis'd 
well  for  her. 

Eno.  I  will  tell  you; 
The  Barge  (he  fat  in,  like  a  BurniiVd  Throne 
Burnt  on  the  water;  the  Poop  was  beaten  Gold, 
Purple  the  Sails,  and  fo  perfumed,  that 
The  Winds  were  Love-fick. 
With  them  the  Oars  were  Silver, 
Which  to  the  tune  of  Flutes  kept  ftroke,  and  made 
The  water  which  they  bear,  to  follow  fafter, 
As  amorous  of  their  ftrokcs.     For  her  own  Perfon, 
It  beggar'dall  defcription;  (he  did  lye 
In  her  Pavillion,  Cloth  of  Gold,  ofTiffue, 
O'er-pi&uring  that  Venus,  where  we  fee 
The  Fancy  out-work  Nature.     On  each  fide  her 
Stood  pretty  dimpled  Boys,  like  failing  Cupids, 
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With  divers-colour'd  Fans,  whofe  wind  did  feem 
To  glow  the  delicate  Cheeks  which  they  did  cool, 
And  what  they  undid  did. 
Agr.  Oh  rare  for  Antony. 
Eno.  Her  Gentlewomen,  like  the  Nereides, 
So  many  Mere-maids  tended  her  i'th5  Eyes, 
And  made  their  bends  adornings.     At  the  Helm, 
A  feeming  Mere-maid  fleers;  the  Silken  Tackles 
Swell  with  the  touches  of  thofe  Flower-fofe  hands, 
That  yarely  frame  the  Office.     From  the  Barge 
A  ftrange  invifible  perfume  hits  the  Senfe 
Of  the  adjacent  Wharfs.     The  City  caft 
Her  People  out  upon  her ;  and  Antony 
Enthron'd  i'th'  Market-place,  did  fit  alone, 
Whittling  to  th'  Air ;  which  but  for  vacancy, 
Had  gone  to  gaze  on  Cleopatra  too, 
And  made  a  gap  in  Nature. 
Agr.  Rare  Egyptian! 
Eno.  Upon  her  landing,  Antony  fent  to  her, 
Invited  her  to  Supper  :  fne  reply ed, 
It  mould  be  better,  he  became  her  Gueft; 
Which  me  entreated.    Our  Courteous  Antony, 
Whom  ne'er,  the  word  of  no,  Woman  heard  fpeak, 
Being  barber'd  ten  times  o'er,  goes  to  the  Feaft: 
And  for  his  Ordinary,  pays  his  Heart, 
For  what  his  Eyes  eat  only. 

Agr.  Royal  wench  I 
She  made  great  Cafar  lay  his  Sword  to  Bed, 
He  ploughed  her,  and  flie  cropt. 

Eno.  I  faw  her  once 
Hop  forty  Paces  through  the  publick  Street. 
And  having  loft  her  breath,  me  fpoke,  and  panted, 
That  me  did  make  deleft,  perfection, 
And  breathlefs  power  breath  forth. 
Mec.  Now  Antony  muft  leave  her  utterly. 
Eno.  Never,  he  will  not. 
Age  cannot  wither  her,  nor  cuftom  fteal 
Her  infinite  variety  :  Other  Women  cloy 
The  Appetites  they  feed,  but  fhe  makes  hungry, 
Where  moft  fhefatisfies.     For  vileft  things 
Become  themfelves  m  her,  that  the  holy  Priefts 
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Blefs  her,  when  {he  is  Riggifti. 

Mec.  U  Beauty,  Wifdom,  Modefty,  can  fettle 
The  Heart  of  Antony,   Ottavia  is 
A  blefTed  Lottery  to  him. 

Agr.  Let  us  go. 
Good  Enobarbus,  make  your  felf  my  Gueft, 
Whiift  you  abide  here. 

Eno.  Humbly,  Sir,  I  thank  you.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Antony,  Caefar,  O&avia  between  them. 

Ant.  The  World,  and  my  great  Office,  will  fometimes 
Divide  me  from  your  Bofom. 

Otta.  All  which  time, 
Before  the  Gods  my  Knee  (hall  bow  in  Prayers 
To  them  for  you. 

Ant.  Good  Night  Sir.     My  OttavU, 
Read  not  my  blemilhes  in  the  World's  report: 
I  have  not  kept  my  fquare,  but  that  to  come 
Shall  all  be  done  by  th5  Rule ;  good  Night,  dear  Lady. 

OBa.  Good  Night,  Sir. 

Gef.  Good  Night.  [Exeunt  Cxhr  and  O&avia. 

Enter  Sooth  fay  er. 

Ant.  Now  Sirrah!  do  you  wifh  your  felf  in  *ALgypt  f 

Sooth.  Would  I  had  never  come  from  thence,   nor  you 
thither. 

Ant.  If  you  can,  your  reafon  ? 

Sooth.  I  fee  it  in  my  motion,  have  it  not  in  my  tongue; 
But  yet  hie  you  to  tAEgypt  again. 

Ant.  Say  to  me,  whofe  Fortune  fhall  rife  higher,  Gefar's 
or  mine? 

Sooth.  Cafars.   Therefore,  oh  Antony^  flay  not  by  his  fide. 
Thy  Damon,  that's  thy  Spirit  which  keeps  thee,  is 
Noble,  Couragious,  High,  Unmatchable, 
Where  Ca/kr's  is  not.     But  near  him  thy  Angel 
Becomes  a  fear;  as  being  o'erpower'd,  and  therefore 
Make  fpace  enough  between  you. 

Ant.  Speak  this  no  more. 

Sooth.  To  none  but  thee,  no  more,  but  when  to  thee, 
If  thou  doft  play  with  him  at  any  Game, 
Thou  art  fure  to  lofe :  And  of  that  Natural  luck 
He  beats  thee  'gainft  the  odds.     Thy  Luftre  thickens, 
When  he  ftiines  by :  I  fay  again,  thy  Spirit 
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Is  all  afraid  to  govern  thee  near  him  : 
But  he  alway  is  noble. 

Ant,  Get  thee  gone : 
Say  to  Pcntiditis,  I  would  fpeak  with  him.         [Exit  Sooth. 
He  fli all  to  Parthia9  be  it  art,  or  hap, 
He  hath  fpoken  true.     The  very  Dice  obey  him, 
And  in  our  fports  my  better  cunning  faints, 
Under  his  chance;  if  we  draw  lots,  he  fpeeds, 
His  Cocks  do  win  the  Battel,  ftill  of  mine, 
When  it  is  all  to  naught :  and  his  Quailes  ever 
Beat  mine,  in  hoop'd,  at  odds.     I  will  to  o£gjpt\ 
And  though  I  make  this  marriage  for  my  peace, 
I'th'  Eaft  my  pleafure  lies.     Oh  come,  Fentidius, 

Enter  Ventidius. 
You  muft  to  Parthia,  your  Commiffion's  ready : 
Follow  me  and  receive't.  [Exeunt* 

Enter  Lepidus,  Mecaenas,  and  Agrippa. 

Lep.  Trouble  your  f  elf  no  farther  :  pray  you  haften 
Your  Generals  after. 

Agr.   Sir,  Marl^  Antony  will  e'en  but  kifs  0&avia>  and 
we'll  follow. 

Lep.  'Till  I  ill  all  fee  you  in  your  Soldier's  drefs, 
Which  will  become  you  both,  Farewel. 

Mec.  We  (hall,  as  I  conceive  the  Journey,  be 
At  the  Mount  before  you  Lepidus, 

Lep.  Your  way  is  (horter, 
My  purpofes  do  draw  me  much  about, 
You'll  win  two  Days  upon  me. 

Both.  Sir,  good  fuccefs. 

Lep.  Farewel.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE     III,      Alexandria. 

Enter  Cleopatra,  Charmian,  Iras  and  Alexas. 
Geo.  Give  me  fome  Mufick :  Mufick,  moody  food 
Of  us  that  trade  in  love. 
Omnes,  The  Mufick,  hoa  I 

Enter  Mardian  the  Eunuch, 
Geo.  Let  it  alone,  let's  to  Billiards :  come  Charmian* 
Char,  My  arm  is  fore,  beft  play  with  Mardian. 
Cleo.  As  well  a  Woman  with  an  Eunuch  play'd, 
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As  with  a  Woman.     Come,  you'll  play  with  me,  Sir  ? 
Mar.  As  well  as  lean,  Madam. 

CUo.And  when  good  will  is  fhewedjthough't  come  too  ihort, 
The  A&or  may  plead  pardon.     I'll  none  now, 
Give  me  mine  Angle,  we'll  to  th'  Rivef,  there 
My  Mufick  playing  far  off,  I  will  betray 
Tawny-fin  Fifties,  my  bended  hook  (hall  pierce 
Their  flimy  jaws ;  and,  as  I  draw  them  up, 
I'll  think  them  c¥ery  one  an  Antony, 
And  fay,  ah,  ha;  you're  caught. 

Char.  'Twas  merry  when  you  wager'd  on  your  Angling, 
when  your  diver"  did  hang  a  fait  Filh  on  his  hook,  which  he 
with  fervency  drew  up. 

Geo.  That  time  J Oh  times ! 

I  laught  him  out  of  patience,  and  that  night 
I  laught  him  into  patience,  and  next  morn, 
E'er  the  ninth  hour  I  drunk  him  to  his  bed  : 
Then  put  my  Tires  and  Mantles  on  him,whilft 
I  wore  his  Sword  Philippan.     Oh  from  Italy. 

Enter  a  Mejfenger. 
Ram  thou  thy  fruitful  tidings  in  mine  Ears, 
That  long  time  have  been  barren. 

Mef.  Madam!  Madam! 1 

Geo.  Antony's  dead ; 
If  thou  fay  fo,  Villain,  thou  kill'ft  thy  Miftrefs: 
But  well  and  free,  if  thou  fo  yield  him. 
There  is  Gold,  and  here 
My  bleweft  Veins  to  kifs :  a  hand  that  Kings 
Have  lipt,  and  trembled  killing. 
Mef.  Firft,  Madam,  he  is  well. 

Geo.  Why  there's  more  Gold.     Bur,  Sirrah,  mark,  weufe 
To  fay,  the  dead  are  well  J  bring  me  to  that, 
The  Gold  I  give  thee,  will  I  melt  and  pour 
Down  thy  ill-uttering  throat. 
Mef.  Good  Madam,  hear  me. 
Geo.  Well,  go  to,  I  will: 
But  there's  no  goodnefs  in  thy  face.    If  Antony 
Be  free  and  healhful;  Why  fo  tart  a  favour 
To  trumpet  fuch  good  tidings?  If  not  well, 
Thou  ftiould'fl  come  like  aFury  crown'd  wi.h  Snakes, 
Not  like  a  formal  Mar. 
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Mef  Wilt  pleafe  you  hear  me? 

Cleo.  I  have  a  mind  to  ftrike  thee e  er  thou  fpeak'ft; 
Yet  if  thou  fay,  Antony  lives,  'tis  well, 
Or  Friends  with  Cafar,  or  not  Captain  to  him, 
I'll  fee  thee  in  a  fhowre  of  Gold,  and  hail 
Rich  Pearls  upon  thee, 

Mef  Madam,  he's  well. 

Cleo.  Wellfiid. 

Mef.  And  Friends  with  Ctfar. 

Cleo.  Thou'rt  an  honeit  Man. 

Mef.  C<efar>  and  he,  are  greater  Friends  than  ever. 

Clec.  Mark  thee  a  Fortune  from  me. 

Mef.  But  yet,  Madam—— 

Cleo.  I  do  not  like  but  yet,  it  do's  allay 
The  good  precedence,  fie  upon  but  yet, 
But  yet,  is  as  a  Jaylor  to  bring  forth 
Some  monftrous  Malefa&or.     Prithee,  Friend, 
Pour  out  the  pack  of  matter  to  mine  Ear, 
The  good  and  bad  together:  he's  Friends  with  Ctfar, 
In  fhte  of  Health  thou  fay'ft,  and  thou  fay 'ft,  free. 

Mef.  Free,  Madam !  no :  I  made  no  fuch  fporr, 
He's  bound  unto  Oftavia. 

Cleo.  For  what  good  turn  ? 

Mef.  For  the  bed:  turn  i'th*  Bed. 

Geo.  I  am  pale,  Charmian. 

Mef.  Madam,  he's  married  to  Qttavia. 

Cleo,  The  moil:  infectious  Peftilence  upon  thee. 

[Strikes  him  down. 

Mef.  Good  Madam,  patience. 

Cleo,  What  fay  you  ?  [Strikes  him. 

Hence  horrible  Villain,  or  I'll  fpurn  thine  Eyes 
Like  Balls  before  me  ;   I'll  unhair  thy  Head  : 

[She  hales  him  Hp  and  down. 
Thou  (halt  be  whipt  with  Wyre,  and  ftew'd  in  Brine, 
Smarting  in  lingring  pickle. 

Mef  Gracious  Madam, 
I,  that  do  bring  the  News  made  not  the  match. 

Geo.  Say  'tis  not  (o$  a  Province  I  will  give  thee, 
And  make  thy  Fortunes  proud  :  the  blow  thou  hadft 
Shall  make  thy  peace,  for  moving  me  to  rage, 
And  I  will  boot  thee  with  what  gift  befide 
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Thy  modefly  can  beg. 

Mef.  He's  married,  Madam. 

Cleo.  Rogue,  thou  haft  liv'd  too  long.     [Draws  a  Dagger. 

Mef.  Nay  then  I'll  run: 
What  mean  you,  Madam,  I  have  made  no  fault.  \JExiU 

Char.  Good  Madam,  keep  your  fcif  within  your  felf* 
The  Man  is  innocent. 

Cleo.  Some  Innocents  fcape  not  the  Thunderbolt  : 
Melt  *s£gypt  into  Ntle;  and  kindled  creatures 
Turn  all  to  Serpents.     Call  the  Slave  again, 
Though  I  am  mad,  I  will  not  bite  him;  Call* 

Char*  He  is   afeard  to  come. 

Cleo.  I  will  not  hurt  him, 
Thefe  Hands  do  lack  Nobility,  that  they  ftrike 
A  meaner  than  my  felf :  fince  I  my  felf 
Have  given  my  ("elf  the  caufe.     Come  hither*  Sin 

Re-Enter  the  Mejfcnger. 
Though  it  be  honeft,  it  is  never  good 
To  bring  bad  News:  give  to  a  gracious  Meffagc 
An  Hoft  of  Tongues,  but  let  ill  tidings  tell 
Themfelves,  when  they  be  felt. 

Mef.  I  have  done  my  duty. 

Cleo*  Is  he  married? 
1  cannot  hate  thee  worfer  than  I  do, 
If  thou  again  fay  yes. 

Mef.  He's  married,  Madam. 

Cleo.  The  gods  confound  thee,  doft  thou  hold  there  ftillf 

Mef.  Should  I  lie,  Madam  ? 

Cleo.  Oh,  would  thou  didft : 
So  half  my  <ts£gypt  were  fubmerg yd>  and  made 
A  Ciftern  for  fcal'd  Snakes.     Go  get  thee  hence, 
Hadft  thou  Narcijftts  in  thy  Face,  to  me 
Thou  wouldft  appear  moft  ugly :  He  is  married  ? 
Mef.  I  crave  yourHighnefs  pardon* 
Cleo.  He  is  married  ? 

Mef.  Take  no  offence,  that  I  would  not  offend  youj 
To  puniih  me  for  what  you  make  me  do, 
Seems  much  unequal  :  he's  married  to  Ottavia. 

Cleo.  Oh  that  his  fault  mould  make  a  Knave  of  thee* 
That  art  not  what  thou  art  fure  of.     Get  thee  hence, 
The  Merchandifes  which  thou  haft  broughr  from  Rome* 

C  %  Alt 
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Are  all  too  dear  for  me  :        J*  *nilftud  Milt™**  2l 
Lye  they  upon  thy  hand,  and  be  undone  by 'em.      [Exit  Mejl 

Char.  Good  your  Highnefs  patience. 

Cleo.  In  praifing  Antony  y  I  have  difprais'd  Cafkr. 

Char.  Many  times,  Madam, 

Ow.  lam  paid  for't  now:  lead  me  from  hence, 

I  faint;  oh  Iras,  Charmian ! 'tis  no  matter. 

Go  to  the  Fellow,  good  Alexas,  bid  him 
Report  the  feature  of  Otiavia,  her  years, 
Her  inclination,  let  him  not  leave  out 
The  colour  of  her  Hair.     Bring  me  word  quickly. 

Let  him  for  ever  go let  him  not,  Charmian, 

Though  he  be  painted  one  way  like  a  Gorgon, 

The  other  way's  a  Mars.     Bid  you  AUxas 

Bring  me  word,  how  tall  (he  is:  pity  me,  Charmian, 

But  do  not  fpeak  to  me.    Lead  me  to  my  Chamber.     [Exeunt* 

SCENE     IV.      The  Coaft  of  Italy,  near 
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enum. 

Enter  Pompey  and  Menas  at  one  Door  with  Drum  and  Trum- 
pet :  At  another  Caefar,  Lepidus,  Antony,  Enobarbus, 
Mecxias,  Agrippa,  with  Soldiers  marching. 

Tom.  Your  Hoftages  I  have,  fo  have  you  mine; 
And  we  (hall  talk  before  we  fight. 

C*f.  Moft  meet 
That  firft  we  come  to  words,  and  therefore  have  we 
Our  written  purpofes  before  us  fenr, 
Which  if  thou  haft  confidered,  let  us  know, 
Jf  'twill  tie  up  thy  difcontented  Sword, 
And  carry  back  to  Sicily  much  tall  youth, 
That  elfe  muft  perifli  here.  ** * 

Pom.  To  you  all  three, 
The  Senators  alone  of  this  great  World, 
Chief  Factors  for  the  gods.     I  do  not  know, 
Wherefore  my  Father  mould  revengers  want, 
Having  a  Son  and  Friends;  fince  Julius Cafar, 
Who  at  Philtpm  the  good  Brutus  ghofted, 
There  faw  you  labouring  for  me.     What  was'c 
That  mov'd  pale  CaJJius  to  confpire?  And  what 
Made  the  a!l-honour'd,  honeft  Roman  Brutus, 
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With  the  arm'd  reft,  Courtiers  of  beauteous  freedom, 
To  drench  the  Capitol,  but  that  they  would 
Have  one  Man  but  a  Man ;  and  that  is  it 
Hath  made  me  rig  my  Navy.     At  whofe  burthen, 
The  anger'd  Ocean  foams,  with  which  I  meant 
To  fcourge  th5  ingratitude,  that  defpiteful  Rome 
Caft  on  my  Noble  Father. 

Caf.  Take  your  time. 

Ant.  Thou  canft  not  fear  us,  Pompey,  with  thy  Sails, 
We'll  fpeak  with  thee  at  Sea.     At  Land  thou  know'ft 
How  much  we  do  o'er-count  thee. 

Pirn.  At  Land  indeed 
Thou  doft  o'er-count  me  of  my  Father's  Houfe. 
But  fince  the  Cuckoo  builds  not  for  himfelf, 
Remain  in't  as  thou  may'ft. 

Lep.  Be  pleas'd  to  tell  u?, 
For  this  is  from  the  prcfent  now  you  talk, 
The  offers  we  have  fent  you  — 

C<ef.  There's  the  point«w» 

Ant.  Which  do  not  be  intreated  to,  but  weigh 
What  it  is  worth^embrac'd, 

C*f.  And  what  may  follow 
To  try  a  larger  Fortune. 

Pom.  You  have  made  me  offer 
Of  Sicily,  Sardinia)  and  I  muft 
Rid  all  the  Sea  of  Pirates;  then  to  fend 
Meafures  of  Wheat  to  Rome :   this  'greed  upon, 
To  part  with  unhackt  edges,  and  bear  back 
Our  Targets  undinted.  ' 

Omnes.  That's  our  offer. 

Pom.  Know  then  I  came  before  you  here,  a  Man 
Prepar'd,  to  take  this  offer.     But,  Mark.  Antony, 
Put  me  to  fome  impatience  :  though  I  lofe 
The  praife  of  it  by  telling.     You  muft  know 
When  Geprand  your  Brother  were  at  blows, 
Your  Mother  came  to  Sicily,  and  did  find 
Her  welcome  friendly. 

Ant.  I  have  heard  it,  Pompey, 
And  am  well  ftudied  for  a  liberal  thanks, 
Which  I  do  owe  you. 

Pom.  Let  me  have  your  Hand : 
I  did  not  think,  Sir,  to  have  met  you  here. 

C  5 
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Anu  The  Beds  i'th5  Eaft  are  foft,  and  thanks  to  yoiij 
That  call'd  me  timelier  than  my  purpofe  hither : 
For  I  have  gain'd  by't. 

Ctf,  Since  I  faw  you  laft, 
There  is  a  change  upon  you. 

Pom,  Well,  I  know  not, 
What  counts  hard  Fortune  cafts  upon  my  face* 
But  in  my  boforn  fhe  (hall  never  come, 
To  make  my  Heart  a  Vaffal. 

Lep*  Well  met  here. 

Pom.  I  hope  fo,  Lepidm>  thus  we  are  agreed  s 
I  crave  our  compofition  may  be  written 
And  feal'd  between  us. 

Cafi  That's  the  next  to  do. 

Tom.  We'll  feafr.  each  other,  e'er  we  part,  and  let's 
praw  lots  who  fhall  begin. 

Ant.  That  will  I,  Pompey, 

Pom,  No,  Antony ',  take  the  lot : 
But  firft  or  laft,  your  fine  zs£gyptian  Cookery 
Shall  have  the  fame,  I  have  heard  that  JhUhs  Qfa? 
Grew  fat  with  feafting  there. 

Ant.  You  have  heard  much. 

Pom*  I  have  fair  meaning,  Sir. 

Ant,  And  fair  words  to  them. 

Pom.  Then  fo  much  have  I  heard. 
And  I  have  heard  Apolkdorm  carried 

Eno*  No  more  of  that :  he  did  fo. 

Pom,  What,  I  pray  you? 

Eno,  A  certain  Queen  to  Cafkr  in  a  Mattrice, 

Pom.  I  know  thee  now,  how  far'ft  thou,  Soldier? 

Eno,  Well,  and  well  am  like  to  do,  for  I  perceive 
Four  Feafts  are  toward. 

Pom,  Let  me  {hake  thy  hand, 
I  never  hated  thee  :  I  have  feen  thee  fight. 
When  I  have  envied  thy  behaviour. 

Eno,  Sir,  I  never  lov'd  you  much,  but  I  ha'  pr^is'd  ye 
When  you  have  well  deferv'd  ten  times  as  much. 
As  I  have  faid  you  did. 

Pom.  Injoy  thy  plainnefsj 
1%  nothing  ill  becomes  thee  s 
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Aboard  my  Gaily,  I  invite  you  all. 
Will  you  lead,  Lords? 

All.  Shew  s  the  way,  Sir. 

Pom.  Come.  [Exeunt.  Manent  Enob.  and  Menas. 

Men.  Thy  Father,  Pompey,  would  ne'er  have  made  Ticary. 
You,  and  I  have  known,  Sir. 

Eno.  At  Sea,    I  think. 

Men*  We  have,  Sir. 

Eno,  You  have  done  well  by  Water. 

Men.   And  you  by  Land. 

Eno.  I  will  praife  any  Man  that  will  praife  me,  though  it 
cannot  be  denied  what  I  have  done  by  Land. 

Men.  Nor  what  I  have  done  by  water. 

Eno.  Yes,  fomething  you  can  deny  for  your  own  fafety: 
you  have  been  a  good  Thief  by  Sea. 

Men.  And  you  by  Land. 

Eno.  There  I  deny  my  Land  Service :  but  give  me  your 
Hand,  Menasy  if  your  Eyes  had  authority,  here  they  might 
have  two  Thieves  killing. 

Men.  All  Mens  faces  are  true,  whatfoe'er  their  hands  are. 

Eno.  But  there  is  ne'er  a  fair  Woman,  has  a  true  Face. 

Men.  No  dander,  they  fteal  hearts. 

Eno.  We  came  hither  to  fight  with  you. 

Men.  For  my  parr,  I  am  Torry  it  is  turn'd  to  a  drinking. 
Pompejf  doth  this  day  laugh  away  his  Fortune. 

Eno.  If  he  do,  fure  he  cannot  weep't  back  again. 

Men.  You've  faid,  Sir;  we  look'd  not  for  Mark.  Antony 
here ;   pray  you,  is  he  married  to  Cleopatra  ? 

Eno.  Cafar's  Sifter  is  calFd  Otlavia. 

Men.  True,  Sir,  ihe  was  the  wife  of  Cains  Marcellm. 

Eno.   But  now  fhe  is  the  wife  of  Marcus  Antonius. 

Men.  Pray  yr,  Sir. 

Eno.  'Tis  true. 

Men.  Then  is  C<efar  and  he  for  ever  knit  together. 

Eno.  If  I  were  bound  to  Divine  of  this  Unity,  I  would 
not  Prophefie  fo. 

Men.  I  think  the  policy  of  that  purpofe,  made  more  in 
the  Marriage,  than  the  Love  of  the  parries. 

Eno.  I  think  fo  too.  But  you  ill  ail  find  the  band  that 
feems  to  tic  their  friendfhip  together,  will  be  the  very 
eftranger  of  their  Amity  :  Ottavia  is  of  a  holy,  cold,  and 
Aill  converfation.  C  4  Men* 
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Men.  Who  would  not  have  his  Wife  fo? 

Eno.  Not  he  that  himfelfis  not  fo;  which  is  Mark  An- 
tony. He  will  to  his  Egyptian  dim  again;  then  (hall  the 
fighs  of  Oftavia  blow  the  Fire  up  in  Q/^r,  and,  as  1  faid 
.^before,  that  which  is  the  Strength  of  their  Amify,  fliafl^rove 
'  the  immediate  Author  of  their  Variance.  Antony  will  ufe  his 
affection  where  it  is.     He  married  but  his  occafion  here. 

Men.  And  thus  ic  may  be.  Come,  Sir,  will  you  Aboard? 
I  have  a  health  for  you. 

Eno.  I  (hall  take  it,  Sir  :  we  have  us'd  our  Throats,  in 
^Egypt. 

Men.  Come,  let's  away.  [Exeunt. 
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Enter  two  or  thtyee  Servants  with  a  Banquet. 

i  Ser.  Here  they  11  be,  Man  :  fome  o' their  Plants  are  ill 
rooted  already,  the  leaft  wind  i'th5  World  will  blow  them 
down. 

2  Ser.  Lepidus  is  high-colour'd. 

i  Ser.  They  have  made  him  drink  Alms  drink. 

2  Ser.  As  they  pinch  one  another  by  the  difpofition  he 
cries  out,  no  more;  reconciles  them  to  his  entreaty*  and 
himfelf  to  th*  drink. 

i  Ser.  But  it  raifes  the  greater  War  between  him  and  his 
difcretion.  r  .^3. 

z  Ser.  Why  this  it  is  to  have  a  Name  in  great  Mens  Fel- 
lowfhip  :  I  had  as  litve  have  a  Reed  that  will  do  me  no  fer- 
vice,  as  a  Partizanl  could  not  heave. 

i  Ser,  To  be  calfd  into  a  huge  Sphere,  and  not  to  be  fecn 
i    to  move  in'r,  are  the  holes  where  Eyes  mould  bei  which 
pitifully  difafter  the  Cheeks. 

Trumpets. 
Enter  CasTar,  Antony,  Pompey,  Lepidus,  Agrippa,  Mecsenas, 
EnobarbuF,  Menas,  with  other  Captains'*^. 
Ant.  Thus  do  they,  Sir :    they  take  the  flow  o'th'' Nile 
By  certain  fcale,  i'th*  Pyramid;  they  know 
By  ih'  height,  the  lownefs,  or  the  mean,  if  Dearth 
Of  Fozon  follow.      The  higher  Nilus  fwells, 
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The  more  it  promifes;  as  it  ebbs,  the  Seedfman 
Upon,  the  Slime  and  Ooze  fcatters  his  Grain, 
.  And  fhortly  comes  to  Harveft. 

Lep*  You've  ftrange  Serpents  there. 

Ant.  !Ay,  Lepidus. 

Lep.  Your  Serpent  of  *s£gjpty  is  bred  now  of  your  mud 
by.  the  Operation  of  the  Sun  5  fo  is  your  Crocodile. 

Ant.  They  are  fo. 

Torn.  Sirrah,  fome  Wine !  A  Health  to  Lepiduu 

Lep.  I  am  not  fo  well  as  I  fhould  be: 
But  1*11  ne'er  out. 

Em.  Not  'till  you  have  flept;  I  fear  me,  you'll  be  in, 
'till  then. 

Lep.  Nay  certainly,  I  have  heard  the  Ptolomfs  Pyramids 
are  very  goodly  things;  without  contradiction  I  have 
heard  that. 

Men.  Pompey,  a  word.  [Ajide* 

Pom.  Say  in  mine  Ear,  what  is't  ? 
^JHen.  Forfake  thy  Seat,  I  do  befeech  thee,  Captain, 
run  And  hear  me  fpeak  a  word. 

Pom.  For  me  'till  anon.  [Whifper  in's  Ear. 

This  Wine  for  Lepidus. 

Lep.  What  manner  o'thing  is  your  Crocodile? 

Ant.  It  is  ftiap'd,  Sir,  like  it  felf,  and  it  is  as  broad  as  it 
hath  breadth;  it  is  juft  fo  high  as  it  is,  and  moves  with  its 
own  Organs.  It  lives  by  that  which  nouriflieth  it,  and  the 
Elements  once  out  of  it,  it  tranfmigrates. 

Lep.  What  colour  is  it  of! 
~bq[  zjint.  Of  it's  own  colour  too. 
iHo.Lep.  'Tis  a  ftrange  Serpent. 

Ant.  'Tis  fo,  and  the  Tears  of  it  are  wet. 

C*f.  Will  this  Defcription  fatisfie  him  ? 

Ant.  With  the  Health  that  Pompey  gives  him,  elfe  he  is  a 
very  Epicure. 

Pom.  Go  hang,  Sir,  hang!  tell  me  of  that?  away! 
Do  as  I  bid  you.     Where's  the  Cup  I  call'd  for? 

Men.  If  for  the  fake  of  Merit  thou  wilt  hear  me* 
Rife  from  the  Srool. 

Pom.  I  thi  k  thou'rt  mad;  the  matter? 

Mvn.  I  have  ever  held  my  Cap  off  to  thy  Fortunes^ 

Pom. 
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Pom.  Thou  haft  ferv'd  me  with  much  faith  :  what's  eW* 
to  fay?  Be  jolly,  Lords. 

Ant.  Thefe  Quick-fands,  Lepiduu 
Keep  off  them,  for  you  fink. 

Men.  Wilt  thou  be  Lord  of  all  the  World  ? 
Pom.  What  fay 'ft  thou  \ 

Men.  Wilt  thou  be  Lord  of  the  whole  World  ?  that's  twice. 
Torn.  How  (hall  that  be? 

Men*  But  entertain  it,  and  though  thou  think  me  poor, 
lam  the  Man  will  give  thee  all  the  World. 
Pomp*  Haft  thou  drunk  well  ? 
Men*  No,  Pompey,  I  have  kept  me  from  the  cup* 
Thou  art,  if  thou  dar'ft  be,  the  earthly  Jove  : 
What  e'er  the  Ocean  pafes,  or  Sky  inclips, 
Is  thine,  if  thou  wilt  ha't. 
Pom.  Shew  me  which  way. 

Men.  Thefe  three  World -Sharers,  thefe  Competitors 
Are  in  thy  Veffel.     Let  me  cut  the  Cable. 
And  when  we  are  put  off,  fall  to  their  Throats : 
All  there  is  thine. 

Pom.  Ah,  this  thou  fhouldft  have  done, 
And  not  have  fpoken  on't.     In  me  'tis  villany, 
In  thee  't  had  been  good  fervice  :  thou  muft  know, 
Tis  not  my  Profit  that  does  lead  mine  Honour : 
Mine  Honour  is,  Repent  that  e'er  thy  tongue, 
Hath  fo  betray'd  thine  Ad.     Being  done  unknown, 
I  ftiould  have  found  it  afterwards  well  done; 
But  muft  condemn  it  now.     Defift,  and  drink. 

Men.  For  this  I'll  never  follow 
Thy  pall'd  Fortunes  more ; 
Who  feeks  and  will  not  take,  when  once  'tis  offer'ds 
Shall  never  find  it  more. 

Pom.  This  health  to  Lepidm. 
Ant.  Bear  him  afhoar,  % 

I'll  pledge  it  for  him,  Pompej. 
Eno.  Here's  to  thee,  Menas. 
Men.  Enobarbtts,  welcome. 
Pom.  Fill  'till  the  Cup  be  hid. 

Eno.  There's  a  ftrange  Fellow,  Menas.  [Pointing  to  Lepidusi 
Men.  Why? 

Em.  A  bears  the  third  part  of  the  World,  Man !  feeft  not  ? 

Men. 


Antony  and  Cleopatra.  1691 

Men.  The  third  Parr,  then  is  drunk;  would  it ^ere  all, 
that  it  might  go  on  Wheels. 

Eno.  Drink  thou,  encreafe  the  Reels. 

Men.  Come, 

Torn.   This  is  not  yet  an  Alexandrian  Feafh 

Ant.  It  ripens  towards  it;  (hike  the  Vefflls  hoa. 
Here's  to  defar. 

Gef.  I  could  well  forbeaft,  it's  monftrous  labour  when 
I  warn  my  Brain,  and  it  grows  fouler. 

Ant.  Be  a  Child  o'th'time. 

Gef.  Poflcfs  ir,    1*11  make  anfwer;    but  I  had  rather  fa  ft 
from  all,  four  Days,  than  drink  fo  much  in  one. 

Eno.  Ha,  my  brave  Emperor,   fhall  we  dance  now  the 
Egyptian  Bacchanals,  and  celebrate  our  drink? 

Pom.  Let's  ha't,  good  Soldier. 

Ant.  Come,  let's  all  take  Hands, 
'Till  that  the  conquering  Wine  hath  fteeptourSenfe, 
In  foft  and  delicate  Lethe. 

Eno.  All  take  Hands: 
Make  battery  to  our  Ears  with  the  loud  Mufick, 
The  while,  I'll  place  you,  then  the  Boy  fhall  ling. 
The  holding  every  Man  fhall  beat  as  loud, 
As  his  ftrong  (ides  can  volly. 

Mtifak^  Plays*     Enobarbus  places  them  Hand  in  Hand* 

The  S  O  N  G. 
Come  thou  Monarch  of  the  Vine% 
P  lumpy  Bacchus  with  pink  eyne: 
In  thy  Fats  our  cares  be  droivtfd : 
With  thy  Grapes  our  Hairs  beer  own*  d. 

Cup  us  'till  the  World  go  rounds 

Cup  us  ytill  the  World  go  round. 

C<ef.  What  would  you  more  ?  Pompeyy  good  Night*  Good 
Brother 
Let  me  requeft  you  of;  our  graver  Bufinefs 
Frowns  at  this  levity.  Gentle  Lords,  let's  part, 
You  fee  we  have  burnt  our  Cheek.  Strong  Enobarbe 
Is  weaker  than  the  Wind,  and  mine  own  Tongue 
Splits  what  it  fpeaks;  the  wild  difguife  hath  almoft 

Anticfcc 
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Antickt  us  all.     What  needs  more  words?  good  Night. 
Good  Antony,  your  Hand. 

Torn.  I'll  try  you  on  the  Shoar.      rt  ni  w*!q  < 

Ant.  And  fhall,  Sir,  give's  your  Hand.  "Jp  10=* 

?<?/».  Oh,  Antony,  you  have  my  Father's  Houfe. 
But  what,  we  are  Friends?  Come  down  into  the  Boat. 

Eno.  Take  heed  you  fall  not, 

Men.  IH  not  on  Shoar. 

No,  to  my  Cabin thefe  Drums!    b  A 

Thefe  Trumpets,  Flutes!  what! 
Let  Neptune  hear,  we  bid  aloud  farewel 
To  thefe  great  Fellows.  Sound  and  be  hang'd,  found  out. 

[Sound  a  Flour ijb  with  Drums. 

Eno.  Hoo  fays  a!  there's  my  Cap. 

Men.  Hoa,  noble  Captain,  come.  [Exeunt. 

agil  yldmvd  111  «£* 

ACT   III.     SCENE    i'JbSt 
SCENE  A  Camp. 

£»/^r  Ventidius  /»  Triumph,  the  dead  Body  of  Pacorus  born 
before  him,  Roman  Soldiers  and  Attendants. 

^w,\T O  W  darting  Parthia  art  thou  ftruck,  and  now 

JIN   Pleas'd  Fortune  does  of  Marcus  Crajfus  death 
Make  me  revenger.     Bear  the  King's  Son's  Body 
Before  our  Army,  thy  Pacorus,  Orodes, 
Pays  this  for  Marcus  Crajfus. 

Rom.  Noble  Ventidius, 
Whilft  yet  with  Parthian  Blood  thy  Sword  iswarmi 
The  Fugitive  Parthians  follow.    Spurn  through  Media, 
Mefapotamia,  and  the  fhelters,  whither 
The  routed  fly.     So  thy  grand  Captain  Antony 
Shall  fet  thee  on  triumphant  Chariots,  and 
Put  Garlands  on  thy  Head. 

Ven.  Oh  Silius,  Silius > 
I  have  done  enough.    A  lower  Place,  nftte  well 
May  make  too  great  an  ad.   For  learn  this,  Silius, 
Better  to  leave  undone,  than  by  our  deed 
Acquire  too  high  a  Fame,  when  him  we  ferve's  away. 
Otfaf  and  Antony  have  ever  won  More 


Antony  and  Cleopatra.  *<>s>5 

More  in  their  Officer,  than  Perfon.    Sofas, 

One  of  my  place  in  Syria,  his  Lieutenant, 

For  quick  accumulation  of  renown, 

Which  he  atchiev'd  by  th'  minute,  loft  his  fatour. 

Who  does  i'th'  Wars  more  than  his  Captain  can, 

Becomes  his  Captain's  Captain :  And  Ambition, 

The  Soldier's  Virtue,  rather  makes  choife  of  lofs 

Than  gain,  which  darkens  him. 

I  could  do  more  to  do  Anthonins  good, 

But  'twould  offend  him ;  and  in  his  offence, 

Should  my  performance  perifh. 

Rom.  Thou  haft,  VentUim,  that,  without  the  which 
A  Soldier  and  his  Sword  grants  fcarce  diftih&ion : 
Thou  wilt  write  to  Antony* 

Ven.  I'll  humbly  fignifie  what  in  his  Name, 
That  magical  word  of  War,  we  have  effected, 
How  with  his  Banners,  and  his  well  paid  ranks, 
The  ne'er-yet  beaten  Horfe  of  Parthia, 
We  have  jaded  out  o'th'  Field. 

Rom.  Where  is  he  now  ? 

fan.  He  purpofethto  Athens;  whither  with  what  hafte 
The  weight  we  muft  convey  with's,  will  permit: 
We  (hall  appear  before  him.     On  there,  pafs  along.  [Exeunt. 

;fib  W  OT^\*y^ 

SCENE    If.     Rome,   r 
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Enter  Agrippa  *t  one  Boor,  Enobarbus  at  anothet$*& 

Agr.  What,  are  the  Brothers  parted? 

Eno.  They  have  difpatchtwithPflzw^,  he  is  gone, 
The  other  three  are  Sealing.     Ociavia  weeps 
To  part  from  Rome:  Cafar  is  fad,  and  Lepidus 
Since  Pompefs  Feaft,  as  Menas  fays,  is  troubled 
With  theGreen-ficknefs  *£     ^ 

Agr.    Tis  z  nobk  Leptdus. 

Eno.  Avery  tine  one;  oh,  how  he  loves  Cafar. 

Agr.  Nay  but  how  dearly  he  adores  MarkAntonj. 

Eno.  Cafar?  why  he's  the  Jupiter  of  Men. 

Agr.  What's  Antony,  the  god  of  Jupiter* 

Eno.  Speak  you  of  Cajar?  Oh  t  the  non-pareil ! 

Agr.  Oh  Antony,  oh  thou  Arabian  Bird  I 

Eno. 
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Eno.  Would  you  praife  Cajar,  fay  Cafar,  go  no  further* 
Agr.  Indeed  he  plied  them  both  with  excellent  praifes. 
Eno.  But  he  loves  Cafar  beft,  yet  he  loves  Antony  : 
Ho !  Hearts,  Tongues,  Figure,  Scribes,  Bards,  Poets,  cannot 
Think,  fpeak,  caft,  write,  ling,  number;  ho, 
His  love  to  Antony.     But  as  for  Cafar, 
Kneel  down,  kneel  down,  and  wonder— 
Agr.  Both  he  loves. 

Eno.  They  are  his  Shards,  and  he  their  Beetle*  fo--- 
This  is  to  Horfe  I  adieu,  noble  Agrippa.  {Trumpets*, 

Agr.  Good  Fortune  worthy  Soldier,  and  farewel. 
Enter  Caefar,  Antony,  Lepidus,  and  O&avia* 
Ant.  No  farther,  Sir. 

C<ef.  You  take  from  me  a  great  part  of  my  felf: 
Ufe  me  well  in't*     Sifter,  prove  fuch  a  Wife 
As  my  thoughts  make  thee,  and  as  my  fartheft  Bond 
Shall  pafs  on  thy  approof.    Moft  noble  Antony^ 
Let  not  the  piece  of  Virtue  which  is  fet 
Betwixt  us,  as  the  cement  of  our  Love, 
To  keep  it  builded,  be  the  Ram  to  batter 
The  Fortune  of  it;  for  better  might  we 
Have  lov'd  without  this  mean,  if  on  both  parts 
This  be  not  cheriflit* 

Ant.  Make  me  not  offended 
In  your  diftruft. 
C<ef.  I  have  faid* 
Ant.  You  (hall  not  find, 
Though  you  be  therein  curious,  the  lead  caufe 
For  what  you  feem  to  fear,  fo  the  Gods  keep  you, 
And  make  the  Hearts  of  Romans  ferve  your  ends  i 
We  will  here  part. 

C*fi  Farewel,  my  deareft  Sifter  fare  thee  well* 
The  Elements  be  kind  to  thee,  and  make 
Thy  Spirits  all  of  comfort ;  fare  thee  well. 
OSl.  My  noble  Brother. 
Ant.  The  April's  in  her  Eyes,  it  is  loves  fpring* 
And  thefe  the  fhowers  to  brin^  it  on  ;  be  chearfuL 
Oft.  Sir,  look  well  to  my  Husband's  Houfe;  and— 
Caf.  What  Ottavia. 
OU.  I'll  tell  you  in  your  Ear, 

Ant* 
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Ant.  Her  Tongue  will  not  obey  her  Heart,  nor  can 
Her  Heart  inform  her  Tongue,  the  Swan's  Doun-feathcr, 
That  Hands  upon  the  Swell  at  full  of  tide, 
And  neither  way  inclines. 

Eno.   Will  Ctfar  weep? 

Agr.  He  has  a  Cloud  in's  Face. 

Eno.  He  were  the  worfe  for  that  were  he  a  Horfe ;   fo  is 
he  being  a  Man. 

Agr.  Why  Enobarbusl 
When  Antony  found  Julius  Gefar  dead, 
He  cryedalmoft  to  roaring:  And  he  wept, 
When  at  Philippi  he  found  Brums  (lain. 

Eno.  That  Year  indeed,  he  was  troubled  with  a  Rheum, 
What  willingly  he  did  confound,  he  waiPd,* 
Believe't  'till  I  weep  too. 

Cxf.  No,  fweet  Qttavia, 
You  (hall  hear  from  me  ftill;  the  time  (hall  not 
Out-go  my  thinking  on  you. 

Ant.  Come  Sir,  come, 
I'll  wreftle  with  you  in  my  ftrength  of  love. 
Lock  here  I  have  you ;  thus  I  let  you  go, 
And  give  you  to  the  Gods. 

C*jl  Adieu,  be  happy. 

Lep.  Let  all  the  number  of  the  Stars  give  Light 
To  thy  fair  way. 

C&f,  Farewel,  Farewel.  [^(/fa  O&avia* 

Ant.  Farewel.  [Trumpets  found.     Exeunt. 

SCENE    III.     Alexandria. 

Enter  Cleopatra,  Charmian,  Iras,  and  Alexis. 

Cleo.  Where  is  the  Fellow  ? 

Alex.  Half  afeard  to  come. 

Cleo.  Go  to,  go  to :  Come  hither,  Sir.    ^ 
Enter  the  Mejfenger  as  before. 

Alex.  Good  Majefty,  Herod  of  Jewry  dare  not  look  uppn 
you,  but  when  you  are  well  pleas'd. 

Cleo.  That  Herod's  Head,  I'll  have;    but  how?  When 
Antony  is  gone,  through  whom  I  might  command  it  5 
Coifle  thou  near. 

Mtf. 
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Mef  Moft  gracious  Majefty. 

Cleo.  Didft  thou  behold  Ottavia* 

Mef  Ay,  dread  Queen. 

Cleo.  Where? 

Mef.  Madam,  in  Rome,  I  Jookc  her  in  the  face : 
And  faw  her  led  between  her  Brother,  and 
Marl(  Antony. 

Cleo.  Is  (he  as  tall  as  me? 

Mef  She  is  not,  Madam. 

Cleo.  Didft  hear  her  fpeak  ?  is  (he  fhrill  tongu'd  or  low? 

Mef  Madam,  I  heard  her  fpeak,  fhe  is  low  voic'd. 

Cleo.  That's  not  fo  good ;  he  cannot  like  her  long. 

Cbar.  Like  her?  Ohlfis!  'tis  impoffible. 

Cleo.  I  think  fo,  Charmian;  dull  of  Tongue,  and  D  warn"  flu 
What  Majefty  is  in  her  Gate?   remember 
If  e'er  thou  look'ft  on  Majefty. 

Mef  She  creeps; 
Her  Motion  and  her  Station  are  as  one: 
She  fhews  a  Body,  rather  than  a  Life, 
A  Statue,  than  a  Breather. 

Cleo.  Is  this  certain  ? 

Mef.  Or  I  have  no  obfervance. 

Char.  Three  in  ^£gjpt  cannot  make  better  note. 

Cleo.  He's  very  knowing,  I  do  perceiv't, 
There's  nothing  in  her  yet. 
The  Fellow  has  good  Judgment. 

Char.  Excellent. 

Cleo.  Guefs  at  her  Years,  I  prethee. 

Mef.  Madam,  fhe  was  a  Widow. 

Cleo.  Widow  ?  Charmian^  hark. 

Mef.  And  I  do  think  fhe's  thirty. 

Cleo.  Bear'ft  thou  her  Face  in  Mind  ?  is'c  long  or  round? 

Mef.  Round  even  to  faultinefs. 

Cleo.  For  the  moft  part  too,  they  are  foolifh  that  are  fo. 
Her  Hair  what  colour  ? 

Mef  Brown,  Madam;  and  her  Forehead.  . 
As  low  as  (he  would  wifli  if. 

Cleo.  There's  Gold  for  thee. 
Thou  muft  not  take  my  former  Sharpnefs  ill, 
I  will  employ  thee  back  again ;  I  find  thee 

Moft 
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Mod  fie  for  Bufinefs.     Go,  make  thee  ready, 
Our  Letters  are  prepaid. 

Char.  A  proper  Man. 

Cleo.  Indeed  he  is  fo;  I  repent  me  much 
That  fo  I  harried  him.     Why  methinks  by  him, 
This  Creature's  no  fuch  thing. 

Char*  Nothing,  IViidam. 

Qco.  The   Man    hath  feen  feme  Majefly,    and  fhould 
know. 

Char.  Hath  he  feen  Majefty?  IJis  elfe  defend! 
And  ferving  you  fo  long. 

Cleo.  I  have  one  thing  more  to  ask  him  yet,  good  Charnfian : 
But  'tis  no  matter,  chou  (halt  bring  him  to  me 
Where  I  will  write;  All  may  be  well  enough. 

Char.  I  warrant  you,  Madam.  \Exwnt* 

SCENE   IV.     Athens. 

Enter  Antony  and  O&avia. 

Ant.  Nay,  nay  Ottavia>  not  only  that, 
That  were  excufable,  that  and  thousands  more 
Of  femblable  import,  but  he  hath  wag'd 
New  Wars  'gainft  Pompey;  made  his  Will,  and  read  it 
To  publickEar,  fpoke  kantly  of  me; 
When  perfoice  he  could  not 
But  pay  me  terms  of  Honour,  cold  and  fickly 
He  vented  them;  moil:  narrow  meafure  lent  me  ; 
When  the  beft  hint  was  given  him,  he  o'er-look'd, 
Or  did  it  from  his  Teeth. 

Oft.  Oh,  my  good  Lord, 
Believe  not  all,  or  if  you  muft  believe, 
Stomach  not  all.     A  more  unhappy  Lady, 
If  this  divifion  chance,  ne'er  ft  >od  between 
Praying  for  both  parts:  The  grod  Gods  will  mock  me, 
When  I  (hall  praying,  oh  blefs  my  Lord  and  Husband, 
Undo  that  Thayer,  by  crying  out  as  loud, 
Oh  blefs  my  Brotr,r<.  Husband  win,  win  Brother, 
Pays,  and  deftroys  the  Prayer,  no  midway 
'Twixr  thefe  extreams  at  aii. 

Ant.  Gentle  OEiavia^ 
Let  your  bed  love  draw  to  that  point  which  fceks 

Vol,  Vr.  D  Bed: 
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Beft  to  preferve  it:  if  I  lofe  mine  Honour, 

I  lofe  my  felf ;  better  I  were  not  yours 

Than  yours  fo  branchlefs.     But  as  you  requefted, 

Your  felf  fhall  go  between's,  the  mean  time,  Lady, 

I'll  raife  the  preparation  of  a  War 

Shall  ftain  your  Brother,  make  your  fooneft  hafle 

So  your  defires  are  yours. 

Oil,  Thanks  to  my  Lord, 
The  Jove  of  Power  make  me  mod  weak*  moft  weak, 
Your  reconciler :  Wars  'twixt  you  twain  would  be,  i*\* 
As  if  the  World  fhould  cleave,  and  that  ftain  Men 
Should  fodder  up  the  Rift. 

Ait.  When  it  appears  to  you  where  this  begins, 
Turn  your  difpleafure  that  way,  for  our  faults 
Can  never  be  fo  equal,  that  your  love 
Can  equally  move  with  them.    Provide  your  going* 
Chufe  your  own  Company,  and  command  what  ccft 
Your  Heart  has  mind  to.  \Exetmu 

Enter  Enobarbus  and  Eros. 

Eno.  How  now,  Friend  Eros? 

Eros.  There's  Orange  News  come,  Sir. 

Eno.  What,  Man? 

Eros.  C<efar  and  Lepidus  have  made  War  upon  Pempey. 

Eno.  This  is  old,  what  is  the  Succefs? 

Eros.  Cajar  having  made  ufe  of  him  in  the  Wars  'gainft 
Pompey;  prefently  denied  him  rivality,  would  not  let  him 
partake  of  the  Glory  of  the  Action,  and  not  reftinghere,  ac- 
cufes  him  of  Letters  he  had  formerly  wrote  to  Pompey.  Up- 
on his  own  appeal  feizes  him,  fo  the  poor  Third  is  up,  'till 
death  enlarge  his  Confine. 

Eno.  Then  would  thou  hadft  a  pair  of  Chaps  no  more, 
and  throw  between  them  all  the  food  thou  haft,  they'll  grind 
the  other.     Where's  Antony  ? 

Eros.  He's  walking  in  the  Garden  thus;  and  fpurns 
The  Rum  that  lyes  before  him.     Crys,  Fool  Lepidm, 
And  threats  the  Throat  of  that  his  Officer, 
That  murdred  Pompey* 

Eno.  Our  great  Navy's  rigg'd. 

Eros.  For  Italy  and  Cafar;  more  Domit'msy 
My  Lord  defires  you  prefently  5  my  News 
I  might  have  told  hereafter. 

Em  ■< 
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Eno.  'Twill  be  naught,  but  let  it  be;  bring  me  to  Antony. 
Eros.  Come,  Sir.  \Exennt. 

SCENE    V.     Rome.  oY 

Enter  Caefar,  Agrippa,  and  Mecaenas. 

Caf  Contemning  Rome  he  has  done  all  this,  and  more, 
In  Alexandria ;  here's  the  matter  of  it: 
I'th' Market-place  on  a  Tribunal  filver'd, 
Cleopatra  and  himfclf  in  Chairs  of  Gold 
Were  publickly  enthroned;  at  the  feet  fat 
Cafario  whom  they  call  my  Father's  Son, 
And  all  the  unlawful  IflTue,  that  their  luft 
Since  then  hath  made  between  them.     Unto  her, 
He  gave  the  'ilablifhmenr  of  ns£<jypt,  made  her 
Of  lower  Syria,  Cyprus,  Lydiat  ablolute  Queen. 

Mcc.  This  in  the  publick  Eye? 

Caf.  I'th'  common  fhew-place  where  they  exercife, 
His  Sons  were  there  proclaimed  the  Kings  of  Kings, 
Great  Media,  Part  hi  a,  and  Armenia 
He  gave  to  Alexander ;  to  Ptolemy  he  aflign'd, 
Syria,  Cilicia,  and  Phoenicia :  She 
In  th*  Abilimer.ts  of  the  Goddefs  Ifis 
That  day  app^ar'd,  and  oft  before  gave  Audience, 
As  'tis  reported,  fo. 

Mec,   Let  Rome  be  thus  inform'd. 

dgr.  Who  qucafie  with  his  Tnfolence  already, 
Will  their  good  Thoughts  call  from  him. 

Caf,  The  People  know  it, 
And  have  now  received  his  Accufations. 

Agr.  Wh^m  do's  he  accufe? 

Caf.  Cafar,  and  that  having  in  Sicily 
Sextns  Pompems  fpoii'd,   we  had  not  rated  him 
His  pait  o'th*  Ifl^.     Then  does  he  h)\  he  lent  mc 
Some  fhipping  unreftor'd.     Laftiy  he  frets 
That  Lepidus  of  the  Tiiuravirate 
Should  be  depos'd,  and  being  that,  we  detain 
All  his  Revenue. 

Agr.  Sir,  this  mould  be  anfwered. 

Caf.  'Tis  done  already,  and  his  MeiTenger  gone? 
I  have  told  hiixi  Lepidm  was  grown  too  cruel, 

D  1  That 
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That  he  his  high  Authority  abus'd, 

And  did  deferve  his  chance.   For  what  I  have  conquer'^, 
I  grant  him  part;  but  then  in  his  Armenia, 
Aid  other  of  his  conquer'd  Kingdoms,  I 
Donand  the  like.  *nAift1  .     \o  WU 

Mec.  He'll  never  yield  to  that.  wOlO 

Gef.  Nor  muft  not  then  be  yielded  to  in  this.  [  9fj*i[ 

Enter  O&avia  with  Attendants* 
Ocl.  Hail  Gejar,  and  my  Lord!  hail,  moft  dear  Cafar! 
Gef.  That  ever  I  fhould  call  thee  Caft-away. 
Oft.  You  have  not  call'd  me  fey  nor  have  you  caufe. 
Gaf.  Why  haft  thou  ftoln  upon  me  thus?  you  came  not 
Like  Cafar  s  Sifter ;  the  Wife  of  Antony 
Should  have  an  Army  for  an  Ufher,  and 
The  neighs  of  Horfe  to  tell  of  her  approach, 
Long  e'er  (he  did  appear.     The  Trees  by  th'way 
Should  have  born  Men,  and  expectation  fainted 
Longing  for  what  it  had  not.     Nay,  the  duft 
Should  have  afcended  to  the  Roof  of  Heav'n, 
Rais'd  by  your  populous  Troops:  But  you  are  ccme 
A  Market- ma  id  to  Romey  and  have  prevented 
The  oftentation  of  our  love;  which  left  unfhewn, 
Is  often  left  unlov'd;  we  mould  have  met  you 
By  Sea,  and  Land,  fupplying  every  Stage 
With  an  augmented  greeting.  ^ 

OH.  Good,  my  Lord,  . 

lo  come  thus  was  I  not  conitram  d,  but  did  it 
On  my  free  Will.    My  Lord,  Mark,  Antony  % 
Hearing  that  you  prepaid  for  War,  acquainted 
My  grieving  Ear  withal ;  whereon  I  begg'd 
His  pardon  for  return. 

Gef  Which  foon  he  granted, 
Being  an  abftrad  'tween  his  Luft,  and  him. 
Oft.  Do  not  fay  fo,  my  Lord. 
Gef  I  have  Eyes  upon  him, 
And  his  Affairs  come  to  me  on  the  Wind: 
Where  is  he  now  ? 

Oft.  My  Lord,  in  Athens. 
Gef.  No,  my  moft  wronged  Sifter,  Cleopatra 
Hath  nodded  him  to  her.   He  hath  given  his  Empire 
Up  to  a  Whore,  who  now  are  levying 
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The  Kings  o'th'  Earth  for  War.  He  hath  affembled, 

Bochus  the  King  of  Lybia,  ArcbiUus 

Of  Cappadocia,  Philadelphos  King 

Of  Paphiagonia :  The  Thracian  King  Adallas, 

King  Maltchns  of  Arabia,  King  of  Pont, 

Herod  of  Jewry,  Mithridate%  King 

Of  Comagene,  Polemen  and  Amintas, 

The  King  of  Mede,  and  Lycaonia, 

With  a  more  larger  Lift  of  Scepters. 

Ott.  Ay  me  moft  wretched, 
That  have  my  Heart  parted  betwixt  two  Friends, 
That  do  afflict  each  other. 

Qef,  Welcome  hither; 
Your  Letters  did  with-hold  our  breaking  forth 
'Till  we  perceiv'd  both  how  you  were  wrong  ted, 
And  we  in  negligent  danger  j  cheer  your  Heart. 
Be  you  not  troubled  with  the  time  which  drives 
O'er  your  Concent,  thefe  ftrong  NecefJities, 
But  let  determin'd  things  to  deftiny 
Hold  unbewail'd  their  way.     Welcome  to  Rome: 
Nothing  more  dear  to  me.     You  areabus'd 
Beyond  the  mark  of  Thought;  and  the  high  Gods  & 

To  do  you  Juftice,  make  his  Minifters 
Of  us,  and  thofe  that  love  you.     Be  of  comforr, 
And  ever  welcome  to  us.  i*  c 

Agr.  Welcome  Lady.  /fat W 

Mec.  Welcome,  dear  Madam,  5&Q 

Each  Heart  in  Rome  does  love  and  pity  you,  o  ol 

Only  th' adulterous  Antony,  moft  large 
In  his  Abomination^,  turns  you  off,  ^H 

And  gives  his  potent  Regiment  to  a  Trull 
That  Nofes  it  again  ft  us. 

Oft.  Is  it  fo,  Sir? 

Ctfl  Moft  certain :  Sifter,  welcome;  pray  you 
Be  ever  known  to  patience.     My  dear'ft  Sifter.       \Exemt. 

SCENE    VI.     Adium. 

Enter  Cleopatra,  and  Enorbarbus. 
Geo.  I  will  be  even  with  thee;  doubt  it  not. 
Eno,  But  why,  why,  why? 
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Clco.  Thou  haft  forefpoke  my  being  in  thefe  Wars; 
And  (ay 'ft  it  is  not  fit. 

Eno.  Well ;  is  it,  is  it? 

Geo.  Is't  not  denounc'd  againft  us?  why  mould  not  W- 
be  there  in  Perfon? 

Eno.  Well,  I  could  reply;  if  we  fhould  ferve  with  Horfe 
and  Mares  together,  the  Horfe  were  merely  luft;  the  Mares 
would  bear  a  Soldier  and  his  Horfe. 

Geo.  What  is't  you  fay  ? 

Eno.  Your  prefence  needs  rauft  puzzle  Antony 
Take  from  his  Heart,  take  from  his  Brain,  take  from's 
What  fliould  not  then  be  fpar'd.    He  is  already 
Traduc'd  for  Levity,  and  'tis  faid  in  Rome, 
That  Photinus  an  Eunuch,  and  your  Maids 
Manage  this  War. 

Geo.  Sink  Rome,  and  their  Tongues  rot 
That  fpeak  againft  us.     A  charge  we  bear  Pth/ War, 
And  as  the  Prefident  of  my  Kingdom  will 
Appear  there  for  a  Man.     Speak  not  againft  it, 
I  will  not  ftay  behind. 

Enter  Antony  and  Canidius. 

Eno.  Nay  I  have  done,  here  comes  the  Emperor. 

Ant.  Is  it  not  ftrange,   Canidiusy 
That  from  Tarentum,  and  BrunduftHm, 
He  could  fo  quickJy  cut  the  Ionian  Sea, 
And  take  in  Torynei  You  have  heard  on't,  Sweet? 

Clco. .  Celerity  is  never  more  admir'd 
Than  by  the  negligenr. 

Ant.  A  good  rebuke, 
Which  might  have  well  bec^m'd  the  beft  of  Men 
To  taunt  at  flacknefs.     Canidim,  we, 
Will  fight  with  him  by  Sea. 

Cleo.  By  Sea,  what  eife? 

Can.  Why  will  my  Lord  do  fo  ? 

Anu  For  that  he  dares  us  to't. 

Eno.  So  hath  my  Lord  dar'd  him  to  fingle  fight. 

Can,  Ay,  and  to  wage  his  Battel  at  Pharfalia, 
Where  Cafar  fought  with  Pompej.     But  thefe  offers 
Which  ferve  not  for  his  Vantage,  he  makes  off, 
And  fo  mould  you. 

Em,. 
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Eno.   Your  Ships  are  not  well  Manird, 
Your  Mariners  areMuliters,  Reapers,  People, 
Ingroft  by  fwift  Imprefs.     In  Ctfar's  Fleet 
Are  thofe,  that  often  have  'gainft  Pompey  fought, 
Their  Ships  are  yare,  yours  heavy  :  no  difgrace 
Shall  fall  you  for  refufing  him  at  Sea, 
Being  prepar'd  for  Land. 

Ant.  By  Sea,  by  Sea. 

Eno.  Moft  worthy  Sir,  you  therein  throw  away 
The  abfolute  Soldierfhip  you  have  by  Land, 
Diftrad  your  Army,  which  doth  moft  confift 
Of  War-mark'd-Footmen,  leave  unexecuted 
Your  own  renowned  Knowledge,  quice  forego 
The  way  which  promifes  affurance,  and 
Give  up  your  felf  meerly  to  chance  and  hazard, 
From  firm  Security. 

Ant.  I'll  fight  at  Sea. 

CUo.  I  have  fixty  Sails,  Cefar  none  better. 

Ant .  Our  over-plus  of  Shipping  will  we  burn, 
And  with  the  reft  full-mann'd,  from  th' Heart  of  Allium 
Beat  th' approaching  Geftir.     But  if  we  fail, 
We  then  can  do't  at  Land. 

Enter  a  Mejfenger. 
Thy  bufinefs  ? 

Mef.  The  News  is  true,  my  Lord,  he  is  deferred, 
Ctfar  has  taken  Torjne. 

Ant.  Can  he  be  there  in  Perfon?  'Tis  impoffible" 
Strange,  that  his  power  mould  be  fo.     Canidins> 
Oar  nineteen  Legions  thou  (halt  hold  by  Land, 
And  our  twelve  thoufand  Horfe.     We'll  to  our  Shipi 
Away  my  Thetis. 

Enter  a  Soldier. 
How  now,  worthy  Soldier? 

Sold.  Oh  Noble  Emperor,  do  not  fight  by  Sea, 
Truft  not  to  rotten  Planks :  Do  you  mifdoubt 
This  Sword,  and  thefe  my  Wounds;  letth'  Egyptians 
And  the  Phoenicians  go  a  Ducking  :  we 
Have  us'd  to  Conquer  (landing  on  the  Earth, 
And  fighting  foot  to  foot. 

Ant.  Well,  well,  away.       [Exeunt  Ant.  Cleo.  and  Enob. 

Sold.  By  Hercules  I  think  I  am  i'th'  right. 

D  4  C*«. 
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Can.  Soldier  thou  art :  but  the  whole  Adion  grows 
Not  in  the  power  on't :  fo  our  Leaderslead, 
And  we  are  Womens  Men. 

Sold.  You  keep  by  Land 
The  Legions  and  the  Horfe  whole,  do  you  not? 

fan.  Marcus  OElavius,  Marcus  Juftius> 
Pnblice-la,    and  Celt  us  ^  are  for  Sea  : 
But  we  keep  whole  by  Land.     This  fpeed  cf  CafSfis 
Carries  beyond  belief. 

Sold,  While  he  was  yet  in  Rome 
His  power  went  out  in  fuch  di ft r actions, 
Aj  beguii'd  all  Spies. 

Can.  Who's  his  Lieutenant,  hear  you{ 

Sold.   They  fay,  one  Torus. 

Can.   Weil,  I  knew  the  Man. 

Enter  a  Meffenger. 

Mef.  The  Emperor  calls  Canidius. 

Can.  With  News  the  Time's  in  Labour,  and  throws  forth 
Lich  minu'e,  fome.  {Exeunt. 

Enter  Ca?far  with  his  Armvr  marching. 

Caf.  Torus  ? 

Tor.  My  Lord. 

C*f.  Strike  not  by  Land.     Keep  whole,  provoke  not  Battel 
'Till  we  have  done  at  Sea.     Do  not  exceed 
The  Prefcript  of  this  Scroul  :  Our  Fortune  lyes 
Upon  this  jump.  [Exit. 

Enter  Antony,  and  EnObarbus. 

Ant.  Set  we  our  Squdrons  on  yond  fide  o'lh'  HiU, 
In  Eye  of  Cafars  Battel,  from  which  place 
We  may  the  number  of  the  Ships  behold, 
And  fo  proceed  accordingly.  {Exit* 

Canidius  marching  with  his  Land  Army  one  way  over  the 
Stagey  and  Torus  the  Lieutenant  of  Caefar  the  other  way  : 
after  their  going  iny  is  heard  the  nojje  of  a  Sea-fight.  Alarum. 
Enter  Enobarbus  iirtd  Scarus. 

^Eno.  Naught,  naughr,  all  naught,  I  can  beheld  nalonger; 
Thmtoniad,  the  ty£gjptian  Admiral, 
Wita  all  their  fixry  fhe,  and  turn  the  Rudder  : 
To  feet,  mine  Eyes  are  blafted. 

Enter 
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Enter  Scarus. 

Scar.  (Bods,  and  GoddefTes,  all  the  whole  Synod  of  them ! 

Eno.  What's  thy  paflion  ? 

Scar.  The  greater  Cantle  of  the  World  is  loft 
With  very  ignorance,  we  have  kifs'd  away 
Kingdoms  and  Provinces. 

Eno.  How  appears  the  fight? 

Scar.  Qn  our  fide  like  the  Token'd  Peftilence, 
Where  Death  isfure.  Your  ribauld  Nag  oltAZgypt, 
Whom  Leprofie  o'er,  i'th5  very  midft  o'th*  fight, 
When  Vantage  like  a  pair  of  Twinns  appear'd 
Bnh  of  the  fame,  or  rather  ours  the  Elder; 
The  Breeze  upon  her,  like  a  Cow  in  June, 
Hoifts  Sails,  and  flies. 

Eno.  That  I  beheld : 
Mine  Eyes  didficken  at  the  fight,  and  could  not 
Indure  a  further  view. 

Scar.  She  once  being  looft ; 
The  Noble  ruin  of  her  Magick,  Antony y 
Claps  on  his  Sea-wine,  and  like  a  doating  Mallard, 
Leaving  the  Fight  in  heighth,  flies  after  her : 
I  never  faw  an  Action  of  fuch  (hame;  **' 

Experience,  Manhood,  Honour  ne'er  before, 
Did  violate  fo  it  felf. 

Eno.  Alack,  alack. 

Enter  Canidius. 

Can.  Our  Fortune  on  the  Sea  is  out  of  breath, 
And  fLks  moft  lamentably.     Had  our  General 
Been  what  he  knew  himfelf,  it  had  gone  well : 
Oh  he  has  given  example  for  our  flight, 
Moft  grofly  by  his  own. 

Eno.  Ay,  are  you  thereabouts  *  Why  then  goodnight  indeed. 

Can.  Toward  Peloponnefus  are  they  fled. 

Scar.  'Tis  eafie  tot. 
And  mere  I  will  attend  what  further  comes. 

Can.  To  Cdfar  will  I  render 
My  Legions  and  my  Horfe,  fix  Kings  already 
Shew  me  rhe  wav  of  yielding. 

Eno.  1*11  yet  follow 
The  wound  d  chance  of  /Intonj,  though  my  reafon 
Si:$  in  the  Wind  agamft  me. 

Enter 


1706  Antony  and  Cleopatra. 

Enter  Antony  with  Attendants, 
Ant.  Hark,  the  Land  bids  me  tread  no  more  upon'r, 
It  is  aftnm'd  to  bear  me.     Friends,  come  hither, 
I  am  fo  lated  in  the  World,  that  I 
Have  loft  my  way  for  ever.    I  have  a  Ship 
Laden  with  Gold,  take  that,  divide  it;  Hie, 
And  make  your  peace  with  Gefar. 
Omnes.  Fly!  Not  we. 

Ant.  I  have  fled  my  felf,  and  have  inftru&ed  Cowards 
To  run,  and  fliew  their  Shoulders.     Friends,  be  gone, 
I  have  my  felf  refolv'd  upon  a  courfe, 
Which  has  no  need  of  you.     Be  gone, 
My  Treafure's  in  the  Harbour.     Take  it— Oh, 
I  follow'dthat  I  blufh  to  look  upon, 
My  very  Hairs  do  mutiny :  for  the  white 
Reprove  the  brown  for  ralhnefs,  and  they  them 
For  fear,  and  doating.  Friends,  be  gone,  you  (hail 
Have  Letters  from  me  to  fome  Friends,  that  will 
,  Sweep  your  way  for  you.     Pray  you  Jook  not  fad : 
Nor* make  replies  of  lothnefs,  take  the  hint 
Which  my  defpair  proclaims.     Let  them  be  left 
Which  leave  themfelves»  to  the  Sea-fide  ftraight-way 
I  will  poffefs  you  of  that  Ship  and  Treafure. 

Leave  me,  I  pray,  a  little;  pray  you  now — 

Nay,  do  fo  :  for  indeed  I  have  loft  command, 

Therefore,  I  pray  you I'll  fee  you  by  and  by.  [Sits  down* 

Enter  Cleopatra,  led  by  Charmian  and  Eros. 
Eros.  Nay,  gentle  Madam,  to  him,  comfort  him. 
Iras.  Do,  moft  dear  Queen. 
Char.  Do,  why,  what  elfe  ? 
Cleo.  Let  me  fit  down;  Oh  Juno! 
Ant.  No,  no,  no,  no,  no. 
Eros.  See  you  here,  Sir  ? 
Ant.  Oh  fie,  fie,  fie. 
Char.  Madam. 

Iras.  Madam,  Oh  good  Emprefs. 
Eros.  Sir,  Sir. 

Ant.  Yes,  my  Lord,  yes ;  he  at  Philifpi  kept 
His  Sword  e'en  like  a  Dancer,  while  I  ftrook 
The  lean  and  wrinkled  Cajfitu^  and  'twas  I 
That  die  mad  Brutus  ended ;  he  alone 

Dealt 
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Dealt  on  Lieutenantry,  and  no  praftice  had 

In  the  brave  fquares  of  War;  yet  now no  matter 

Cleo.  Ah  ftand  by. 

Eros.  The  Queen,  my  Lord,  the  Queen-— — 

Iras.  Goto  him,  Madam,  fpeaktohim, 
He  is  unqualited  with  very  fhame. 

Cleo.  Well  then,  fuftain  me  :  Oh! 

Eros.  Moft  noble  Sir,arife,  the  Queen  approaches, 
Her  Head's  declin'd,  and  Death  will  feize  her,  but 
Your  comfort  makes  the  refcue. 

Ant.  I  have  offended  Reputation; 
A  moll:  unnoble  fwerving 

Eros.  Sir,  the  Queen. 

Ant.  O  whither  haft  thou  led  me,  fAEgypt  ?  fee 
How  I  convey  my  (hame,  out  of  thine  Eyes, 
By  looking  back,  on  what  I  have  left  behind 
Stroy'd  in  difhonour. 

Cleo.  Oh,  my  Lord,  my  Lord  ; 
Forgive  my  fearful  Sails,  I  little  thought 
You  would  have  followed. 

Ant.  <AEgypt9  thou  knew'ft  too  well, 
My  Heart  was  to  thy  Rudder  ty'd  by  trT  firings, 
And  thou  fhould'ft  towe  me  after.     O'er  mySpirit 
The  full  Supremacy  thou  knew'ft,  and  that 
Thy  beck,  might  from  the  bidding  of  the  Gods 
Command  me. 

Cleo.  Oh,  my  pardon. 

Ant.  Now  I  muft 
To  the  young  Man  fend  humble  treaties,  dodge 
And  palter  in  the  fliifts  of  lownefs,  who, 
With  half  the  bulk  o'th'  World  play'd  as  I  pleas'd, 
Making,  and  marring  Fortunes.     You  did  know 
How  much  you  were  my  Conquerour,  and  that 
My  Sword,  made  weak  by  myAffe&ion,  would 
Obey  it  on  all  caufe. 

Cleo.  Pardon,  pardon. 

Ant.  Fall  not  a  Tear,  I  fay,  one  of  them  rates 
All  that  is  won  and  loft  :  Give  me  a  Kifs, 
Even  this  repays. 

We  fent  our  Scnoolrnafter,  is  he  come  back? 
Love  I  am  full  of  Lead;  fome  Wine 

Within 
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Within  there,  and  our  Viands :  Fortune  knows, 

We  fcorn  her  mod,  when  moft  (he  offers  blows.    [Exeunt. 

SCENE     VII.      Caefar'j  Camp. 

Enter  Caefar,  Agrippa,  Dolabella,  Thidias,  with  others: 

Cafi  Let  him  appear  that's  come  from  Antony. 
Know  you  him? 

DoL  Gefar,  'tis  his  Schoolmafter, 
An  argument  that  he  is  pluckt,  when  hither 
He  fends  fo  poor  a  Pinnion  of  his  Wing, 
Which  had  fuperfluous  Kings  for  Meffengers, 
Not  many  Moons  gone  by. 

Enter  Ambajfador  from  Antony. 

C*f.  Approach,  and  fpeak. 

Amb.  Such  as  I  am,  I  come  from  Antony  : 
I  was  of  late  as  petty  to  his  ends, 
As  is  the  Morn-dew  on  the  Myrtle  Leaf 
To  his  grand  Sea? 

C*f.  Be't  fo,  declare  thine  Office. 

Amb,  Lord  of  his  Fortunes  he  falutes  thee,  and 
Requires  to  live  in  tAZgypt;  which  not  granted 
He  leflfens  his  Requefts,  and  to  thee  fues 
To  let  him  breath  between  the  Heav'ns  and  Earth 
A  private  Man  in  Athens:  this  for  him. 
Next,  Cleopatra  does  confefs  thy  greatnefs  : 
Submits  h^r  to  thy  might,  and  of  thee  craves 
The  Circle  of  the  Ptolomies  for  her  Heirs, 
Now  hazarded  to  thy  Grace. 

Caf.  For  Antony % 
I  have  no  Ears  to  his  Requeft.     The  Queen, 
Of  Audience,  norDefire  fhall  fail,  fo  lhe 
From  is£gypt  drive  her  all-difgraced  Friend, 
Or  take  his  Life  there.     This,  if  fh§  perform, 
She  (hall  not  fue  unheard.     So  to  them  both. 

Amb,  Fortune  pin  fue  thee. 

Caf.  Bring  him  through  the  Bands :      [Exit  Ambajfador. 
To  try  thy  Eloquence,  now  'tis  time,  difpatch, 
From  Antony  Kin  Cleopatra,  promife  [To  Thidias, 

And  in  oar  Name,  when  (he  requires,  add  more 
From  thine  invention,  offers.    Women  are  not 

In 
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In  their  beft  Fortunes  ftrong;  but  want  will  perjure 
The  ne'er  touch'd  Veftal.     Try  thy  cunning,  Thidias, 
Make  thine  own  Edid  for  thy  pains,  which  we 
Will  anfwer  as  a  Law. 

Thid.  Cafary  I  go. 

Gef.  Obferve  how  Antony  becomes  his  flaw, 
And  what  thou  thinkeft  his  very  A&ion  fpeaks 
In  every  power  that  moves. 

Thid.  Cafar,  I  (hall.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE     VIII.      Alexandria. 

Enter  Cleopatra,  Enobarbus,  Charmian,  and  Iras. 
Geo.  What  (hall  we  do,  Enobarbus  ? 
Eno.  Think,  and  dye. 
Geo.  Is  Antony,  or  we  in  fault  for  this  ? 
Eno.  Antony  only,  that  would  make  his  will 
Lord  of  his  Reafon.     What  though  you  fled, 
From  that  great  face  of  War,  whofe  feveral  ranges 
Frighted  each  other  ?  Why  ftiould  he  follow  % 
The  itch  of  his  Affe&ion  fliould  not  then 
Have  nickt  his  Captainihip,  at  fuch  a  poinr, 
When  half  to  half  the  World  oppos'd,  he  being 
The  meer  queftion.     *Tis  a  ffcame  no  lefs 
Than  was  his  lofs,  to  courfe  your  flying  Flags, 
And  leave  his  Navy  gazing. 
Geo.  Prithee  peace. 

Enter  Antony,  with  the  Ambajfador. 
Ant.  Is  this  his  Anfwer? 
Amb.  Ay,  my  Lord. 
Ant.  The  Queen  fhall  then  have  courtefie, 
So  ftie  will  yield  us  up. 
Amb.  He  fays  fo. 
Ant.  Let  her  know't. 
To  the  Boy  Gefar  fend  this  grizlcd  Head, 
And  he  will  fill  thy  wifhestothebrim, 
With  Principalities. 

Geo*  That  Head,  my  Lord? 
Ant.  To  him  again,  tell  him  he  wears  the  Rofe 
Of  youth  upon  him;  fitqnj  which,  the  World  ihould  note 
Something  particular;  his  Coy n,  Ships,  Legions, 

May 
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May  be  a  Coward's,  whofe  Minifters  would  prevail 

Under  the  fervice  of  a  Child,  as  foon 

As  i'th*  Command  of  Gefar.     I  dare  him  therefore 

To  lay  his  gay  comparifons  apart, 

And  anfwer  me  declin'd,  Sword  againft  Sword, 

Ourfelves  alone;  I'll  write  it,  follow  me,      [Exit  Antony. 

Eno.  Yes,  like  enough  :  hye-battel'd  Gefar  will 
Unftate  his  happinefs,  and  be  Stag'd  to  th'  ihew 
Againft  a  Sworder.     I  fee  Mens  judgments  are 
A  parcel  of  their  Fortunes,  and  things  outward 
Do  draw  the  inward  quality  after  them 
To  fuffer  all  alike*     That  he  fhould  dream, 
Knowing  all  meafure?,  the  full  Cajkr  will 
Anfwer  his  emptinefs;  Gefar  thou  haft  fuboVd 
His  judgment  too. 

Enter  a  Servant, 

Ser.  A  MefTenger  from  Ctfar. 

Geo.  What  no  more  Ceremony  *  See  my  Women, 
Againft  the  blown  Rofe  may  they  flop  their  Nofe, 
That  kneel'd  unto  the  Buds.     Admit  him,  Sir. 

Eno.  Mine  honefty,  and  I,  begin  to  fquare ; 
The  Loyalty  well  held  to  Fools,  does  make 
Our  Faith  meer  Folly:  yet  he  that  can  endure 
To  follow  with  Allegiance  a  fali'n  Lord, 
Do's  conquer  him  that  did  his  Mafter  conquer, 
And  earns  a  place  i'th'  Story, 

Enter  Thidias. 

Geo.  Gefar's  Will. 

Thid.  Hear  it  apart. 

Geo.  None  but  Friends;  fay  boldly. 

Thid.  So  haply  are  they  Friends  to  Antony. 

Eno.  He  needs  as  many,  Sir,  as  Gefar  has  ; 
Or  needs  not  us.     If  Cafar  pleafe*  bur  Mafter 
Will  leap  to  be  his  Friend :  For  as  you  know, 
Whofe  he  is,  we  are,  and  that  is  Cafar's. 

Thid.  So.    Thus  then  thou  ir.oft  renown'd,  Gefar  imreats 
Not  to  confider  in  what  cafe  thou  ftand'ft 
Further  than  he  is  Gefar. 

Geo.  Go  on,  right  Royal. 

Tkid.  He  knows  that  you  embrace  not  Antony 
As  you  did  love,  but  as  you  feared  him. 
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Clto.  Oh!  [Afid* 

Thid.  The  fctrs  upon  your  Honour,  therefore  he 
Do's  pity,  as  conftrained  blemifhes, 
Not  as  deferved. 

Cleo.  He  is  a  god,  and  knows  what  is  moll  right. 
Mine  Honour  was  not  yielded,  but  conquer'd  meerly. 

Eno.  To  be  fure  of  that,  I  will  ask  Antony. 
Sir,.  Sir,  thou  art  fo  leaky 
That  we  muft  leave  thee  to  thy  finking,  for 
Thy  deareft  quit  the*.  [_E.xit  Eno. 

Thid.  Shall  I  fay  to  Gtfar, 
What  you  require  of  him:  for  he  partly  begs 
To  be  defir'd  to  give*     It  much  would  pleafehim, 
That  of  his  Fortunes  you  mould  make  a  Staff 
To  lean  upon.     But  it  would  warm  his  Spirits, 
To  hear  from  me  you  had  left  Antony, 
And  put  your  klf  under  his  Shrowd,  the  univcrfal  Landlord. 

Cleo.  What's  your  Name? 

Thid.  My  Name  is  Thidiv. 

Cleo.  Moft  kind  Meffenger; 
Say  to  greit  C*far  this  in  difpuration, 
I  kifs  his  conqu'ring  Hand  :  Tell  him,  I  am  prompt 
To  lay  my  Crown  at's  Feet,  and  there  to  kneel. 
Tell  him  that  from  his  all-obeying  breath, 
I  hear  the  doom  of  zALgypt. 

Thid.  'Tis  your  nobleft  courfe  : 
Wifdom  and  Fortune  combating  together, 
If  that  the  former  dare  but  what  it  can, 
No  chance  may  make  it.     Give  me  grace  to  lay 
My  duty  on  your  Hand. 

Cleo.  Your  Cajkr's  Father  oft, 
When  he  hath  mus'd  of  taking  Kingdoms  in, 
Beftow'd  his  Lips  on  that  unworthy  place, 
As  it  rain'd  Kifles. 

Enter  Antony,   and  Enobarbus. 

Ant.  Favours !  by  Jove  that  thunders, 

[Seeing  Thidias  kifs  her  Hand, 
What  art  thou  Fellow? 

Thid.  One  that  but  performs 
The  bidding  of  the  fulled  Man,  and  worthieft 
To  have  command  obey'd. 

Ino.  You  will  be  whipp'd.  Ant, 
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Ant.  Approach  there — ah  you  Kite !  Now  gods  itid  devils  I 
Authority  melts  from  me  of  late.    When  I  cry'd  hoa ! 
Like  Boys  unto  a  mufs,  Kings  would  ftart  forth, 
And  cry  your  will.     Have  you  no  Ears  ? 
I  am  Antony  yet.    Take  hence  this  Jack  and  whip  him. 

Enter  a  Servant* 

En$.  *Tis  better  playing  with  a  Lion's  Whelp, 
Than  with  an  old  one  dying. 

Ant.  Moon  and  Stars ! 
Whip  him  :  were  twenty  of  the  greateft  tributaries 
That  do  acknowledge  Ca/ar,  mould  I  find  them 
So  fawcy  with  the  hand  of  (he  here,  what's  her  Name 

Since  (he  was  Cleopatra Whip  him,  Fellows— 

'Till  like  a  Boy  you  fee  him  crindge  his  Face, 
And  whine  aloud  for  mercy.     Take  him  hence. 

Thid.  Aiark^  Antony — <— 

Ant.  Tug  him  away;  being  whipt, 
Bring  him  again,  the  Jack  of  C*far\  (hall 
Bear  us  an  Errand  to  him.  \Exeunt  with  ThidiaSo 

You  were  half  blafted  e'er  I  knew  you  :  Ha ! 
Have  I  my  Pillow  left  unpreft  in  Rome, 
Forborn  the  getting  of  a  lawful  Race, 
And  by  a  Jem  of  Women,  to  be  abus'd 
By  one  that  looks  on  Feeders? 

Cleo.  Good,  my  Lord- 

Ant.  You  have  been  a  Boggier  ever* 
But  when  we  in  our  vicioufnefs  grew  hard, 
Oh  mifery  on't,  the  wife  gods  feal  our  Eyes 
In  our  own  filth,  drop  our  clear  judgments,  make  us 
Adore  our  errors,  laugh  at's  while  wc  flrut 
To  our  confufion. 

Geo.  Oh,  is't  come  to  this? 

Ant.  I  found  you  as  a  Morfel,  cold  upon 
Dead  Ctfar's  Trencher:  Nay,  you  were  a  Fragment 
Of  Cmim  Pompeysy  befides  what  hotter  hours 
Unregiftred  in  vulgar  Fame,  you  have 
Luxurioufiy  pickc  our.     For  I  am  fure, 
Though  you  can  guefs  what  Temperance  mould  be, 
You  know  not  what  it  is. 

Cleo.  Wherefore  is  this? 

Ant.  To  let  a  Fellow  that  will  take  rewards, 

And 
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And  fay,  God  quit  you,  be  familiar  with 
My  VI  ;y«fellow,   vour  hand ;  this  Kingly  Seal, 

And  plighter  of  hi^h  Hearts! O   rat  I  were 

Upon  the  Hill  of  Bafan,  ro  out-roar 

The  horned  Herd,  for  I  have  Savage  caufe, 

And  to  proclaim  it  civilly,  were  Jiks 

A  halter'd  Neck,  which  do's  the  Hangman  thank, 

For  being  yare  about  him.     Is  he  whip'd? 

Enter  a  Servant  with  Thidias.  % 

Ser.  Soundly,  my  Lord. 

A>n.  Cry'd  he?  and  btgg'd  a  pardon? 

Ser.  He  did  a>k  favour 

Ant.  If  that  thy  Father  live,  let  him  repent 
Thou  waft  not  made  his  Daughter ;  and  be  thou  forry 
To  follow  Cafar  in  his  triumph,  flnce 
Tiiou  hafl  been  whipp'd,  for  following  him.    Henceforth 
The  white  Hand  of  a  Lady  Fever  thee, 
Shake  to  look  on't.     Go  get  thee  back  to  Cafar  9 
Td\  him  thy  entertainment  :  look  thou  fay 
He  makes  me  angry  with  him.     For  he  feems 
P     ud  and  difdainful,  harping  on  what  I  am, 
Not  what  he  knew  I  was.     He  makes  me  angry, 
And  at  this  time  moft  eafie  'tis  to  do't  : 
When  my  good  Stars,  that  were  my  former  guides 
Have  empty  left  their  Orbs,  and  (hot  their  Fires, 
Into  the  Abifm  of  Hell,     Ifjhemiflike  ^ 

My  Speech,  and  what  is  done,  tell  him  he  has 
Hiparchfes,  my  enfranched  Bondman,  whom 
He  may  at  pleafure  whip,  or  hang,  or  torture, 
As  he  (hall  like  to  quit  me.     Urge  it  thou  : 
Hence  with  thy  ftripes,  be  gone  \_Exlt  Thid. 

Geo.  Hive  you  done  yet? 

Ant.  Alack,  oar  Terrene  Mion  is  nowEclips'd, 
And  it  portends  alone  the  fall  of  Antony. 

Geo.  I  muft  ftay  his  time. 

Ant.  To  flitter  Cafar,  would  you  mingle  Eyes 
With  one  that  ties  his  points  ? 

Cleo.  Not  know  me  yet  ? 

Ant.  Cold-hearted  toward  me  ? 

Cleo.  Ah,  Dear,  if  I  be  fo, 
From  my  cold  Heart,  let  Heav'n  ineender  Hail, 

Vol.     VL  "e  And 


2714  Antony  and  Cleopatra. 

And  Poifon  it  in  the  fource,  and  the  firft  Stone 
Drop  in  my  Neck;  as  it  determines,  fo 
Diffolve  my  Life;  the  next  Cefario  fmite, 
'Till  by  degrees  the  memory  of  my  Womb, 
Together  with  my  brave  Egyptians  all, 
By  the  difcatterirjg  of  this  peiiettcd  ftorm, 
Lie  Qravelefs,  'till  the  Flies  and  Gnats  of  Nile 
Have  buried  them  for  prey. 

Ant.  I  am  fati  fried  : 
Ctfar  fets  down  in  Alexandria,  where 
I  will  oppofe  his  Fate.     Our  Force  by  Land, 
Hath  nobly  held,  and  fever'd  Navy  too 
Have  knit  again,  and  Floaf,  threatning  mod  Sea-like. 
Where  hid  thou  been  my  Heart  ?  Doft  thou  hear,  Lady  \ 
If  from  the  Field  I  fhail  return  once  mere 
To  kifs  thefe  Lips,  I  will  appear  in  Blood, 
I,  and  my  Sword,  will  earn  my  Chronicle, 
There's  hope  in't  yet. 

Cleo.  That's- my  brave  Lord. 

Ant.  I  will  be  treble-finewed,  hearted,  breath'd, 
And  fight  malicicufly :  for  when  mine  hours 
Were  nice  and  lucky,  Men  did  ranfome  Lives 
0«  me  for  Jefts;  but  now,  I'll  fet  my  Teeth, 
And  fend  to  darknefs  all  that  flop  me.     Come,  . 
Let's  have  one  other  gawdy  Night  :  Call  to  me 
All  my  fad  Captains,  fill  our  Bowls,  once  more 
Let's  mock  the  Midnight  Bell. 

Cleo.  It  is  my  Birth-day, 
I  had  thought  t'have  held  it  poor.     But  fince  my  Lord 
Is' Antony  again,  I  will  be  Cleopatra. 

Ant.  We  will  yet  do  well. 

Cleo.  Call  all  his  noble  Captains  to  my  Lord. 

Ant.  Do  fo,  we'll  fpeak  to  them,  and  to  Night  I'll  force 
The  Wine  peep  through  their  Scars.     Come  on,  my  Queen 
There's  fap  in't  yet.     The  next  time  I  do  fight 
I'll  make  Death  love  me  :  for  I  will  contend 
Even  with  his  Peftilent  Scythe.  [Exeunt. 

Eno.  Now  he'll  out-flare  the  Lightning,  to  be  furious 
Is  to  be  frighted  out  of  fear,  and  in  that  mood 
The  Dove  will  peck  the  Eftridge;  and  I  fee  ftill 
A  diminution  io  our  Captain's  Brain, 

Reftores 
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Reftores  his  Heart;  when  Valour  preys  on  Reafon, 

Ic  eats  the  Sword  it  rights  with  :  I  will  feek 

Some  way  to  leave  him,  [Exitl 

ACT    IV.     SCENE     I. 
SCENE     GcfarV  Camp. 

Enter  Caefar,  Agrippa,  and  Mecaenss  wuh  his  Army^ 
Caelar  reading  a  Letter* 
Caf.  T_  T  E  calls  me  Boy,  and  chides  as  he  had  power 
JfjL  To  beat  me  out  of  is£gypt.     My  Mdlbngcr 
He  hath  whipt  with  Rods,  dares  me  to  Perfonal  Combat* 
Gejar  to  Antony,     Let  the  old  Ruffian  know, 
I  have  many  other  ways  to  die:  mean  time 
Laugh  at  this  Challenge. 

Mec.  Gtfar  mufl  think, 
When  one  (o  great  begins  to  rage,  he's  hunted 
Even  to  fallings     Give  him  no  breath,  but  now 
Make  boot  of  his  diftra&ion :  Never  anger 
Made  good  guard  for  it  felf. 

Caf.  Let  our  bed:  Heads  know, 
That  to  morrow,  the  laft  of  many  Battels 
We  mean  to  fipht.     Within  our  Files  there  are* 
Of  thofe  that  ferv'd  Mark^  Antony  but  late, 
Enough  to  fetch  him  in.     See  it  done, 
And  feaft  the  Army,  we  have  ftore  to  do'r, 
And  they  have  earn'd  the  wade.     Poor  Anton]  t      [Exeunt* 

SCENE      II.      Alexandria. 

Enter  Antony  and  Cleopatra,   Enobarbus,  Chairman,   Iras* 

Alexas,  with  others. 

Ant.  He  will  not  fight  with  me,  Domitius. 

Eno.  No"? 

Ant.  Why  fhould  he  not  \ 

Eno.  He  thinks,  being  twenty  times  of  better  Fortune^ 
He  is  twenty  Men  to  one. 

Ant.  To  morrow,  Soldier* 
By  Sea  and  Land  I'll  fight :    or  I  will  live* 
Or  bathe  my  dying  Honour  in  the  Blood, 
ShaM  make  it  live  again*     Woo't  thou  fi£bc  well.* 

B  a  Mno* 
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.  HI  ftrike,  and  cry,  take  all. 
int.  Well  faid,  come  on  : 
Call  forth  my  Houfliold  Servants,  let's  to  Night; 

Enter  Servants. 
Be  bounteous  at  our  Meal.     Give  me  thy  hand, 
Thou  haft  been  rightly  honeft,  To  haft  thou, 
And  thou,  and  thou,  and  thou  :  you  have  ferv'd  me  well, 
And  Kin^s  have  been  your  Fellows. 
Cko.  What  means  this? 

Eno.  'Tis  one  of  thofe  odd  tricks  which  forrow    (hoots 
Out  of  the  Mind. 

Ant.  And  thou  art  honeft  too  : 
I  with  I  could  be  made  fo  many  Men, 
And  all  of  you  clapt  up  together,  in 
An  Antony  :  that  I  might  do  you  fervice, 
So  good  as  you  have  done. 
Omnes.  "The  gods  forbid  ! 

Ant.  Well,  my  good  Fellows,  wait  on  me  to  Night; 
Scant  not  my  Cups,  and  make  as  much  of  me 
As  when  mine  Empire  was  your  Fellow  too, 
And  fufferedmy  command. 
Geo.  What  does  he  mean  ? 
Eno.  To  make  his  followers  weep. 
Ant.  Tend  me  to  Night; 
May  be  it  is  the  period  of  your  duty, 
H;p!y  you  fhall  not  fee  me  more,  or  if, 
A  mangled  fliadow.     Perchance  to  morrow, 
You'll  ferve  another  Mafter.     I  look  on  you, 
As  one  that  takes  his  leave.     Mine  honeft  Friends, 
I  turn  you  not  away,  but  like  a  Mafter 
Married  to  your  good  Servive,  ftay  till  Death  : 
Tend  me  to  Night  two  Hours,  I  ask  no  more, 
And  the  gods  yield  you  for't. 
Eno.  What  mean  you,  Sir, 
To  give  them  this  difcomfort?  Look,  you  weep, 
And  f,  an  Afs,  amOnion-ey'd;  foriliame, 
Transform  us  not  to  Women. 

Ant.  Ho,  ho,  ho  : 
Now  rhe  Witch  take  me,  if  I  meant  it  thus. 
Grace  grow  where  thofe  drops  fall,  my  hearty  Friends," 
You  take  me  in  too  dolorous  a  fenfej 

For 
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For  I  fpake  to  you  for  your  comfort,  diddefireyou 
To  bum  this  Night  with  Torches :  know,  my  Hearts, 
I  hope  well  of  to  morrow,  and  will  lead  you, 
Where  rather  I'll  expect  victorious  Life, 
Than  Death,  and  Honour.     Let's  to  Supper,  come, 
And  drown  confideration.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  a  Company  of  Soldier*. 

1  Sold.  Brother,  good  Night  :  to  morrow  is  the  day. 

2  Sold.  It  will  determine  one  way  :  Fare  you  well. 
Heard  you  of  nothing  ftrange  about  the  Streets. 

1  Sold.  Nothing  :  what  News  ? 

z  Sold.  Belike  'tis  but  a  Rumour,  good  Night  to  you. 

1  Sold.  Wei!,  Sir,  good  Nighr. 

[They  meet  with  other  Soldiers. 

1  Sold.  Soldiers,  have  careful  Watch. 

1  Sold.  And  you  :  Good  Night,  good  Night. 

[They  place  themfelves  in  every  corner  of  the  Stage. 

z  Sold.  Here  we;  and  if  to  morrow 
Our  Navy  thrive,  I  i  ave  an  abfolute  hope 
Our  Landmen  will  ftand  up. 

i  Sold.  Tis  a  brave  Army,  and  full  of  purpofe. 

[Alufick  of  the  Hoboyes  is  under  the  Si  age. 

1  Sold.  Peace,  what  noife  ? 

1  Sold.  Lift,  lift! 

z  Sold.  Hark! 

1   Sold.  Mufick  i'th'  Air. 

3  Sold.  Under  the  Earth. 
It  fings  well,  do's  it  not? 

i  Sold.  No, 

1  Sold.  Peace  I  fay:  what  fliould  this  mean? 

z  Sold.  'Tis  the  god  Hercules,  who  loved  Antony ^ 
Now  leaves  him. 

1  Sold,  Walk,  let'*  fee  if  other  Watchm 
Do  hear  what  we  do? 

z  Sold.  How  now,  Matters?  'fea^togt 

Omnes.  How  now?  how  now?  do  you  hear  tins? 

t  Sold.  Is't  not  ftrange  ? 

3  Sold.  Do  you  hear,  Matters?  De  you  hear? 

1  Sold.  Follow  the  noife  fo  far  as  we  have  quarter. 
Let's  fee  how  it  will  give  off. 

Omnes.  Content:  'tis  ftrange,  [Exeunt, 

£   3  Enter 
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Enter    Antony  and  Cleopatra,  with  others* 
Ant.  EroSy  mine  Armor,  Eros. 
Cleo.  Sleep  a  link. 

Ant.  No,  my  Chuck  :  Eros,  come,  mine  Armour,  Ero^ 

Enter  Eros. 
Come,  my  good  Fellow,  pat  thine  Iron  on, 
If  Fortune  be  not  ours  to  day,  it  is 
Becaufe  we  brave  her.     Come. 

Geo.  Nay,  I'll  help  too,  Antony. 
What's  this  for!  Ah,  let  be,  let  be,  thou  art 
The  Armorer  of  my  Heart;  Falfe,  falfe;  This* this, 
Sooth-hw  [11  help:  1  hus  it  muft  be. 

Ant.  Weil,  well,  we  (hall  thrive  now. 
Seeft  thou,  mv  good  Fellow.   Go  put  on  thy  defences. 
Eno.   Bri  fly,  Sir. 
Cleo,   Is  not  this  buckled  well! 
iufcf,  Rarely,  rarely : 
He  that  unbuckles  this,  'till  we  do  pleafe 
To  doPt  for  our  repofe,  (hall  tuar  a  Storm. 
Tlrm  fumbled  Eros,  and  my  Queen's  a  Squire 
More  tight  at  this;   Difpatch.     O  Love, 
That  thou  couldft  fee  my  Wars  today,  and  knew'fl 
The  Royal  Occupation,  thou  fhuuldft  fee  . 
A  Workman  in't.     . 

Enter  an  Armed  Soldier. 
Good  morrow  to  thee,  welcome, 
Thou  Lok'ft  like  him  that  knows  a  warlike  charge  : 
To  hufinefs  that  we  love,  we  rife  betime, 
And  go  to't  with  delight. 
Sold.   A  thoufand,  Sir, 
Early  though't  be,  hive  on  their  Rivetted  trim, 
And  at  the  Port  expect  you.         [Shout.     Trumpets  flour i ft. 
Enter  Captains  and  Soldiers. 
Cap.  The  M~rn  is  fair;  good  morrow  General. 
All.  Gx)d  morrow,  General. 
Ant.  'Tis  well  blown,  Lad. 
This  morning  like  the  Spirit  of  a  youth 
That  means  ro  be  of  note,  begins  betimes. 
S  >,  fo ;  Come  give  me  that,  what  e'er  becomes  of  me* 
Farethte  wel*,  Dame,  what  e'er  becomes  of  me, 
This  is  a  Soldier's  kifs ;  rebukeable, 

And 
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And  worthy  fhameful  check  it  were,  to  ftand 

On  more  Mechanick  Compliment,  I'll  leave  thee,' 

Now,  like  a  Man  of  Steel,     You  that  will  fighr, 

Follow  me  clofe*  I'll  bring  you  to't:   Adieu.  [Exeunt* 

Char,  Pleafe  you  retire  to  your  Chamber? 

Geo.  Lead  me  : 
He  goes  forth  gallantly  :  that  he  and  Gejhr  might 
Determine  this  great  War  in  finele  fight; 

Then  Antony but  now Well  on.  [Exeunt* 

Trumpets  found,     Enter  Antony,  and  ILros. 

Eros,  The  gods  make  this  a  happy  day  to  Antony. 

Ant.  Would  thou,  and  thofe  thy  Scars  had  onceprevail'd, 
To  make  me  fi^ht  at  Land. 

Eros.  Hao'ir.  thou  done  (o, 
The  Kings  that  have  revolted,  and  the  Soldier 
That  his  this  morning  left  thee,  would  have  ftill 
Followed    hy  heels. 

Aut,  Who's  gone  this  morning? 

Eros.  Who?  one  ever  near  thee,  call  for  Enobarbus. 
He  mall  not  hear  thee,  or  from  Cafar's  Camp, 
Say  I  am  none  of  thine. 

Ant.  What  fay 'ft  thou? 

Sold.  Sir,  he  is  with  Ctfar. 

Eros.  Sir,  his  Chefts  and  Treafure  he  has  not  with  hirrw 

Ant.  Is  he  gone? 

Sold.  Moil  certain. 

Ant.  Go,  Eros,  fend  his  Treafure  after,  do  it, 
Detain  no  jot,  I  charge  thee  :  write  to  him, 
I  will  fubferibe,  gentle  adieus,  ard  greetings  : 
Say,  that  I  wifh  he  never  find  more  caufe 
To  change  a  Mailer.     Oh  my  Fortunes  have 
Corrupted  honeft  Men.     Difpatch,  Eros.  [Exit* 

* 

SCENE     III.     Cx&ts  Camp. 

Enter  Caefar,  Agrippa,  with  Enobarbus,  and  Dolabeila. 

Caf.  Go  forth,  Agrippa,  and  begin  the  fight : 
Our  will  is  Antony  be  took  alive; 
Make  it  fo  known. 

Ap%  Cafar,  I  ill  all. 
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Qefl  The  time  of  univerfal  peace  is  near; 
Prove  this  a  profp'rous  day,  the  three-nook'd  World 
Shall  bear  the  Olive  freely. 

Enter  a  Mejfenger* 

Mcf.  Antony  is  come  into  the  Field. 

Cafl  Go  charge  Agripfa, 
Plant  thofe  that  have  revolted  in  the  Van, 
That  Antony  may  feemtofpend  his  Fury 
Upon  himfcif.  [Exeunt. 

Eno.  Alexas  did  revolt,  and  went  to  Jewry  on 
Affairs  of  Antony  \  there  did  perfwade 
Great  Herod  to  incline  himfelf  to  Cafar, 
And  leave  his  Mafter  Antony.    For  this  pains 
CafarYitxh.  hang'dhim:  Camdius  and  the  reft 
That  fell  away,  have  entertainment,  but 
No  honourable  truft :  I  have  done  ill, 
Of  which  I  do  accufe  my  felf  fo  forely, 
That  I  will  joy  no  more. 

Enter  a  Soldier  ofCxhr's. 

Sold.  Enobarbxs,  Antony 
Hath  after  thee  fent  all  thy  Treafure,  with 
His  bounty  over-plus.     The  Mcffenger 
Came  on  my  Guard,  and  at  thy  Tent  is  now 
Unloading  of  his  Mules. 

Eno.  I  give  it  you. 

Sold*  Mock  not,  Enobarlms, 
I  tell  you  true  :  Bed  you  faiVt  the  bringer 
Out  of  the  Hoaft,  I  muff  a:terd  mine  Office, 
Or  would  have  done't  my  klf.     Your  Emperor 
Continues  ftill  zjove.  [Exit. 

Eno.   I  am  alone  the  Villain  of  the  Earth, 
And  feel  I  am  fo  moft.     Oh  Antony, 
Thou  Mine  of  Bounty,  how  wouldft  thou  have  paid 
My  better  Service,  when  my  Turpitude 
Thou  doft  fo  Crown  with  Gold.     This  bows  my  Heart; 
If  fwifc  Thought  break  it  hot,  a  fwifted  mean 
Shall  out-ftrike  Thought;  but  Thought  will  do't,  I  feel. 

I  fight  againft  thee ! No,  I  will  go  feek 

Some  Ditch,  where  I  may  die;  the  fouPft  beft  fits 

My  latter  part  of  Life.  [Exit. 

SCENE 
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SCENE    IV.      Before  the   Walls  of 

Alexandria. 

Alarum.     Brums  and  Trumpets.     Enter  Agrippa. 

Agr.  Retire,  we  have  engsg'd  our  felves  too  far: 
Cafar  himfelf  has  work,  and  our  oppreflion 
Exceeds  what  we  expe&ed.  [_Exit. 

Alarums.     Enter  Antony,  and  Scarus  wounded. 

Scar.  O  my  brave  Emperor,  this  is  fought  indeed, 
Had  we  done  fo  at  firfr,  we  had  droven  them  home 
With  Clouts  about  their  Head.  [Far  off. 

Ant.  Thou  bleed'ft  apace. 

Scar.  I  had  a  wound  here  that  was  like  a  T, 
But  now  'tis  made  an  H. 

Ant.  They  do  retire. 

Scar.  We'll  beat  'em  into  Bench-holes,  I  have  yet 
Room  for  fix  fcotches  more. 

Enter  Eros. 

Eros.  They  are  beaten,  Sir,  and  our  advantage  ferves 
For  a  fair  Victory. 

Scar.  Let  us  fcore  their  Backs, 
And  fnatch  'em  up,  as  we  take  Hares  behind, 
'Tis  fport  to  maul  a  Runner, 

Ant.  I  will  reward  thee 
Once  for  thy  fprightly  comfort,  and  ter-fold 
For  thy  good  Valour.     Come  thee  on. 

Scar.  I'll  halt  after.  {Exeunt. 

AUrum.     Enter  Antony  again  in  a  marchy  Scarus,  with 

others. 

Ant.  We  have  beat  him  to  his  Camp;  run  one  before 
And  let  the  Queen  know  of  our  Guefts;  to-morrow 
Before  the  Sun  mall  kes>  we'll  fpill  the  Blood 
That  has  to  day  efcap'd.     I  thank  you  all, 
For  doughty  handed  are  you,  and  have  fc  ight 
Not  as  you  ferv'd  the  Caufe,  but  as't  A>ad  occn 
Each  Man's  like  mine;  you  have  (hewn  all  Hectors. 
Enter  the  City,  clip  your  Wives,  your  Friends, 
Tell  them  your  Feats,  whilft  they  with  joyful  Tears 
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Wafh  the  congealment  from  your  Wounds,  ard  kifs 

The  honoured  games  whole.  Give  me  thy  Hand. [7b  Scarus. 

Enter  Cleopatra. 
To  this  great  Faiery,  I'll  commend  thy  a&s, 
Make  her  thanks  blefs  thee.     O  thou  day  o'th'  World, 
Chain  mine  arm'd  N.ck,  leap  thou,  Attire  and  all 
Through  proof  of  Harnefs  to  my  Heart,  and  there 
Ride  on  the  pants  triumphing. 

Cleo.  Lord  of  Lords, 
Oh  infinite  Virtue,  com'fl:  thou  fmiling  from 
The  World's  great  Snare  uncaught. 

Ant.  My  Nightingale, 
We  have  beat  them  to  their  Beds.  What,  Girl,  though  gray 
Do  fomething  mingle  with  our  younger  brown,  ytt  hVwe 
A  brain  that  nourifhes  our  Nerves,  and  can 
Get  gole  for  gole  of  Youth.     Behold  this  Man, 
Commend  unto  his  Lips  thy  favouring  Hand, 
Kifs  it  my  Warrior:  He  hath  fought  to  day, 

As  if  a  God  in  hste  of  Mankind,  had 

J)eftr  yed  in  fuch  a  fhape. 
Cleo.  I'll  give  thee,  Friend, 

An  Armour  all  of  Gold;  ic  was  a  King's. 
Ant.  He  has  deferv*d  it,  were  it  Carbunkled 

Like  holy  Phcebtts  Car.   Give  me  thy  Hand, 

Through  Alexandria  make  a  jolly  march, 

Bear  our  hackt  Targets,  like  the  Men  that  owe  them, 

Had  our  great  Palace  the  capacity 

To  Csmp  this  hoaiT,  we  all  would  fup  together, 

And  drink  Carowfes  to  the  next  Day's  Fate 

Which  promifes  Royal  Peri'.     Trumpeters 

With  ferszen  din  blaft.  you  the  Cities  Ear. 

M^ke  mingle  with  our  ratling  Tabourires, 

That  Heav'n  and  Earth  may  flrike  their  founds  together, 

Applauding  our  Approach.  [Exeunt* 

SCENE    V.      Cxfa's  Camp. 

Enter  a  Century  and  his  Company,  Enobarbus  follows. 

Cent.  If  we  be  not  reliev'd  within  this  hour, 
We  mud  return  to  th'  Court  of  Guard;  the  Night 
Js  fhiny,  and  they  fay,  we  (nail  emhattel 
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By  th'  fecond  Hour  i'tlf  Mom. 

1  Watch.  This  laft  day  was  a  fhrewd  one  tosa 
Eno.  Oh  bear  me  wirnefs  Night. 

2  Watch.  What  Man  is  this  ? 

1  Watch.  Stand  clofc,  and  lift  him. 

Eno.  Be  witnefs  to  me,  O  thou  bleffed  Moon, 
When  Men  revolted  (hall  upon  Record 
Bear  hateful  memory ;  poor  Enobarbus  did 
Before  thy  Face  repent. 

Cent.  Eno  bar  bus  ? 

3  Watch.  Peace ;  hark  further. 

Eno.  Oh  Sovereign  Miftrefs  of  true  Melancholy, 
The  poifonous  damp  of  Night  difpunge  upon  me, 
That  Life,  a  very  Rebel  to  my  Will, 
May  hang  no  longer  on  me.     Throw  my  Heart 
Againfr.  the  flint  and  hardnefs  of  my  Fault, 
Which  being  dried  with  Grief,  will  break  to  Powder, 
And  finifh  ail  foul  Thoughts.     Oh  Antony 
Nobler  than  my  revolt  is  infamous, 
Forgive  me  in  thine  own  particular, 
But  let  the  World  rank  me  in  Regifter 
A  Matter-leaver,  and  a  Fugitive: 
Oh  Anton]  /Oh  Antony  !  [Dies. 

1  Watch.  Let's  (peak  to  him. 

Cent.  Let's  hear  h  m,  for  the  things  he  fpeaks 
May  concern  Ctfar. 

2  Watch.  Let's  do  fo,  but  he  fleeps. 

Cent.  Swoons  rather,  for  fo  bad  a  Prayer  as  his 
Was  never  yet  for  fleep. 

1  Watch.  Go  we  to  him. 

2  Watch.  Awake,  Sir,  awake,  fpeak  to  us. 

1  Watch.  Hear  you,  Sir? 

Cent.  The  Hand  of  death  hath  caught  him. 

[Drums  afar  off. 
Hark  how  the  Drums  demurely  wake  the  Sleepers: 
Let  us  bear  him  to  th*  Court  of  Guard ;  he  is  of  note. 
Our  Hour  is  fully  out. 

2  Watch,  Come  on  then,  he  may  recover  yet.    {Exeunt. 
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SCENE    VI.      Between  the  two  Camps. 

Enter  Antony,  and  Scar  us,  with  their  Army. 

Jlnt.  Their  preparation  is  to  day  by  Sea, 
We  pleafe  them  not  by  Land. 

Scar.  For  both,  my  Lord. 

Ant.  I  would  they'd  fight  i'th'Fire,  or  in  the  Air, 
We'd  fight  there  too.     But  this  it  is,  our  Foot 
Upon  the  Hills  adjoining  to  the  City 
Shall  (hy  with  us.     Order  for  Sea  is  given, 
They  have  put  forth  the  Haven :  Further  on, 
Where  their  appointment  we  may  beft  difcover, 
And  look  on  their  endeavour.  [Exemt. 

Enter  Caefir,  and  his  Army. 

Caf.  But  being  charg'd,  we  will  be  frill  by  Land, 
Which  as  I  take't  we  (hall;  for  his  bed  force 
Is  forth  to  Man  his  Gallies.     To  the  Vales, 
And  hold  our  beft  Advantage.  [Exeunt. 

[Alarum  afar  off,  as  at  a  Sea-fight. 
Enter  Antony,  and  Scarus. 

Ant.  Yet  they  are  not  join'd : 
Where  yond  Pine  ftands,   I  mall  difcover  all. 
I'll  bring  thee  word  ftraight,  how  'tis  like  to  go.       [Exit. 

Scar.  Swallows  have  built 
In  Cleopatra's  Sails  their  Nefts.     The  Auguries 

Say,  they  know  not they  cannot  tell look  grimly, 

And  dare  not  fpeak  their  Knowledge.     Antony 

Is  valiant,  and  dejected,  and  by  (tarts, 

His  fretted  Fortunes  give  him  hope  and  fear 

Of  what  he  has,  and  has  not.  [Exit. 

SCENE    VII.     Alexandria. 

Enter  Antony. 

Ant.  All  is  loft ! 
This  foul  Egyptian  hath  betrayed  me  ! 
My  Fleet  hath  yielded  to  the  Foe,  and  yonder, 
They  caft  their  Caps  up,  and  Carowfe  together 
Like  Friends  long  loft.  Triple-turn'd  Whore !  'tis  thou 

Haft 


Antony  and  Cleopatra. 


2725 


Haft  fold  me  to  this  Novice,  and  my  H  « 
Makes  only  Wars  on  thee.     Bid  them  ail  fly  : 
For  when  I  am  reveng'd  upon  my  Chirm, 
I  have  done  all.     Bid  them  all  fly,  be  gone. 
Oh  Sun,  thy  uprife  ftiall  I  fee  no  more: 
Fortune  and  Antony  part  here,  even  here 

Do  we  (hake  Hands All  come  to  this! The  Herts 

That  pannelled  me  at  Heal?,  to  whom  I  gave 

Their  wiftus,  do  dif-candy,  melt  their  fweets 

On  bloiToming  Cafar :  Ard  this  Pine  is  ba-k'd, 

That  ov  er-topt  them  all.     Betray'd  I  am 

whu  ^^Soul  of  ^£^,1  thls  grave  Charm, 

Whofe  Eye  beck  d  forth  my  wan,  and  call'd  them  home: 

Whole  Bofom  was  my  Crowner,  my  chief  end 

Like  a  right  Gipfie,  hath  at  faft  and  loofe 

Beguil'd  me,  to  the  very  Heart  of  lofs. 

What  Eros,  Eros  I 

.,      .  Enter  Cleopatra. 

Ah,  thou  Spell!  Avant. 

Cleo.  Why  is  my  Lord  enrag'd  againft  his  Love* 
Ant.  Vanirti,  or  f  mall  give  thee  thy  deferving, 

And  blenufh  Gtfir's  Triumph.     Let  him  take  thee, 

And  hoift  thee  up  to  th'fhouting  Plebeians; 

hollow  his  Chariot,  like  the  greateft  Spot 

Of  all  thy  Sex.     Moft  Monfter  like  be  (hewn 

For  poor  ft  Diminutives,  for  Dolts;  and  let 

Patient  Ottavia  plough  thy  Vifage  up 

With  her  prepared  Nails.  'Tis  well  thou'rt  gone, 

If  it  be  well  to  live.     But  better'twere        ^  ^^ 
Thou  fell'ft  into  my  fury,  for  one  death 
Might  have  prevented  many.     Eros,  hoa ' 
The  fhirt  of  Nejfus  is  upon  me;  teach  me, 
Alcides,  thou  mine  Anceftor,  thy  rage- 
Let  me  lodge  Liens  on  the  horns  o'rh'Moon 
And I  with  thofe  hands  that  grafpt  the  heavieft  Club, 
Subdue  my  worthieft  felf.    The  Witch  fhall  die; 
Tl°nA \hcy°™ZRo™"  Boy  me  hath  fold  me,  and  I  fall 
Under  his  Plot :  She  die?  fort.     Eros,  hoa  I  lExit. 
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Enter  Cleopatra,  Charmisn,  Iras,  and  Mardian; 

Cleo.  Help  me,  my  Women  !  Oh  he  is  more  mad 
Than  Telamon  for  his  Shield,  the  Boar  otThejfaly 
Was  never  fo  imboft. 

Char.  To  th'  Monument,  there  lock  your  felf, 
And  fend  him  word  you  are  dead: 
The  Soul  and  Body  rive  not  more  in  parting, 
Than  greatnefs  going  off. 

Geo.  To  th' Monument; 
Mardian%  go  tell  him  I  have  (lain  my  felf, 
Say,  that  the  laft  I  fpoke  was  Antony* 
And  word  ity  prethee,  pitiouily.  Hence,  Mardian, 
And  bring  me  how  he  takes  my  death  to  th*  Monument. 

[Exeunt* 

SCENE    VIII.     Cleopatra^  Palace. 

Enter  Antony  and  Eros. 

Ant.  EroSy  thou  yet  behold'ft  me? 

Eros*  Ay,  noble  Lord. 

Ant.  Sometime  we  fee  a  Cloud  that's  Dragoniih* 
A  Vapour  fometime,  like  a  Bear,  or  Lion, 
A  tower'd  Cittadel,  a  pendant  Rock, 
A  forked  Mountain,  or  blue  Promontory 
With  Trees  upon't,  that  nod  unto  the  World, 
And  mock  our  Eyes  with  Air.    Thou  haft  feen  thefe  figns* 
They  are  black  Vefper's  Pageants. 

Eros.  Ay,  my  Lord. 

Ant.  That  which  is  now  a  Horfe,  even  with  a  Thought 
The  Rack  diflimn's,  and  makes  it  indiftinft 
As  water  is  in  water 

Eros.  It  do's,  my  Lord. 

Ant.  My  good  Knave,  Eros*  now  thy  Captain  is 
Even  fuch  a  Body;  here  I  am  Antony, 
Yet  cannot  hold  this  vifible  ftiape,  my  Knave 
I  made  thefe  wars  for  sAZgypt,  and  the  Queen, 
Whofe  Heart  I  thought  I  had,  for  ftie  had  mine; 
Which  whilft  it  was  mine,  had  annext  unto't 
A  Million  more,  now  loft;  (he,  Eros,  has 
Packt  Cards  with  Cafar,  and  falfe  plaid  my  Glory 
Unto  an  Enemy's  Triumph. 

Nay? 
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Nay,  weep  not,  gentle  Eros,  there  is  left  us 
Oar  felve>  to  end  our  ft  Ives.     Oh  the  vile  Lady ! 

Enter  Mardian. 
She  has  robb'd  me  of  my  Sword. 

Mar.  No,   Antony, 
My  Miftrefs  iov'd  thee,  and  her  Fortunes  mingled 
With  thine  intirtly. 

Ant.  Hence,  iawcy  Eunuch,  peace,  me  hath  betraid  mr 
And  me  fhali  die  the  death. 

Mar.   Death  of  one  Pei  fon  can  be  paid  but  once, 
And  that  ilie  has  difcharg'd.     What  thou  would'ft  do 
Is  done  unto  thy  Hand;  the  laft  ilie  fpake 
Was  Antony  !  moft  noble  Antony  I 
Then  in  the  midft  a  tearing  Groan  did  break 
The  Name  of  Antony ;  it  was  divided 
Between  her  Heart  and  Lips  fhe  rendred  Life 
Thy  Name  fo  buried  in  her. 

Ant.  Dead  then  ? 

Mar.  Dead. 

Ant.  Unarm  me,  Eros,  the  long  Day's  task  is  done, 
And  we  muft:  fleep  ,•  that  thou  depart'ft  hence  fafe 
Does  pay  thy  labour  richly;  go.     Oh,  pluck  off, 

[Exit  Mardian. 
The  feven-fold  (hield  of  Ajax  cannot  keep 
The  battery  from  my  Heart.    Oh  cleave  my  fides. 
Heart, once  be  ftronger  than  thy  Contmer\t,[V  narmingkimfelf. 
Crack  thy  frail  Cafe.     Apace,  Eros,  apace, 

No  more  a  Soldier bruifed  pieces  go, 

You  have  been  nobly  born;  from  me  a  while.     [ExitEros. 

I  will  o'er-take  thee,  Cleopatra,    and 

Weep  for  my  pardon.     So  it  muft  be,  for  "now 

All  length  is  Torture;   fince  the  Torch  is  out, 

Lye  down  and  ftray  no  farther.     Now  all  labour 

Marrs  what  it  does  y-"a>  very  force  entangles 

It  (elf  with  ftrength;  feal  then  and  all  is  done. 

Eros! 1  come,  my  Queen Eros !  Stay  for  me, 

Where  Souls  do  couch  on  Flower?,  we'll  Hand  in  Hand, 
And  with  our  fprighrly  Port  make  the  Ghoftsgaze; 
Dido,  and  her  tABneas  fliall  want  Troops, 
And  all  the  haunt  be  ours.     Come,  Eros,  Eros! 
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Enter  Eros. 

Eros.  What  would  my  Lord? 

Ant.  Since  Cleopatra  died, 
I  hive  liv'd  in  fuch  difhonour,  that  the  gods 
Deteft  my  bafenefs.     I,  that  with  my  Sword, 
Quarter'd  the  World,  and  o'er  green  Neptune  s  Back 
With  Ships,  made  Cities,  condemn  my  felf,  to  lack 
The  Courage  of  a  Woman;  lefs  noble  minded 
Than  (he  which,  by  her  death,  our  Cafar  tells, 
I  am  Conqueror  of  my  felf.     Thou  art  fworn  Eros, 
That  when  the  exigent  fhould  come,  which  now 
Is  come  indeed,  when  I  mould  fee  behind  mc 
Th*  inevitable  Profecution  of  difgrace 
And  horrour,  that  on  my  command,  thou  then 
Wouldft  kill  me.    Do'r,  the  time  is  come: 
Thou  ftrik'ft  not  me,  'till  Cafar  thou  defeat'ft. 
Put  colour  in  my  Cheek. 

Eros.  The  Gods  with-ho!d  me, 
Shall  I  do  that  which  all  the  Parthian  Darts, 
Though  Enemy,  loft  aim,  and  could  not  ? 

Ant.  Eros, 
Wouldft  thou  be  window'd  in  great  Rome,  and  fee 
Thy  Mafter  thus  with  pleacht  Arms,  bending  down 
His  corrigible  Neck,  his  Face  fubdu'd 
To  penetrative  fhame ;  whilft  the  wheel'd  feat 
Of  fortunate  Cafar  drawn  before  him,  branded 
His  bafenefs  that  enfued. 

Eros.  I  would  not  ke%t. 

Ant.  Come  then ;  for  with  a  wound  I  muft  be  cur'd. 
Draw  that  thy  honcft  Sword  which  thou  haft  worn 
Moft  ufeful  for  thy  Country. 

Eros.  Oh.  Sir,  pardon  me. 

Ant.  Wii^i  I  did  make  thee  free,  fwor'ft  thou  not  then 
To  do  this  when  I  bad  thee?  Do  it  at  once, 
Or  thy  precedent  Seiv  ;es  are  all 
But  accidents  unpurposed.    Draw,  and  come. 
s     Eros.  Turn  from  me  then  that  noble  countenance^ 
Wherein  the  worfhip  of  the  whole  World  lyes. 

Ant.  Lo  thee*  \TurmngfrQm  himl 

Eros.  My  Swore}  is  drawn. 

Anu 
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Ant.  Then  let  it  do  at  once 
The  thing  why  thou  haft  drawn  it. 

Eros.   My  dear  Matter, 
My  Captain,  and  my  Emperor.     Let  me  fay 
Before  I  ftrike  this  bloody  ftroke,  farewel. 

Ant.  'Tis  faid,  Man,  and  farewel. 

Eros.  Farewel,  great  Chief.     Shall  I  ftrike  now  ? 

Ant.  Now,  Eros. 

Eros.  Why  there  then — —  [Eros  £/'//;  himfelf. 

Thus  I  do  efcape  the  forrow  of  Antony's  death. 

Ant.  Thrice  nobkr  than  my  felf, 
Thou  teacheft  me,  oh  valiant  Eros,  what 
I  fhould,  and  thou  could'ft  not;  my  Queen  and  Eros 
Have  by  their  brave  Inftruction  got  upon  me 
A  nobknefs  in  Record.     But  I  will  be 
A  Bridegroom  in  my  deaih,  and  run  into't 
As  to  a  Lover's  Bed.    Come  then,  and  Eros, 
Thy  Mafter  dies  thy  Scholar;  to  do  thus[Falling  on  his  Sword. 

I  learnt  of  thee.     How,  not  dead?  not  dead? 

The  Guard how  ! oh  difpatch  me. 

Enter  Decretas  and  Guard* 

1  Guard.  What's  the  noife  ? 

Ant.  I  have  done  my  work,  ill  Friends: 
O  make  an  end  of  what  I  have  begun. 

z  Guard.  Th:  Star  is  fain. 

1  Guard.   And  time  is  at  his  Period. 

All.  Ala*,  and  wot! 

Ant.  Let  him  that  loves  me,  ftrike  me  dead. 

1  Guard.  Not  I. 

1  Guard.  Not  I. 

$  Guard.  Nor  any  one.  [Exeunt. 

Dec.  Thy  death  and  fortunes  bid  thy  Followers  fly. 
This  Sword  but  fhewn  to  Cefar  with  this  tidings, 
Shall  enter  me  with  him. 

Enter  Diomedes, 

E>io.  Where's  Antony? 

Dec.  There,  Diomedy  there. 

Dio.  Lives  he?  wilt  thou  not anfwer,  Man? 

Ant.  Art  thou  there,  Diomed?   Draw  thy  Sword,   and 
give  me 
Sufficing  ftrokes  for  death. 

Vol.  VI.  F  £>•'.?, 
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Dio.  Mod  abfolute  Lord, 
My  Miftrefs  Cleopatra  fent  me  to  thee. 

Ant.  When  did  (he  fend  thee? 

Dio.  Now,  my  Lord. 

Ant*  Where  is  fhe ? 

Dio.  Lockt  in  her  Monument.  She  had  a  prophefying  Fear 
Of  what  hath  come  to  pafs;  for  when  (he  faw, 
Which  never  mail  be  found,  you  did  fufpe& 
She  had  difpos'd  with  Gefar,  and  that  your  rage 
Would  not  be  purg'd,  fhe  fent  you  word  fhe  was  dead: 
But  fearing  fince  how  it  might  Work,  hath  fent 
Me  to  proclaim  the  truth,  and  I  am  come, 
I  dread,  too  late. 

Ant.  Too  late,  good  Diomed;  call  my  Guard  I  prethee. 

Dio.  What  ho !  the  Emperor's  Guard. 
The  Guard,  what  hoa !  Come,  your  Lord  calls. 

Enter  the  Guard. 

Ant.  Bear  me,  good  Friends,  where  Cleopatra  bides, 
'Tis  the  laft  fervice  that  I  fliall  command  you. 

Guard,  Woe!  woe  are  we,  Sir!  you  may  not  live  to  wear 
All  your  true  Followers  out, 

AIL  Moil  heavy  day  J 

Ant.  Nay,  good  my  Fellows,  do  not  pleafe  (harp  Fate 
To  grace  it  with  your  Sorrows.     Bid  that  welcome 
Which  comes  to  punifh  us,  and  we  punifh  it 
Seeming  to  bear  it  lightly.     Take  me  up, 
I  have  led  you  oft,  carry  me  now,  good  Friends, 
And  have  my  thanks  for  all.  {Exeunt  bearing  Antony. 


ACTV.      SCENE    I. 

SCENE  A  magnificent  Monument. 

Enter  Cleopatra,  Charmian,  and  Iras,  above. 

Cleo.S~\  H  Charmian,  I  will  never  go  from  hence. 
\^.J  Char.  Be  comforted,  dear  Madam, 
Cieo.  No,  I  will  not : 
All  ftrange  and  terrible  Events  are  welcome, 
But  Comforts  we  defpife;  our  fize  of  forrow 

Propor- 
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Proportion'd  to  our  caufe,  mud  be  as  great 
As  that  which  makes  it. 

Enter  Diomedes. 

How  now?  Is  he  dead? 

Dto.  His  Death's  upon  him,  but  not  dead. 
Look  out  o'th'  ocher-fide  your  Monum.nr, 
His  Guard  have  brought  him  hither. 

Enter  Antony,  born  by  the  Guard. 

Cleo.  O  Sun, 
Burn  the  great  Sphere  thou  mov'ft:  in,  darkling  fland 
The  varying  Shore  o'th'  World.   O  Antony !  Antony  !  Antony! 
Help,  Charmian,  help,  Iras,  help ;  help,  Friends, 
Below,  let's  draw  him  hither. 

Ant.  Peace, 
Not  Ctfar's  Valour  hath  o'er-thrown  Antony, 
But  Antony  hath  triumpht  on  himfelf. 

Cleo.  So  it  Ihould  be,  that  none  but  Antony 
Should  conquer  Antony,  but  woe  'tis  fo. 

Ant.  I  am  dying,  *y£^)'pt,  dying;  only 
I  here  importune  Death  awhile,  until 
Of  many  thoufand  kifles  the  poor  lad 
I  lay  upon  thy  Lips. 

Cleo.  I  dare  not,  Dear, 
Dear  my  Lord,  pardon  ;  I  dare  not, 
Left  I  be  taken;  not  th'  imperious  fhew 
Of  the  full-fortun'd  C<efar>  ever  fhall 
Be  brooch'd  with  me ;  if  Knife,  Drugs,  Serpents  have*" 
Edge,  Sting,  or  Operation,  I  am  fafe : 
Your  Wife  Ottavia,  with  her  modeft  Eyes, 
And  ftill  conclufion,  fhall  acquire  no  honour, 
Demuring  upon  me.     But,  come,  come,  Antony, 

Help  me,  my  Women,  we  mud  draw  thee  up . 

Affifr,  good  Friends. 

Ant.  Oh  quick,  or  I  am  gone. 

Cleo.  Here's  fport  indeed ;  how  heavy  weighs  my  Lord  I 
Our  ftrength  is  all  gone  into  heavinefs, 
That  makes  the  weight.     Had  I  great  Juno's  Power, 
The  ftrong  wing'd  Mercury  fhould  fetch  thee  up, 
And  fet  thee  by  Jove's  fide.     Yet  come  a  little, 
Wiihers  were  ever  Fool?.     Oh  come,  come,  c  rrc 
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And  welcome,  welcome.    Die  when  thou  haft  liv'd, 
Quicken  with  killing;  had  my  Lips  that  power, 
Thus  would  I  wear  them  out. 

All.  Oh  heavy  fight  I 

Ant.  I  am  dying,  ts£gypt>  dying. 
Give  me  fome  Wine,  and  let  me  fpeak  a  little. 

Geo.  No,  let  me  fpeak,  and  let  me  rail  10  high, 
That  the  falfe  Hufwife,  Fortune,  break  her  Wheel, 
Provok'd  by  my  offence. 

Ant.  One  word,  fweet  Queen, 
OfCtfar  feek  your  honour,  with  your  fafety — Oh  !— 

Geo.  They  do  not  go  together. 

Ant.  Gentle,  hear  me, 
None  about  Cafar  truft,  but  Procttleitts. 

CUo.  My  Refolution,  and  my  Hands,  I'll  truft, 
None  about  Cafar. 

Ant.  The  miferable  charge  now  at  my  end, 
Lament  nor  forrow  at :  But  pleafe  your  Thoughts 
In  feeding  them  with  thofe  my  former  Fortunes, 
Wherein  I  liv'd.     The  greateft  Prince  o'th'World, 
The  nobleft  once;  and  do  now  not  bafely  die, 
Nor  Cowardly,  put  off  my  Helmet  to 
My  Countryman.     A  Roman,  by  a  Roman 
Valiantly  vanquifh'd.     Now  my  Spirit  is  going, 
I  can  no  more—  [Antony  Dies. 

Geo.  Nobleft  of  Men woo't  dk^. 

Kaft  thou  no  care  of  me?  fhajl  I  abide 
In  this  dull  world,  which  in  thy  abfence  is 
No  better  than  a  Stye?  O  fee,  my  Women! 

The  Crown  o'th'  Earth  doth  melt My  Lord.'- — 

Oh  wither'd  is  the  Garland  of  the  War, 

The  Soldiers  Pole  is  fain :  Young  Boys  and  Girls 

Are  level  now  with  Men;  the  odds  is  gone, 

And  there  is  nothing  left  remarkable, 

Beneath  the  vifiting  Moon.  [She  faints* 

Char.  Oh  quietnefs,  Lady. 

Iras.  She's  dead  too,  our  Sovereign. 

Char.  Lady. 

Iras.  Madam. 

Char.  Oh  Madam,  Madam,  Madam  ■- ■■ 

Iras.  Royal  %/Bgjpt !  Emprefs ! 

Ch4r. 
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Char.  Peace,  peace,  7r^» 

Cleo.  No  more  but  a  meer  Woman,  and  commanded 
By  fuch  poor  paffion,  as  the  Maid  that  Milks, 
And  does  tht  meaneft  chares.     It  were  for  me 
To  throw  my  Scepter  at  the  injurious  Gods, 
To  tell  them  that  this  world  did  equal  theirs, 
'Till  they  had  ftoln  our  Jewel.    All's  but  nought: 
Patience  is  fottifh,  and  Impatience  does 
Become  a  Dog  that's  mad :  Then  is  it  fin, 
To  rufh  into  the  fecret  Houfe  of  death, 
E'er  death  dare  come  to  us?  How  do  you,  Women? 
What,  what  good  cheer  ?  why  how  now,  Charmian  I 

My  noble  Girls? Ah,  women,  women!  Look, 

Our  Lamp  is  fpent,  it's  out Good  Sirs,  take  Heart, 

We'll  bury  him;  And  then  what's  brave,  what's  noble, 

Let's  do't  after  the  high  Roman  fafhion, 

And  make  Death  proud  to  take  us.     Come,  away, 

This  cafe  of  that  huge  Spirit  now  is  cold. 

Ah,  Women,  Women !  Come,  we  have  no  Friend, 

But  Refolution,  and  the  briefeft  End. 

[Exeunt ,  bearing  off 'Antony' 's  Body. 

SCENE    VII.      CxGu'sCamp. 

Enter  Caefar,  Agrippa,  Dolabella,  and  Menas. 

Caf.  Go  to  him,  Dolabella,  bid  him  yield, 
Being  To  fruftrate,  tell  him, 
He  mocks  the  pawfes  that  he  makes. 

Dot.  Gefar,  I  (hall. 

Enter  Decretas  with  the  Sword  of  Antony. 

Gef.  Wherefore  is  that?  and  what  art  thou  that  dar'ft 
Appear  thus  to  us? 

Dec.  I  am  called  Decretas, 
Mar\  Antony  I  ferv'd,  who  beft  was  worthy 
Beft  to  be  ferv'd ;  whilft  he  flood  up,  and  fpoke, 
He  was  my  Matter,  and  I  wore  my  Life 
To  fpend  upon  his  Haters,     If  thou  pleafe 
To  take  me  to  thee;  as  I  was  to  him, 
I'll  be  to  Gejar :  If  thou  pleafeft  nor, 
I  yield  thee  up  my  Life. 
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Caf.  What  is't  thou  fayeft? 
Dec*  I  fay,  Oh  Cajar,  Antony  is  dead. 
C&f.  The  breaking  of  fo  great  a  thing,  fhould  make 
A  greater  Crack.     The  round  World 
Should  have  fhock  Lions  into  civil  Streets, 
And  Citizens  to  their  Dens.    The  Death  of  Antony 
Is  nrt  a  flngle  Doom,  in  the  name  lay 
A  moiety  of  the  World. 

Dec.  He  is  dead,  G<tfar> 
Not  oy  a  publick  Mimfter  of  Juftice, 
Nor  by  a  hired  Knife:  but  that  felf-hand 
Which  writ  his  honour  in  the  Ads  it  did, 
Hath  with  the  Courage  which  the  Heart  did  lend  it, 
Sphtted  the  Heart.     This  is  hts  Sword, 
I  rohb'd  his  wound  of  it:   Behold  it  ftain'd 
With  his  moft  noble  Blood. 

Caf,  Look  you,  f^d  Friends,, 
The  Gods  rebuke  me,  but  it  is  a  Tiding 
To  wafh  the  Eyes  of  Kings. 

DoL  And  flrange  it  is, 
That  Nature  muft  compel  us  to  lament 
Our  moft  perhfted  Deeds. 

Men.  H  is  taints  and  honours  weigh' d  equal  in  him* 
DoL  A  rarer  Spirit  never 
Did  fteer  humanity;  but  you  Gods  will  give  us 
Some  faults  to  make  us  Men.     Cafar  is  touch/d. 

Men.  When  fuch  a  fpacious  Mirror's  fet  before  him, 
He  needs  muft  fee  himfelf. 

Ca/l   Oh  Antony  ! 
I  have  followed  thee  to  this,  but  we  do  launch 
Difeafes  in  our  Bodies.     I  muft  perforce 
Have  fhewn  to  thee  fuch  a  declining  Day, 
Or  look  ^n  thine;  we  could  not  ftall  together, 
In  the  whole  World.     But  yet  let  me  lament 
With  tears  as  Soveraign  as  the  Blood  of  Hearts, 
T  at  thou  my  Brother,  my  Competitor, 
I    top  of  all  defign,   my  Mate  in  Empire, 
F  iend  and  Companion  in  the  front  of  War, 
The  Aim  of  mine  own  Body,  and  the  Heart 
Where  mine  his  Thoughts  did  kindle  ;  that  our  Stars 
Unreconcileable,  fhould  divide  our  equalnefs  to  this. 

Hear 
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Hear  me,  good  Friends, 

But  I  will  tell  you  at  fome  meeter  Seafon 

The  bufinefs  of  this  Man  looks  out  of  him, 
We'll  hear  him  what  he  fays.    Whence  are  you  ? 

Enter  an  Egyptian. 

v£gypt.  A  poor  Egyptian  yet,  the  Queen  my  Miftrefs 
ConfiVd  in  all  fhe  has  her  Monument, 
Of  thy  intents,  defires,  inftru&ion, 
That  me  preparedly  may  frame  her  felf 
To  th'way  fhe's  forc'd  to. 

Ca/l  Bid  her  have  good  Heart, 
She  foon  (hall  know  or  us,  by  fome  of  ours, 
How  honourable,  and  how  kindly  we 
Determine  for  her.  For  Gefar  cannot  leave  to  be  ungentK 

ts£gypt.  So  the  Gods  preferve  thee.  [Exit* 

Caf.  Come  hither  Proculeius,  go  and  fay 
We  purpofe  her  no  (hame;  give  her  what  comforts 
The  quality  of  her  Paffion  fhall  require  ; 
Left  in  her  greatnefr,  by  fome  mortal  ftroke 
She  do  defeat  us:   For  her  life  in  Rome 
Would  be  eternal  in  our  triumph.     Go, 
And  with  your  fpcedieft  bring  us  wh.t  (he  fays, 
And  how  you  find  of  her. 

Pro.  Ctfary  I  fhall.  {Exit  P;ocuIeii  s. 

Gef.  Callus,  go  you  along;   where's  Dolabella*  to  fecond 
Proculeius  f 

jilL  Dolabella. 

Gef.  Let  him  alone;  for  I  remember  now 
How  he's  employ 'd:  He  fhall  in  time  be  ready. 
Go  with  me  to  my  Tent,  where  you  fhall  fee 
How  hardly  I  was  drawn  into  this  War, 
How  calm  and  gentle  I  proceeded  ftill 
In  all  my  Writings.     Go  with  me,  and  fee 
What  I  can  fhew  in  this.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE    VIII.     The  Monument. 

Enter  Cleopatra,  Charmian,  Iras,  Mardian,  and  Seleucus, 

Cleo.  My  defolation  does  begin  to  make 
A  better  Life;  'tis  paltry  to  be  Gefar: 
Not  being  fortune,  he's  but  fortune's  Knave, 

F  4 


273^  Antony  md  Cleopatra. 

A  Minifter  of  her  will;  and  it  is  great, 
To  do  that  thing  that  ends  all  other  deeds, 
Which  fhackles  accidents,  and  bolts  up  change, 
Which  fiseps,  and  never  pallars  more  the  dung, 
The  Beggar's  Nurfc,  and  Cefar's. 

Enter  Proculeius. 

Pro.  Cafar  fends  greeting  to  the  Queen  of  c/£y/>f, 
And  bids  thee  ftudy  on  what  fair  demands 
Thou  mean'ft  to  have  him  grant  thee. 

Geo.  What's  thy  name  ? 

Pro.  My  name  is  Proculeius. 

Cleo.  Antony 
Did  tell  me  of  you,  bad  me  truft  you,  but 
I  do  not  greatly  care  to  be  deceiv'd 
That  have  no  ufe  for  trufting,     If  your  Matter 
Would  have  a  Queen  his  Beggar,  you  mud  tell  him, 
That  Majcfty,  to  keep  decor urn,  muft 
No  lefs  beg  than  a  Kingdom  :  If  he  pleafe 
To  give  me  conquer'd  *s£gypt  for  my  Son, 
He  gives  me  (o  much  of  mine  own,  as  I 
Will  kneel  to  him  with  thanks. 

Pro.  Be  of  good  cheer: 
You're  fain  into  a  princely  Hand,  fear  nothing, 
Jvlake  your  full  reference  freely  to  my  Lord, 
Who  is  fo  full  of  Grace,  that  it  flows  over 
On  all  that  need.     Let  me  report  to  Ivm 
Your  fwect  dependency,  and  you  fhal!  find 
A  Conqueror  that  will  pray  in  aid  for  kindnefs, 
Where  he  for  Grace  is  kneel'd  to. 

Cleo.  Pray  you  tell  him, 
I  am  his  Fortunes  VafTaJ,  and  I  fend  him 
The  greatnefs  he  has  gor.     I  hourly  learn 
A  Doctrine  of  Obedience,  and  would  gladly 
Look  him  i'th*  Face. 

Pro.  This  Til  report,  dear  Lady, 
Have  comfort,  for  I  know  your  plight  is  pitied 
Of  him  that  caus'd  it. 

Char.  You  fee  how  eafily  (he  may  be  furpris'd: 
Guard  her  'till  Cafar  come. 

Iras.  Royal  Queen. 

Char.  Oh  Cleopatra,  thou  art  taken  Queen. 

Cleo. 
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Cleo.  Quick,  quick,  good  hands. 

Pro,  Hold,  worthy  Lady,  hold : 
Do  not  your  fclf  fuch  wrong,  wlio  are  in  this 
Reliev'd,  but  not  betray'd. 

Cleo,  What  of  Death  too  that  rids  our  Dogs  of  languifli  ? 

Pro.  Cleopatra,  do  not  abufe  my  Matter's  bounty,  by 
Th'  undoing  of  your  felf :  Let  the  World  fee 
His  Noblenefs  well  a&ed,  which  your  Death 
Will  never  let  come  forth. 

Cleo.  Where  art  thou,  Death? 
Come  hither,  come :  Oh !  Come,  and  take  the  Queen 
Worth  many  Babes  and  Beggars. 

Pro,  Oh  temperance,  Lady. 

Cleo.  Sir,  I  will  eat  do  meat,  I'll  not  drink,  Sir : 
If  idle  talk  will  once  be  necefTary, 
I'll  not  fleep  neither.     Tis  mortal  houfe  111  ruir, 
Do  Ctfar  what  he  can.     Know,  Sir,  that  I 
Will  not  wait  pinnion'd  at  your  Matter's  Court, 
Not  once  to  be  chaftis'd  with  the  fober  Eye 
Of  dull  OElavia,     Shall  they  hoift  me  up, 
And  mew  me  to  the  fhouting  Varlotry 
Of  cenfuring  Rome  ?  rather  a  ditch  in  *s£gjpt. 
But  gentle,  Grave,  unto  me  :  rather  on  Ntltts  mud 
Lay  me  ftark-nak'd,  and  let  the  warer-Flies 
Blow  me  into  abhorring  :  rather  make 
My  Country's  high  Pyramides  my  Gibbet, 
And  hang  me  up  in  Chains. 

Pro.  You  do  extend 
Thefe  thoughts  of  horror  further  than  you  mall 
Find  caufe  in  Cafar. 

Enter   Dolabella. 

DoL  Procttleius, 
What  thou  haft  done,  my  Mafter  Czfar  knows, 
And  he  hath  fent  for  thee  :  as  for  the  Queen, 
I'll  take  her  to  my  Guard. 

Pro,  So»  Dolabella, 
It  ftiall  content  me  beft;  be  gentle  to  her  : 
To  Cafar  I  will  fpeak  what  you  mail  pleafe, 
If  you'll  employ  me  to  him.  [Exit  Procufeius. 

Cleo,  Say,  I  would  die. 

Dol,  Moft  Noble  Emprefs,  you  Lave  heard  of  me. 

Cleo. 
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Geo.  I  cannot  tell. 

DoL  Affuredly  you  know  me. 

Cleo.  No  matter,  Sir,  what  I  have  heard  or  known  : 
You  laugh  when  Boys  or  Women  tell  their  Dreams, 
Is't  not  your  trick? 

DoL  I  underftand  not,  Madam. 

Cleo.  I  Dreamt  there  was  an  Emperor  Antony  \ 
Oh  fuch  another  Sleep,  that  I  might  fee 
But  fuch  another  Man. 

DoL  If  it  might  pleafe  ye- 

Cleo.  His  Face  was  as  the  Heav'ns,  and  therein  ftuck 
A  Sun    and  Moon,  which  kept  their  courfe,   and  lighted 
The  little  o'th'  Earth 

DoL  Moft  Sovereign  Creature 

Cleo.  His  Legs  bedrid  the  Ocean,  his  rear'd  Arm 
Crefted  the  World  :  his  Voice  was  propertied 
As  all  the  tuned  Spheres,  and  that  to  Friends : 
Eut  when  he  meant  to  quail,  and  fhake  the  Orb, 
He  was  as  ratling  Thunder.     For  his  bounty, 
There  was  no  Winter  in't.     An  Anttny  it  was 
That  grew  the  more  by  reaping  :  his  delights 
Were  Dolphin-like,  they  ftiew'd  his  back  above 
The  Element  they  liv'd  in;  In  his  Livery 
Walk'd  Crowns  and  Crownets  :  Realms  and  Iflands 
As  Plates  dropt  frpm  his  Pocket. 

DoL  Cleopatra 

Cleo.  Think  you  there  was,  or  might  be  fuch  a  Man 
As  this  I  dreamt  of  ? 

DoL  Gentle  Madam,  no. 

Cleo.  You  lie  up  to  the  hearing  of  the  gods; 
But  if  there  be,  or  ever  were  one  fuch, 
It's  paft  the  fize  of  dreaming  :  Nature  wants  fluff 
To  vy  ftrange  forms  with  Fancy,  yet  t'  imagine 
An  Antony  were  Nature's  piece,  'gainft  Fancy, 
Condemning  Shadows  quite. 

DoL  Hear  me,  good  Madam  : 
Your  lofs  is  as  your  fe!f,  great;  and  you  bear  it 
As  anfwering  to  the  weight :  would  I  might  never 
O'er-take  purfu'd  Succefs,  but  I  do  feel 
By  the  rebound  of  yours,  a  grief  that  fufts 
My  very  Heart  at  Root. 

Ciel 
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Cleo.  I  thank  you,  Sir, 
Know  you  what  Ctfar  means  to  do  with  me  ? 

Dol.  I  am  loth  to  tell  you  what,  I  would  you  kne  w, 

Cleo.  Nay,  pray  you,  Sir. 

Dol.  Though  he  be  honourable. 

Cleo.  He'll  lead  me  then  in  triumph. 

Dol.  Madam,  he  will,  I  know't. 
Enter  Caefar,  (Sallus,  Mecaenas,  Proculeius  and  Attendants. 

AIL  Make  way  there Ctfar. 

Caf.  Which  is  the  Queen  of  lALgyptt 

Pol.  It  is  the  Emperor,  Madam.  [Cleo.  heels. 

Cfef.  Arife,  you  (hall  not  kneel : 
I  pray  you  rife,  rife,  \^£gjpt. 

Cleo.  Sir,  the  gods  will  have  it  thus, 
My  Mafter  and  my  Lord  I  muft  obey. 

Cdtf.  Take  to  you  no  hard  thoughts, 
The  Record  of  what  injuries  you  did  us, 
Though  written  in  our  Flefti,  we  fhall  remember 
As  things  but  done  by  chance. 

Cleo.  Sole  Sir  o'th'  World, 
I  cannot  project  mine  own  caufe  lb  well 
To  make  it  clear,  but  do  confefs  I  have 
Been  laden  with  like  frailties,  which  before 
Have  often  fliam'd  our  Sex. 

Caf.  Cleopatra,  know, 
We  will  extenuate  rather  than  inforce  : 
If  you  apply  your  felf  to  our  intents, 
Which  towards  you  are  moft  gentle,  you  (hall  find 
A  benefit  in  this  change,  but  if  you  feek 
To  lay  on  me  a  Cruelty,  by  taking 
Antony's  courfe,  you  lTiall  bereave  your  felf 
Of  my  go^d  purpofes,  and  put  your  Children 
To  that  deftm&ion  which  I'll  guard  them  from, 
If  thereon  you  rely.     I'll  take  my  leave. 

Cleo.  And  may  through  all  the  World  :  'tis  yours,  and  w<* 
Your  Scutcheons,  and  your  figns  of  Conqucft  (hall 
Hang  in  what  place  you  pleafe.     Here,  my  good  Lord. 
C*f.  You  (hall  advife  me  in  all  for  Cleopatra. 
Cleo.  This  is  the  brief :  of  Mony,  Plate,  and  Jewels 
I  am  poffeft  of,  'tis  exactly  valued, 
Hot  petty  things  admitted.     Where's  Sdettcns? 

f       *  J         "  Sel. 
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SeL  Here,  Madam, 

Geo.  This  is  my  Treafurer,  let   him  fpeak,  my  Lord, 
Upon  his  peri!,  that  I  have  referv'd 
To  my  felf  nothing.     Speak  the  truth,  Seleucm. 

SeL  Madam,  I  had  rather  feal  my  Lips, 
Than  to  my  peril  fpeak  that  which  is  not. 

Geo.  What  have  I  kept  back? 

SeL  Enough  to  purchafe  what  you  have  made  known, 

Caf  Nay,  blu (h  not  Cleopatra,  I  approve 
Your  Wifdom  in  the  deed. 

Geo.  See  Cafar  !  Oh  behold, 
How  pomp  is  followed :  mine  will  now  be  yours 
And  mould  we  fhift  Eftates,  yours  would  be  mine. 
The  ingratitude  of  this  SeleucHs>  do's 
Even  make  me  wild.     Oh  Slave,  of  no  more  truft 
Than  love  that's  hir'd.     What,  goeft  thou  back,  thou  fhalt 
Go  back  I  warrant  thee :  but  I'll  cateh  thine  Eyes 
Though  they  had  Wings.     Slave,    SouMefs,  Yilhan,  Dog, 
O  rarely  bafe  J 

Caf  Good  Queen,  let  us  intreat  you. 

Geo.  O  Cafar i  what  a  wounding  ihame  is  this, 
That  thou  vouchfafing  here  to  vifit  me, 
Doing  the  Honour  of  thy  Lordlinefs 
To  one  fo  meek,  that  mine  own  Servant  fhould 
Parcel  the  fum  of  my  difgraces,  by 
Addition  of  his  Envy !  Say,  good  Cajar, 
That  I  fome  Lady-trifles  have  referv'd, 
Immoment  toys,  things  of  fuch  Dignity 
As  we  greet  modern  Friends  withal,  and  fay 
Some  Nobler  Token  I  have  kept  apart 
For  Livia  and  OUavla^  to  induce 
Their  mediation,  muft  I  be  unfolded 
With  one  that  I  have  bred?  the  gods !  it  fmites  me 
Beneath  the  fall  Thave.     Prethee  go  hence, 
Or  I  fha!J  fhew  the  Cynders  of  my  Spirits 
Through  th'alhesofmy  chance:  Wert  thouaMan, 
Thou  would'ft  have  mercy  on  me. 

Caf  Forbear,  Seleucm. 

Geo.  Be  it  known,  that  we  the  greateft  are  mif-thought 
For  things  that  others  do*  ;  and  when  we  fall, 
We  anfwer  others  merits,  in  our  Names 

Are 
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Are  therefore  to  be  pitied. 

Caf.  Cleopatra, 
Not  what  you  have  referv'd,  nor  what  acknowledge 
Put  me  i'th'  Roll  of  Conqueft,  ftill  be't  yours ; 
Beftow  it  at  your  pleafure,  and  believe 
Cafar*$  no  Merchant  to  make  prize  with  you 
Of  things  that  Merchants  fold.     Therefore  be  cheer'd, 
Make  not  your  Thoughts  your  Prifons :  No,  dear  Queen, 
For  we  intend  fo  to  difpofe  you,  as 
Your  felf  (hall  give  us  counfel  :  Feed,  and  Sleep. 
Our  care  and  pity  is  fo  much  upon  you, 
That  we  remain  your  Friend,  and  fo  adieu. 

Geo.  My  Matter,  and  my  Lord. 

Caf.  Not  fo  :  Adieu.  [Exeunt  Cxfar,  and  his  Train. 

Geo.  He  words  me,  Girls,  he  words  me, 
That  I  mould  not  be  noble  to  my  felf. 
But  hark  thee,  Charmian. 

Iras.  Finifli,  good  Lady,  the  bright  day  is  done, 
And  we  are  for  the  dark. 

Geo.  Hie  thee  again. 
I  have  fpoke  already,  and  it  is  provided, 
Go  put  it  to  the  hafte. 

Char.  Madam,  I  will. 

Enter  Dolabella. 

Dol.  Where's  the  Qieen? 

Char.  Behold,  Sir. 

Cleo.  Dolabella. 

Dol.  Madam,  as  thereto  fworn,  by  your  command, 
Which  my  love  makes  Religion  to  obey, 
I  tell  you  this :  Gefar  thVough  Syria 
Intends  his  Journey,  and  within  three  days, 
You  with  your  Children  will  he  fend  before! 
Make  your  beft  ufe  of  this.   I  have  perform'd 
Your  pleafure,  and  my  promife. 

Geo.  Dolabella,!  mall  remain  your  Debtor. 

Dol.  I  your  Servant. 
Adieu,  good  Queen,  I  muft  attend  on  Cafar.  [Exit 

Geo.  Farewtl,  and  thanks.     Now,  Iras,  what  think'ft  thou  ? 
Thou,  an  Egyptian  Puppet,  malt  be  fliewn 
In  Rome  as  well  as  I :  Mechanick  Slaves 
With  greafie  Aprons,  Rules,  and  Hammers,  mall 

Uplift 


274*  Antony  and  Cleopatra. 

Uplift  us  to  the  view.    In  their  thick  breaths* 
Rank  of  grofs  Diet,  (hall  we  be  enclouded, 
And  forc'd  to  drink  their  vapour. 

Iras.  The  gods  forbid. 

Geo.  Nay,  'tis  mod  certain,  Iras :  fawcy  Liftors 
Will  catch  at  us  like  Strumpets,  and  fcalPd  Rhimers 
Ballad  us  out  a  tune.     The  quick  Comedians 
Extemporally  will  ftage  us,  and  prefent 
Our  Alexandrian  Revels  :  Antony 
Shall  be  brought  drunken  forth,  and  I  (hall  fee 
Some  (peaking  Cleopatra  Boy  my   greatnefs 
I'th'  pofture  of  a  Whore. 

Iras.  O  the  good  gods ! 

Geo.  Nay,  that's  certain. 

Iras.  I'll  never  fee't ;  for  I  am  fure  my  Nails 
Are  ftronger  than  mine  Eyes. 

Geo.  Why  that's  the  way 
To  fool  their  preparation  and  to  conquer 
Their  mod  abfurd  intents.     Now  Charmian. 

Enter  Charmian. 
Shew  me  my  Women  like  a  Queen  :  Go  fetch 
My  bed  Attires.     I  am  again  for  Cidnus 
To  meet  Mark^  Antony.     Sirrah  Irasy  go, 
Now,  noble  Charmian^  we'll  di (patch  indeed, 
And  when  thou  haft  done  this  chare,  I'll  give  thee  leave 
To  play  'till  Doom's- day  :  bring  our  Crown,  and  all 

[A  noift  within* 
Wherefore  this  noife  ? . 

Enter  a  Gmrdfman. 

Guardf.  Here  is  a  rural  Fellow, . 
That  will  not  be  deny'd  your  Highnefs  prefence, 
He  brings  you  Figs. 

Geo.  Let  him  come  in.     How  poor  an  Inftrument 

\_Exit  Gttardfmam 
May  do  a  noble  deed ;  he  brings  me  Liberty. 
My  Refolution's  plac'd,  and  I  have  nothing 
Of  Woman  in  me;  now  from  Head  to  Foot 
I  am  Marble  conftant  :  now  the  fleeting  Moon 
No  Planet  is  of  mine. 

Enter  Guardfman  and  CUwny  with  a  Basket. 

Gnardf.  This  is  the  Man. 

Geo* 
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Geo.  Avoid  and  leave  him.  [Exit  Guard/man. 

Haft  thou  the  pretty  Worm  of  Nilus  there, 
That  kills  and  pains  not  ? 

Clown.  Truly  I  have  him  :  but  I  would  not  be  the  party 
that  (hould  defire  you  to  touch  him,  for  his  biting  is 
immortal  :  thofe  that  do  die  of  it,  do  feldom  or  never  re- 
cover. 

Geo.  Remember' ft  thou  any  that  have  dy'd  on't  ? 

Gown.  Very  many  Men  and  Women  too.  I  heard  of 
one  of  them  no  longer  than  yefterday,  a  very  honeft  Wo- 
man, but  fomething  given  to  lie,  as  a  Woman  mould  not 
do,  but  in  the  way  of  honefty.  How  fhe  dy'd  of  the  biting 
of  it,  what  pain  (he  felt;  truly,  (he  makes  a  very  good  re- 
port o'th'  Worm  :  but  he  that  will  believe  all  that  they  fay, 
(hall  never  be  faved  by  half  that  they  do  :  but  this  is  moft 
fallible,  the  Worm's  an  odd  Worm. 

Geo.  Get  thee  hence,  farewel. 

Clown.  I  wi(h  you  all  joy  of  the  Worm. 

Geo.  Farewel. 

Gown.  You  muft  think  this,  look  you,  that  the  Worm 
will  do  his  kind. 

Geo.  Ay,  ay,  farewel. 

Gown.  Look  you,  the  Worm  is  not  to  be  trufted,  but 
in  the  keeping  of  wife  People  :  for  indeed  there  is  no  good- 
nefs  in  the  Worm. 

Geo.  Take  no  care,  it  (hall  be  heeded. 

Gown.  Very  good  :  give  it  nothing  I  pray  you,  for  it  is 
not  worth  the  feeding. 

Geo.  Will  it  eat  me? 

Gown.  You  muft  not  think  I  am  fo  fimple,  but  I  know 
the  Devil  himfelf  will  not  eat  a  Woman  :  I  know,  that  a 
Woman  is  a  difh  for  the  gods,  if  the  Devil  drefs  her  not. 
But  truly,  thefe  fame  whore-fon  Devils  do  the  gods  great 
harm  in  their  Women  :  for  in  every  ten  that  they  make, 
the  Devils  mar  five. 

Geo.  Well,  get  thee  gone,  farewel. 

Gown.  Yes  forfooth,  I  wi(h  you  joy  o'ch'  Worm.     [Exit. 

Cleo.  Give  me  my  Robe,  put  on  my  Crown,  I  have 
Immortal  longings  in  me.     Now  no  more 
The  juice  of  *£gjpts  Grape  (hall  moift  his  Lip. 

Yarc,  yare,  good  Iras,  quick methinks  I  hear 

Anton] 
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Antony  call,  T  fee  him  rowfe  himfelf 
To  praife  my  noble  A<5.     I  hear  him  mock 
The  luck  of  Cafar,  which  the  gods  give  Men 
To  efccufe  their  after  wrath.     Husband,  I  come ; 
Now  to  tint  Name,  my  Courage  prove  my  Title. 
I  am  Fire,  and  Air;  my  other  Elements 

I  give  to  bafer  life.     So have  you  done  ? 

Come  then,  and  take  the  laft  warmth  of  my  Lips. 

Fare wel  kind  Charmiany  Iras,  longfarewel.  [Apply  ingthedfp. 

Have  I  the  Afpick  in  my  Lips  ?  Doft  fall  ? 

If  thou  and  Nature  can  fo  gently  parr, 

The  ftroke  of  Death  is  as  a  Lovers  Pinch, 

Which  hurts,  and  is  defVd.     Doft  thou  lye  ftill? 

If  thus  thou  vaniftieft,  thou  teli'ft  the  World 

It  is  not  worth  leave  taking. 

Char.  D.flolve  thick  Cloud  and  Rain,  that  I  may  fay, 
The  gods  themfelves  do  weep. 

Geo.  This  proves  me  bafe — 

If  (he  approves  the  curled  Antony, 

He'll  make  demand  of  her,  and  fpend  that  kifs 

Which  is  my  Heav'n  to  have.     Come  thou  mortal  wretch, 

With  thy  (harp  Teeth  this  knot  intrinficate 

Of  life  at  once  untie  :  Poor  venomous  Fool, 

Be  angry  and  difpatch.     Oh  couldft  thou  fpeak, 

That  I  might  hear  thee  call  great  Cafar  Afs,  unpolicied. 

Char.  Oh  Eaftern  Star ! 

Cleo.  Peace,  peace  ! 
Doft  thou  not  fee  my  Baby  at  my  Breaft, 
That  fucks  the  Nurfe  afleep. 

Char.   O  break!   O  break! 

Cleo.  As  fweet  as  Balm,  as  foft  as  Air,  as  gentle. 
O  Antony  !  Nay  I  will  take  thee  too. 
What  mould  I  ftay [Dies. 

Char.  In  this  wild  World?  fo  fare  thee  well : 
Now  boaft  thee  Death,  in  thy  poffeffion  lyes 
A  Lafs  unparallel'd.     Downy  Windows  clofe, 
And  Golden  Phoebus  never  be  beheld 
Of  Eyes  again  fo  Royal :  your  Crowns  away, 
Til  mend  it,  and  then  pjay— . 
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Enter  the  Guard  ruling  in. 

1  Guard.  Where's  the  Queen  ? 

Char.  Speak  foftly,  wake  her  not. 

1  Guard.  C&far  hath  fent « 

[Charmain  and  Iras  applj  the  Asp. 

Char.  Too  flow  a  Meflenger. 
Oh  come  apace,  difpatch,T  partly  feel  thee. 

1  Guard.   Approach  ho  ! 
All's  not  well      Cafars  beguil'd. 

2  Guard.  There's  Dolabella  fent  from  Crfjfor  ;  call  h:m. 

1  Guard.  What  work  ishere,  C^rw/^f  Is  this  well  done  , 
CW.  It's  well  done,  and  fitting  for  a  Princefs 

Defctnded  of  fo  many  Hoyal  Kings. 

Ah  Soldiers ! [Charmian  and  Iras  D*e. 

Enter  Dolabella. 
Dol.  How  goes  it  here  f 

2  Guard.  All  Dead. 

Dol.  Cafar,  thy  Thoughts 
Touch  their  Effects  in  this ;    thy  felf  art  coming 
To  fee  perform'd  the  dreaded  Ad  which  thou 
So  fought'ft  to  hinder. 

Enter  Cxfar  and  Attendants. 

Alt.  Make  way  there,  make  way  for  Cafar. 

Dol.  Oh,  Sir,  you  are  too  fure  an  Augurer; 
That  you  did  fear,  is  done. 

Gtf.   Braveft  at  the  lafr, 
She  levelFd  at  our  purpofes,  and  being  Royal 
Took  her  own  way  ;  the  manner  of  their  Deaths  I 
1  do  not  fee  them  Bleed. 

Dol.  Who  was  laft  with  them  t 

1  Guard.  A  fimple  Countryman,  that  brought  her  F]SS  * 
This  was  his  Basket. 

Caf.  Poifon'd  then. 

1  Guard.  Oh  Cefar  ! 
This  Charmian  liv'd  but  now,  (he  flood  and  fpake  : 
I  found  her  trimming  up  the  Diadem, 
On  her  dead  Miftrefs,  tremblingly  (he  flood, 
And  on  the  fudden  dropt. 

Cdfar.  Oh  noble  weaknefs 
If  they  had  fwallowed  Poifon,  'twould  appear. 
By  external  Swelling  ;  but  (he  looks  like  deep, 

Vo  l.  VI.  G  As 
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As  the  would  catch  another  Antony 
In  her  ftrong  Toil  of  Grace. 
Dol,  Here  on  her  Bread, 
There  is  a  vent  of  Blood,  and  fomething  blown, 
The  like  is  on  her  Arm. 

1  Guard.  This  is  an  Afpick's  Trail 
And  thefe  Fig-leaves  have  flirne  upon  them,  fuch 
As  th'  Afpick  leaves  upon  the  Caves  of  Nj!ey 
^  Caf.  Moft  probable. 

That  fo  flie  died;  for  her  Phyfician  tells  me 
She  hath  purfu'd  Cor.clufions  infinite 
Of  eafie  ways  to  die.  Take  up  her  bed, 
And  bear  her  Women  from  the  Monument, 
She  dial]  be  buried  by  her  Antony. 
No  Grave  upon  the  Eirth  (hall  clip  in  it 
A  pair  fo  Famous.  High  events  as  thefe 
Srike  thofe  that  make  them;  and  their  Story  is 
No  kfs  in  Pity,  than  his  Glory  which 
Brought  them  to  be  lamented.    Our  Army  fhall, 
In  folemn  fhew,  attend  this  Funeral, 
And  then  to  Rome  :  Come,  Dolabella,  fee 
High  Order  in  this  great  Solemnity.  [Exeunt  ornnei 
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Dramatis  Perfonse. 


CYmbeline,  King  of  Britain; 
Cloten,  Son  to  the  Oueen  by  a  former  Husband. 

Leonatus  Polr.humus,  A  Gentleman  in  Love -with  the  Prineefst 
and  privately  Married  to  her, 

Guiderius,  1     Dijguis'd  under  the  Names  of  Polidore  and 
Arviragus,    j         Cadwal,  fuppofed  Sons  to  Bellarius. 

Bellarius,    A  Banijb*d  Lord>   di/guis'd   under  the  Name  of 
Morgan. 

Philario,  An  Italian,  Friend  to  Pofthumus. 

Iachimo,  Friend  to  Philario. 

Caius  Lucius,  Ambajfador  from  Rome* 

Pifanio,  Servant  to  Pofthumus. 

A  French  Gentlemany  Friend  to  Philario. 

Cornelius,  A  DoUor,  Servant  to  the  Queen* 

Two  Gentlemen. 

Cueen>  Wife  to  Cymbeline. 

Imogen,  Daughter  to  Cymbeline  by  a  former  Queen 

Helen,  Woman  to  Imogen. 

Lords,  Ladies,  Roman  Senators,  Tribunes %  Ghofi^  a 
Soothfayer,  Captains,  Soldiers,  Meffengers,  and 
other  Attendants. 

SCENE,  forfome  Part  of  the  firft,  fecondy 
and  third  A&s,  lyes  in  Rome  ,  for  the  rejl 
of  the  Play  in  Britain. 
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ACT  L    SCENE  I. 


SCENE      A  Palace. 


Enter  two  Gentleme?i< 


i     GENTLEMAN. 
O  U   do  not  meet  a  Man  but  frowns. 
Bloods 


Our 


. 


No  more  obey  the  Heaves  than  our  Courtiers  j 
Butfeem,  as  do's  the  King's. 
z  Gent.  But  what's  the  matter? 
i  Gent.  His  Daughter,  and  the  Heir  of's 
Kingdom   (whom 
He  purpos'd  to  his  Wife**  fole  Son,  a  Widow. 
That  late  he  married  )  hath  referr'd  her  felf 
Unto  a  poor,  but  worthy  Gentleman.     She's  wedded. 
Her  Husband  baniuYd;  fhe  imprifon'd,  all 
Is  outward  forrow,  though  I  think  the  King 
Be  touch'd  at  very  Heart. 
z  Gent.  None  but  the  King? 
i  Gent.  He  that  ruth  loft  her  too  :  fo  is  the  Queen, 
That  moft  dehYd  the  Match.     But  not  a  Courtier, 
Although  they  wear  their  Faces  to  the  bent 
Of  the  King's  looks,  hath  a  Heart,  that  is  not 


Glad  at  the  thing  they  fcoul  at. 
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2  Gent.  And  why  fo? 

i  Gftfr.  He  that  hath  mifs'd  the  Princefs,  is  a  thing 
Too  bad,  for  bad  report:  And  he  that  hath  her, 
(I  mean,  that  marry'd  her,  alack  good  Man, 
And  therefore  banifh'd)  is  a  Creature,  fuch, 
As  to  leek  through  the  Regions  of  the  Earth 
For  one,  his  like  5  there  would  be  fomething  failing 
In  him,    that  fhould  compare.    I  do  not  think, 
So  fair  an  outward,  and  fuch  fluff  within 
Endows  a  Man,  but  him. 

2  Gent.  You  fpeak  him  fair. 

1  Gent.  I  do  extend  him,  Sir,  within  himfelf, 
Crufh  him  together,  rather  than  unfold 
His  Meafure  fully. 
'    2  Gent.  What's  his  Name  and  Birth  ? 

1  Gent.  I  cannot  delve  him  10 the  Root :  his  Father 
Was  call'd  Sicillius,  who  did  join  his  Honour 
Againft  the  Remans,  with  Cajfibelan, 
But  had  his  Titles  by  Tenantius,  whom 
He  ferv'd  with  Glory  and  admir'd  Succefs: 
So  gain'd  the  Sur-addition,  Leonatus. 
And  had,  befides  this  Gentleman  in  queftion, 
Two  other  Sons,  who  in  the  Wars  o'th'  time 
jpy'd  with  their  Swords  in  Hand.     For  which  their  Father 
Then  old,  and  fond  of  IiTue,  took  fuch  Sorrow 
That  he  quit  Being;    and  his  gentle  Lady 
Big  of  this  Gentleman,  our  Theam,  deceas'd, 
As  he  was  born.     The  King,  he  takes  the  Babe 
To  h's  Protection,  calls  him  Pofthumus  Leonatus; 
Breeds  him,  and  makes  him  of  his  Bed-chamber, 
Puts  to  him  all  the  Learnings  that  his  time 
Could  make  him  the  receiver  of,   which  he  took 
As  we  do  Air,  faft  as  'twas  miniftred, 
And  in's  Spring,  became  a  Harveft ;  Liv'd  in  Court, 
Which  rare  it  is  to  do,  moft  prais'd,  moll  Iov'd, 
A  Sample  to  the  youngeft ;  to  th*  more  Mature, 
A  Glafs  that  featured  them;  and  to  the  Graver, 
A  phild  that  guided  Dotards.     To  his  Miftrefs, 
For  whom  he  now  is  baniiVd,  her  own  Price 
Proclaims  how  me  efteem'd  him ;    and  his  Virtue 
By  her  Election  may  be  truly  read* 
What  kind  of  Man  he  is,  %  Genu 
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1  Gent.  I  honour  him,  e1  en  out  of  your  report. 
But  pray  you  tell  me,  is  Hie  fole  Child  to  th'King$ 

1  Gent.  His  only  Child. 
He  had  two  Sons  fif  this  be  worth  your  hearing, 
Mark  \t)  the  eldeft  of  them,    at  three  Years  oid, 
Pth'  fwathing  Cloaths  the  other,  from  their  Nurfery 
Were  ftoll'n,  and  to  this  Hour,  no  gueis  in  knowledge 
Which  way  they  went. 

2  Gent.  How  long  is  this  ago  ? 

1  Genu  Some  twenty  Years. 

2  Gent.  That  a  King's  Children  fhould  be  fo  convey'd ! 
So  Hackly  Guarded,  and  the  Search  fo  (low 

That  could  not  trace  them . 

i  Gent.  Howfoe'er  'tis  ftrange, 
Or  that  the  Negligence  may  well  be  laugh'd  at, 
Yet  is  it  true,  Sir. 

2  Gent.  I  do  well  believe  you. 

1  Gent.  We  m'jfr,  forbear.     Here  comes  the  Gentleman, 
The  Queen,  and  Princefs.  [Exeunt; 

Enter  the  Queen,  Pofthumus,  Imogen,  and  Attendants. 

Queen.  No,  be  aiTur'd  you  mall  not  find  me,  Daughter, 
After  the  Slander  of  moft  Step-Mothers, 
Evil-ey'd  unto  you :  You're  my  Prifoner,  but 
Your  Goaler  ill  all  deliver  you  the  Keys 
That  lock  up  your  Reftrainr.    For  you,  Pofthumus, 
So  foon  as  I  can  win  th' offended  King, 
I  will  be  known  your  Advocate:  marry  yet 
The  fire  of  Rage  is  in  him,  and  'twere  good 
You  lean'd  unto  his  Sentence,  with  what  Patience 
YourWifdom  may  inform  you. 

Pofl.  Pleafe  your  Highnefs, 
I  will  from  hence  to  Day. 

Gueen.  You  know  the  peril: 
I'll  fetch  a  turn  about  the  Garden,  pitying 
The  Pangs  of  barr'd  Affections,    though  the  King 
Hath  charg'd  you  fhould  not  fpeak  together.  [Exit. 

/mo.   O  diflfembling  Courtefie!  How  fine  this  Tyrant 
Can  tickle  where  (he  wounds!  My  deareft  Husband, 
I  fomething  fear  my  Father's  Wrath,  but  nothing, 
Always  referv'd  my  holy  Duty,  what 

O  4  Hi.< 
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His  Rage  can  do  on  me.     You  muft  be  gone, 

And  I  fhall  here  abide  the  hourly  fhot  O  ,<ww\ 

Of  angry  Eyes:  Not  comforted  to  live, 

But  that  there  is  this  Jewel  in  the  World, 

That  I  may  fee  again. 

Poft.  My  Queen!  my  MiftrefsJ  F  .»■ 

O  Lady,  weep  no  more,  left  I  give  caufe  ttlcll 

To  be  fufpe&ed  of  more  Tendernefs 
Than  dothbecomea  Man.     I  will  remain 
Theloyall'ft  Husband,  that  did  e'er  plight  Troth. 
My  Refidence  in  Rome,  at  one  Philarios        ril  ibid  bnA 
Who  to  my  Father  was  a  Friend,   to  me  ,^03  mi;  I 

Known  but  by  Letter  ;    thither  write,  my  Queen^tw\ 
And  with  mineEyes,  I'll  drink  the  Words  you  fend,  310 1$ 
Though  Ink  be  made  of  Gall. 

Enter  Queen.  \  juiT 

Queen.  Be  brief,    I  pray  you;  u^Y  A 

If  the  King  come,  I  fhall  incur,   I  know  not 
How  much  of  his  Difpleafure — yet  I'll  move  him     [Afide^ 
To  walk  this  way ;  I  never  do  him  wrong, 
But  he  do's  buy  my  Injuries,  to  be  Friends, 
Pays  dear  for  my  Offences.  [Exit* 

Poft.  Should  we  be  taking  have, 
As  long  a  term  as  yet  we  have  to  live, 
The  lothnefs  to  depart,  would  grow;  Adieu. 

Imo.  Nay,  flay  a  little : 
Were  you  but  riding  forth  to  Air  your  felf,    iT.« 
Such  patting  were  too  petty.     Look  here,  Love,  !  A 

This  Diamond  was  my  Mother's;  take  it,    Heart,    - 
But  keep  it  'till  you  woo  another  Wife,  1  O 

When  Imogen  is  dead. 

Poft.  How,  how  ?  Another  I 
You  gentle  Gods,  give  me  but  this  I  have, 
And  fear  up  my  Embracements  from  a  next, 
With  Bonds  of  Death.     Remain,  remain  thou  here, 

[Putting  on  the  Ring* 
While  Senfe  can  keep  it  on:    And  fweeteft,  faireft, 
As  I,  my  poor  felf,  did  exchange  for  you 
To  yourfo  infinite  lofs:  So  in  our  Tiifles 
I  flill  win  of  you.     For  my  fake  wear  this, 
It  is  a  Manacle  of  Love,  I'll  place  it 

[Putting  a  Bracelet  on  her  Arm. 
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Upon  this  faireft  Prifoner.  \™ 

7*00.  O  the  Gods! 
When  fhall  we  fee  again? 

Enter  Cymbcline,  and  Lords. 
Toft.  Alack,  the  Kins  I 

Cym.  Thou  bafeft  thing,  avoid,  hence,  from  m}  Sight : 
If  after  this  command  thou  fraught  the  Court 
With  thy  Unworthinefs,  thou  dyeft.     Away! 
Thou'rt  Poifon  to  my  Blood. 

Poft.  The  Gods  proted:  you,  " 

And  blefs  the  good  Remainders  of  the  Court: 
I  am  «?one.  [Exit* 

/mo.  Th^re  cannot  be  a  pinch  in  death 
More  fharp  than  this  i«. 

Cym.  O  difloyal  thing, 
That  ihould'ft  repair  my  Youth,  thou  heap'ft 
A  Year's  age  on  me. 

Imo.  I  befccch  you,  Sir,  M 

Harm  not  your  fclf  with  your  Vexation, 
I  am  fenfelefs  of  your  Wrath;  a  touch  more  rare 
Subdues  all  Pangs,  all  Fe.<rs. 

Cym.  Paft  Grace?  Obedience? 

Jmo.  Pail  Hope,  and  in  Defpair,  that  way  paft  Grace. 

Cym.  That  mi^ht'ft  have  had  the  fole  Son  of  my  Queen. 

Imo.  O  blelTed  that  I  might  not:  I  chofe  an  Eagle, 
And  did  avoid  a  Puttock. 

Cym.  Thou  took'lt  a  Beggar,  would'ft  have  made  my  Throne 
A  Slat  for  Bafenefs. 

Imo.  No,  I  rather  added  a  Luftre  to  it. 

Cym.  O  thou  vile  one ! 

Imo.  Sir, 
It  is  your  fault  that  I  have  lov'd  Poflhumns :' 
You  bred  him  as  my  Play-fellow,    and  he  is 
A  Man,  worth  any  Woman ;  over-buys  me 
Almoft  the  Sum  he  pays. 

Cym.  What  ?  art  thou  Mad  / 

Imo.  Almoft,    Sir;  Heav'n  reftore  me:  would  I  were 
A  Neat-herds  Daughter,   and  my  Leonatus 
Our  Neighbour-Shepherd's  Son. 

Enter  Queen. 

Cym.  Thou  foolifh  thing; 
They  were  again  together,  you  have  done  Not 
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ine. 

Not  after  our  Command.     Away  with  her, 
And  pen  her  up. 

Queen.  Befeech  your  Patience;   Peace, 
Dear  Lady  Daughter,  peace.     Sweet  Sovereign, 
Leave  us  to  our  felves,  and  make  your  felf  fome  Comfort 
Oat  of  your  beft  Advice. 

Cym.  Nay  let  her  languish 
A  drop  of  Blood  aday,  and  being  aged 
Die  of  this  Folly.  [Exit. 

Enter  Pifanio. 

Queen.  Fie,  you  muft  give  way : 
Here  is  your  Servant.  How  now,  Sir?  What  News? 

Pif.  My  Lord  your  Son,  drew  on  my  Matter. 

Queen.  Hah ! 
No  harm,  I  truft,  is  done? 

Pif  There  might  have  been, 
But  that  my  Milter  rather  play'd  than  fought, 
And  had  no  help  of  Anger:  they  were  parted 
By  Gentlemen,  at  hand. 

Queen.    I  am  very  glad  on't. 

Imo.  Your  Son's  my  Father's  Friend,  he  takes  his  par^ 
To  draw  upon  an  Exile;    O  brave  Sir, 
I  would  they  were  in  Africk,  both  together, 
My  felf  by  with  a  Needle,  that  I  might  prick 
The  goer  back.     Why  came  you  from  your  Matter  ? 

Pif.  On  his  command ;    he  would  not  fuffer  me 
To  bring  him  to  the  Haven:  Left  there  Notes 
Of  what  Commands  I  fhould  be  fubje<5t  to, 
When't  pleafe  you  to  employ  me. 

Queen.  This  hath  been 
Your  faithful  Servant:  I  dare  lay  mine  Honour 
He  will  remain  fo. 

Pif.  I  humbly  thank  your  Highnefs. 

Queen.  Pray  walk  a  while. 

Imo.    About  fome  half  Hour  hence,  pray  you  fpeak  with 
me; 

ITou  (hall,  at  leaft,  go  fee  my  Lord  aboard. 
For  this  time  leave  me.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Cteten,  and  two  Lords. 

i  Lord.  Sir,  I  would  ad vife  you  to  (hift  a  Shirt;  the  Vio» 
Icnce  of  Adion  hath  made  you  reek  as  a  Sacrifice:    Where 
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Air  comes  out,  Air  comes  in:  There's  rone  abroad  fowhol- 
fome  as  that  you  vent. 

Clot,  If  my  Shirt  were  bloody,   then  to  fhift  it ~ 

Have  I  hurt  him  ? 

2  Lord,  No  faith :  Not  fo  much  as  his  Patience. 

i  Lord,  Hurt  him?  His  Body's  a  paflable  Caikafsif  he  be 
not  hurt.  It  is  a  through-fare  for  Sreil  if  it  be  not  hurt. 

2  Lord.  His  Steel  was  in  debt,  it  went  o'th'Back-fide  the 
Town. 

Clot.  The  Villain  would  not  ftand  me. 

2  Lord.  No,   but  he  fled  forward  ftil),  toward  your  Face. 

1  Lord,  Stand  you  f  you  have  Land  enough  of  your  own: 
But  he  added  to  your  having,  gave  you  feme  ground. 

2  Lord.  As  many  Inches,  as  you  ha\e  Ocean*,  Puppies  I 
Clot.  I  would  they  had  not  c<  me  between  us. 

2  Lord.  So  would  I,  'till  you  had  mcafur'd  how  long  a  Fool 
you  were  upon  the  Ground. 

Clot.    And  that  fhefhould  lovethi'.  Fellow,  ardrefufeme! 

2  Lord.  If  it  be  a  Sin  to  make  a  true  Election,  fheisdamn'd. 

i  Lord.  Sir,  as  I  told  you  always,  her  Beauty  and  her  Brain 
go  not  together.  She's  a  good  Sign,  but  I  have  feen  fm&ll 
reflection  of  her  Wit. 

2  Lord.  She  fhines  not  upon  Fools,  left  the  rifle  &  ion 
Should  hurt  her. 

Clot.  Come,  I'll  to  my  Chamber:  would  there  had  been 
fotne  hurt  done. 

2  Lord.  I  wi(h  not  fo,  unlefs  it  had  been  rhe  fall  of  an 
Afs,  which  is  no  great  hurt. 

Clot.  You'll  go  with  us  \ 

i  Lord.  I'll  attend  your  Lord  ill  ip. 

Clot.  Nay  come,  let's  go  together. 

2  Lord.  Well,  my  Lord.  \Extunt. 

Enter  Imogen,  and  Pifanio. 

Imo.  I  would  thou  grew'ft  unto  the  Shores  o'tji'  Haven, 
And  queftioned'ft  ev'ry  Sail:  If  he  fhould  write,, 
And  I  not  have  it,  'twere  a  Paper  loft 
As  offer'd  Mercy  is :  what  was  the  Jaft 
That  hefpake  to  thee? 

Pif.  It  was  his  Queen,  his  Queen. 

Imo.  Then  wav'd  his  Handkerchief? 

Pif.  And  khVd  it3  Madam* 
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Imo.  Senfelefs  Linnen,  happier  therein  than  Is 
And  that  was  ail  ? 

Pif.  No,  Madam ;  for  (o  long 
As  he  could  make  me  with  his  Eyes  or  Ear, 
Diftinguim  him  from  others,  he  did  keep 
The  Deck,  with  Glove,  or  Hat,  or  Handkerchief, 
Still  waving,  as  the  fits  and  ftirrs  oPs  mind 
Could  beft  exprefs  how  flow  his  Soul  fail'd  on, 
How  fwift  his  Ship. 

Imo.  Thou  fhoukTft  have  made  him 
As  little  as  a  Crow,  or  lefs,  e'er  left 
To  after-eye  him. 

Pif.  Madam,  fo  I  did. 

Imo.  I  would  have  broke  mine  Eye-ftrings  ; 
Crack'd  them,  but  to  look  upon  him ;  'till  the  Diminution 
Of  fpace,  had  pointed  him  ftiarp  as  my  Needle; 
Nay,  followed  him,  'till  he  had  melted  from 
The  fmallnefs  of  a  Gnat,  to  air ;  and  then 
Have  turn'd  mine  Eye,  and  wept.  But,  good  Pifamo, 
When  (hall  we  hear  from  him  ? 

Pif  Beaffur'd,  Madam, 
With  his  next  Vantage. 

Imo.  I  did  not  take  my  leave  of  him,  but  had 
Moll  pretty  things  to  fay  ;  E'er  I  could  tell  him 
How  I  would  think  on  him  at  certain  Hours, 
S  uch  thoughts,  and  f  uch  ;  or  I  could  make  him  fwear, 
The  She's  of  Italy  mould  not  betray 
Mine  Intereft,  and  his  Honour;  orhave  charg'dhim 
At  the  fixth  Hour  of  Morn,  at  Noon,  at  Midnight, 
T^encounter  me  with  Oraifons,  for  then 
I  am  in  Heav'n  for  him ;  or  e'er  I  could, 
Give  him  that  parting  Kifs,  which  I  had  fet 
Betwixt  two  charming  words,  comes  in  my  Father, 
And  like  the  tyrannous  breathing  of  the  North, 
Shakes  all  our  buds  from  growing. 

Enter  a  Lady* 

Lady.  The  Queen,  Madam, 
Defires  your  Highnefs  Company. 

Imo.  Thofe  things  I  bid  you  do,  get  them  difpatch'd, 
I  will  attend  the  Queen. 

Pif.  Madam,  I  (hall.  \Exennt. 

SCENE 
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SCENE  II.     Rome. 

Eater  Philario,  Iachimo,  and  4  French  Many 
tjch.  Believe  it,  Sir,  I  have  feen  him  in  Britain  ;  he  was 
then  of  a  Crefcent,  none  expe&ed  to  prove  fo  worthy,  as 
fince  he  hath  been  allowed  the  name  of.  But  I  could  then 
have-  look'd  on  him,  without,  the  help  of  Admiration 
though  the  Catalogue  of  his  endowments  had  been  tabled 
by  his  fide,  and  I  to  perufe  him  by  Items. 

Phil  You  fpeak  of  him  when  he  was  lefs  furniuVd 
than  now  he  is,  with  that  which  makes  him  both  without 
and  within. 

French.  I  have  feen  him  in  France  ;  we  had  very  many 
there,  could  behold  the  Sun,  with  as  firm  Eyes  as  he. 

lach.  This  macter  of  marrying  his  King's  Daughter, 
wherein  he  muft  be  weighed  rather  by  her  value,  than  his 
own,  words  him,  I  doubt  not,  a  great  deal  from  the  matter. 
French.  And  then  his  banifliment.' 
lach.  Ay,  and  the  approbation  of  thofe,  that  weep  this 
lamentable  Divorce  under  her  Colours,  are  wonderfully  to 
extend  him  ;  be  it  but  to  fortifie  her  Judgment,  which 
die  an  eafie  Battery  might  lay  flat,  for  taking  a  Beggar 
without  more  Q^iality.  But  how  comes  it,  he  is  to  fojourn 
with  you  ?  how  creeps  acquaintance  ? 

Phil.  His  Father  and  I  were  Soldiers  together,  to  whom 
I  have  been  often  bound  for  no  lefs  than  my  Life. 

Enter  Pofthumus. 
Here  comes  the  Britain.     Let   him  be  fo  entertained  a- 
monglt  you,  as  fuits  with  Gentlemen  ©f  your  knowing,  to  a 
itranger  of  his  quality.  I  befeech  you  all  be  better  known 
to  this  Gentleman,   whom  I  commend  to  you,  as  a  noble 
Friend  of  mine.  How  worthy  he  is9  I  will  leave  to  appear 
hereafter,  rather  than  ftory  him  in  his  own  hearing. 
French.  Sir,  we  have  known  together  in  Orleance. 
Pofi    Since  when  I  have  been  debter  to  you  for  courte- 
lies,  which  I  will  be  ever  to  pay,  and  yet  pay  ftill. 

French.  Sir,  you  o'er-rate  my  poor  kindnefs;  I  was  glad 
[  did  atone  my  Countryman  and  you;  it  had  been  pity 
you  mould  have  been  put  together,  with  fo  mortal  a  pur- 
pole,  as  then  each  bore,  upon  importance  of  fo  flight  and 
trivial  a  nature.  5 

p*A 
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/*<j/fc  By  your  Pardon,  Sir,  I  was  then  a  young  Traveller; 
rarher,  fhun'd  to  go  even  with  what  I  heard,  than  in  my 
every  Action  to  be  guided  by  others  experiences :  but  upon 
iny  mended  Judgment,  if  I  offend  not  to  fay  it  is  mended, 
tny  Quarrel  was  not  altogether  fhghtr  <ft 

French.  Faith  yes,  to  be  put  to  the  arbitrament  of  Swords; 
and  by  fuch  two,  that  would  by  all  likely  hood  have  con- 
founded one  the  other,  or  have  fain  both. 

lacb.  Can  we  with  manners,  ask  what  was  the  Diffe- 
rence ? 

French.  Safely,  I  think,  'twas  a  Contention  in  publick, 
which  may,  without  Contradiction,  fuffer  the  report.  It 
was  much  like  an  Argument  that  h\\  out  laft  night,  where 
each  of  us  ftll  in  Praife  of  our  Country- Miftreffos.  This 
Gentlemin  at  that  time  vouching,  and  upon  Warrant  of 
bloody  Affirmation,  his  to  be  more  Fair,  Virtuous,  Wife, 
Chaft,  Conilanr,  Qualified,  and  lefs  attemptible  than  any, 
the  rareft  of  our  Ladies  in  France. 

Jjch.  That  Lady  is  not  now  living;  or  this  Gentleman's 
Opinion  by  this  worn  out. 

Poft.  She  holds  her  Virtue  ft  ill,  and  I  my  Mind. 

Lfch.  You  mufi  not  fo  far  prefer  her,  'fore  ours  of 
Italy. 

Poft.  Being  fo  far  provok'd  as  I  was  in  France ;  I  would 
abate  her  nothing,  thou  I  profefs  my  felf  her  Adorer,  not 
her  Friend.  ;LKte 

fach.  As  fair,  and  as  good;  a  kind  of  Hand  in  Hand 
companfon,  had  been  fomething  too  fair,  and  too  good  for 
any  Lady  in  Br  it  any  :  if  (he  went  before  others,  Ihavefeen; 
a^  that  Diamo-d  of  yours  out  lufters  many  I  have  beheld; 
I  could  not  believe  (he  excelled  many  ;  but  I  have  not  leen 
the  moft  precious  Diamond  that  is,  nor  you  the  Lady. 

Poft.  I  prais'd  her,  as  I  rated  her  ;  fo  do  I  my  Stone. 

fach*  What  do  you  efteem    it  at  ? 

Poft.  More  than  the  World  enjoys. 

fuch.  Either  your  unparagon'd  Miftrefs  is  dead,  or  flie's 
out-priz'd  by  a  Trifle. 

Pcfi.    You  are  miftaken ;    the  one  may  be  fold  or  given, 
if  there  were  Wealth  enough  for  the  Purchafe,  or  Merit  tor  rhe 
Gift.     The  other  is  not  a  thing  for  Sale,  and  only  the  Gift 
.  of  ihe  Gods. 

faihe 
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lack  Which  the  Gods  have  given  you  ? 

Poftt  Which  by  their  Graces  I  will  keep. 

lack.  You  may  wear  her  in  title  yours ;  bur,  you  know, 
ftrange  Fowle  light  upon  neighbouring  Ponds.  Your  ring 
may  be  ftoln  too  ;  fo  your  Brace  of  unprizeable  Eftimations, 
the  one  is  but  frail,  and  the  other  cafual.  A  cunning  Thief, 
or  a,  that  way,  accomplish 'd  Courtier,  would  hazard  the 
winning  both  of  firft  and  laft. 

Poft.  Your  Italy  contains  none  fo  accompli ftVd  a  Cour- 
tier to  convince  the  Honour  of  my  Miftrefs ;  if  in  the  hol- 
ding or  lofs  of  that,  you  term  her  frail,  I  do  nothing  doubt 
you  have  ftore  of  Thieves>  notwithftanding  I  fear  not  tvy 
Ring. 

Phil.  Let  us  leave  here,  Gentlemen. 

Poft.  Sir,  with  all  my  Heart.  This  worthy  Signior,  I 
thank  him,  makes  no  ftranger  of  me,  we  are  familiar  at 
firft. 

lach.  With  five  times  fo  much  Converfation,  I  fhould 
get  ground  of  your  fair  Miftrefs  ;  make  her  go  back,  even 
to  the  yielding,  had  I  admittance>  and  opportunity  to 
Friend. 

Poft.  No,  no. 

Inch.  I  dare  thereupon  pawn  the  Moiety  of  my  Eftate, 
to  your  Ring,  which  in  myOpinion  o'er-values  it  fomething : 
but  I  make  my  wager  rather  againft  your  Confidence,  than 
her  Reputation.  And  to  bar  your  Offence  herein  too,  I 
durft  attempt  it  againft  any  Lady  in  the  World. 

Poft.  You  are  a  great  deal  abus'd  in  too  bold  a  perfwa- 
fion;  and«I  doubt  not  you'd  fuftain  what  you're  worthy  of, 
by  your  Attempr. 

Inch.  What's  that  t 

Poft.  A  Repulfe ;  though  ycur  Attempt,  as  you  call  it, 
deferves  more  ;  a  Punifliment  too. 

Phil.  Gentlemen,  enough  of  this,  it  came  in  too  fud- 
denly,  let  it  die  as  it  was  born,  and  I  pray  you  be  better 
acquainted. 

lach.  Would  I  had  put  my  Eftalte,  and  my  Neighbours* 
on  th*  approbation  of  what  I  have  fpoke. 

Poft.  What  Lady  would  you  chufe  to  aflail  ? 

lach.  Yours;  whom  in  conftancy  you  think  ftards  fo 
fefe.     I  will  lay  you  ten  thoufard  Duckets  to  your  Ring; 

thit 
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that  commend  me  to  the  Court  where  your  Lady  is,  with 
no  more  Advantage  than  the  opportunity  of  a  fecond  con- 
ference, and  I  will  bring  from  thence,  that  honour  of  hers, 
which  you  imagine  fo  referv'd* 

Poft.  I  will  wage  againft  your  Gold,  Gold  to  it  :  My 
Ring  I  hold  dear  as  my  Finger,  'tis  part  of  it. 

Iachm  You  are  a  Friend,  and  therein  the  wifer ;  if  you 
buy  Ladies  flefli  at  a  Million  a  Dram,  you  cannot  preferve 
it  from  tainting  ;  but  I  fee  you  have  fome  Religion  in  you, 
that  you  fear. 

Poft.  This  is  but  a  Cuftom  in  your  Tongue;  you  bear 
a  graver  Purpofe,  I  hope. 

Iaeh.  I  am  the  Mafter  of  my  Speeches,  and  would  un- 
dergo what's  fpoken,  I  fwear. 

Poft.  Will  you  *  I  mail  but  lend  my  Diamond  'till  your 
return  ;    let  there  be   Covenants    drawn    between's.     My 
Miftrefs  exceeds  in  goodnefs,  the  hugenefs  of  your  unwor- 
thy things.     I  dare  you  to  this  match  ;  here's  my  Ring. 
Phil.  I  will  have  it  no  lay. 

Iach.  By  the  Gods  it  is  one  ;  if  I  bring  you  not  fufficient 
Teftimony  that  I  have  enjoy'd  the  deareft  bodily  part  of 
your  Miftrefs  ;  my  ten  thoufand  Duckets  are  yours,  fo  is 
your  Diamond  too ;  if  I  come  off,  and  leave  her  in  fuch 
Honour  as  you  have  truft  in  ;  (he  your  Jewel,  this  your 
Jewel,  and  my  Gold  are  yours ;  provided  f  have  your  com- 
mendation, for  my  more  entertainment. 

Poft.  I  embrace  thefe  Condition?,  let  us  have  Articles 
betwixt  us ;  only  thus  far  you  mall  anfwer;  if  you  make 
your  Voyage  upon  her,  and  give  me  directly  to  underftand, 
you  have  prevail'd,  I  am  no  further  your  Enemy,  me  is 
not  worth  our  Debate.  If  fhe  remain  unfeduc'd,  you  not 
making  it  appear  otherwife  ;  for  your  ill  Opinion,  and  th'afc 
fault  you  have  made  to  her  Chaftity,  you  mall  anfwer  me 
with  your  Sword. 

lack  Your  Hand,  a  Covenant ;  we  will  have  thefe  thing* 
fet  down  by  lawful  Counfel,  and  ftraight  away  for  Britain, 
left  the  Bargain  mould  catch  cold,  and  ftarve  ;  I  will  fetch 
my  Gold,  and  have  our  two  Wagers  recorded. 
Poft.  Agreed. 

French.  Will  this  hold,  think  you  t  ; 
Phil.  Sicnior  lachimo  will  '^t  from  it. 
Pray  let  us  follow  'em.  -  [ExettKh 

«  C  E  N  E 
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SCENE  III.  CymbelineV  Palace. 

Enter  Queen,  Ladies,  and  Cornelius  with  a  Viol. 

Queen*   While  yet  the  Dew's  on  Ground   gather  thofe 
Flowers. 
Make  hafte.    Who  has  the  Note  of  them  f 
Ladies.  I,  Madam. 

Queen.  Difpatch.  '[Exeunt  Ladies. 

Now  Matter  Doctor,  have  you  brought  thofr  Drug?  t 

Cor.  Pleafethyour  Highncfs,  Ay;  here  th  y  are,  Madam; 
But  I  bereech  your  Grace,  without  Offence 
My  Confcience  bids  me  ask,  wherefore  you  hive 
Commanded  of  me  thefe  mod  poifonous  Compounds, 
VVhich  are  the  movers  of  a  languifliing  D^ath; 
But  though  flow,  deadly. 

Queen.    I  wonder,   Doctor, 
Thou  ask'/t  me  fuch  a  Qaeftion  ;  have  I  not  been 
Thy  Pupil  long  ?  haft  thou  not  learn'd  me  how 
To  make  Perfumes  ?  Difri!  I  Preferve  ?  Yea  fo, 
That  our  great  King  himfelf  doth  woe  me  ofc 
For  my  Confections/  Having  thus  far  proceeded, 
Vnkis  thou  think'ft  me  devilifli,  is  it  not  meet 
That  I  did  ampiifie  my  Judgment  in 
Other  Conclufions  ?  I  will  try  the  Forces 
Of  thefe  thy  Compounds,  on  fuch  Creatures  as 
We  count  not  worth  the  hanging,  but  none  human, 
To  try  the  Vigor  of  them,  and  apply 
Allayments  to  their  Act,  and  by  them  gather 
Their  feveral  Virtues,  and  effects. 

Cor.  Your  Highnels 
Shall  from  this  Practice,  but  make  hard  your  Heart  j 
Befides,  the  feeing  thefe  Effects  will  be 
Both  noyfome  and  infectious* 
Queen.  O  content  thee. 

Enter  Pifanio. 
Here  comes  a  fluttering  Rafcal,  upon  him  t^M. 

Will  I  firft  work  ;   he's  for  his  Msfler,  / 

And  Enemy  to  my  Son.    How  now,  Pifanio  ? 
Doctor,  your  Service  for  this  time  is  ended, 
Take  your  own  way, 

Voi-  VI-  H  at. 
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Cor..  I  do  fufpeft  you,  Madam.  \_Afide. 

But  you  (hall  do  no  harm. 

Queen.-  Hark  thee  a  word.  [To  Pifanio. 

Co;,  i  do  not  like  h:r.   She  doth  th"tk  fhe  has 
Strai  gc  lingering  jPoifohs ;  I  do  know  her  Spirit, 
And  will  not  trufl:  one  of  her  Malice,  with 
A  drag  of  fuch  damrnd  Nature.   Thofe  fhe  has, 
Will  itupifie  ad  cull  the  Settfe  a  while, 
Which  fii  ft  perchance  fhe'il  prove  on  Cats  and  Dogs* 
Then  afterward  up  higher ;  but  th;re  is 
No  Danger  in  what  mew  of  Dtcth  it  makes, 
More  than  the  locking  up  the  Spirits  a  time, 
To  be  more  frefh,  reviving.     She  is  fool'd 
With  a  moft  falfe  effect ;  and  I  the  truer, 
So  to  be  falfe  with  her. 

Queen.  No  further  Service,  Doctor, 
Until  I  fend  for  thee. 

Cor.  I  humbly  take  my  leave.  [Exit. 

Queen.  Weeps  fhe  ftill,  fayeft  thou?  Doft  thou  think  in 
"time 
She  will  not  quench,  and  let  Inftrudions  enter 
Where  folly  now  pcffefles  ?  do  thou  work; 
When  thou  malt  bring  me  word  me  loves  my  Son, 
I'll  tell  thee  on  the  inflant,  thou  art  then 
vAs  great  as  is  thy  Mafter ;  greater  ;  for 
His  Fortunes  all  lye  fpeechlefs,  and  his  Name 
Is  at  laft  Gafp.    Return  he  cannot,  norJSn? 
Continue  where  he  is  ;  to  fhift  his  being, 
Is  to  exchange  one  Mifery  with  another, 
And  every  Day  that  come%  comes  to  decay 
A  Day's  Work  in  him.    What  fhalt  thou  expe& 
To  be  depender  on  a  thing  that  leans? 
Who  cannot  be  new  busk,  nor  has  n:>  Friends 
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S  j  much,  as  but  to  prop  him  *  thoutakeftup 

[Pifonio  looking  on  the  PtoL 
Thou  know'fr  not  what;  but  take  it  for  thy  Labour, 
It  is  a.  thing  I  make,  which  hath  the  King 
Five  times  redeemed  from  Death  ;  I  do  not  know 
Whar  is  more  Cordial.    Nay  I  prethee  take  it, 

It  is  an  earneft  of  a  farther  good 

That 
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That  I  mean  to  thee.     Tell  thy  Miftrefs  how 
The  Cafe  (lands  with  her ;  do't,  as  from  thy  felf: 
Think  what  a  chance  thou  chanceft  on,  but  think 
Thou  haft  thy  Miftrefs  ftill;  to  boot,  my  Son, 
Who  (hall  take  Notice  of  thee.  Hi  move  the  King 
To  any  fhape  of  thy  Preferment,  fuch 
As  thou'lt  defire  j  and  then  my  felf,  I  chiefly 
That  fet  thee  on  to  this  Deferr,  am  bound 

To  load  thy  Merit  richly.  Call  my  Women.  [£#/>  Pifanio. 
Think  on  my  words—.  A  flye,  and  conftant Knave, 

Not  to  be  fhak'd  ;  the  Agent  for  his  Mafter, 

And  the  Remembrancer  of  her,  to  hold 

The  Hand  faft  to  her  Lord.  I  have  given  him  that, 

Which  if  he  take,  fhall  quite  unpeople  her 

Of  Leidgers  for  her  Sweet  ;  and  which  fhe  after, 

Except  fhe  bend  her  humor,  fhall  be  affur'd 

To  tafte  of  too. 

Enter  Pifanio,  and  Ladies, 

So>  fo  ;  well  done,  well  done  ', 

The  Violets,  Cowflips,  and  the  Prim-Rofes. 

Bear  to  my  Clofet ;  fare  thee  well,  Pifanio^ 

Think  on  my  words.  [Exit  Queen  and  Ladies. 

Pi/a.  And  fhall  do  : 

But  when  to  my  good  Lord,  I  prove  untrue, 

rilchoak  my  felf;  there's  all  I'll  do  for  you.  [Exit. 

Enter  Imogen  alone. 
Imo.  A  Father  cruel,  and  a  Stepdame  falfe, 

A  foolifh  Suiter  to  a  wedded  Lady, 

That  hath  her  Husband  banifh'd—  0,that  Husband  ! 

Myfupream  Crown  of  Grief,  and  thofe  repeated 

Vexations  of  it  —  had  I  been  Thief-ftoln,  . 

As  my  two  Brothers,  happy  ;  but  moft  nrferable 

Is  the  Defire  that's  Glorious.    Bleffed  be  rhofe 

How  mean  fo  e'er,  that  have  their  honeft  Wills, 

Which  Seafons  comfort.    Who  may  this  be  ?  Fie  J 
Enter  Pifanio,  and  lachimo. 
Pi/  Madam,  a  noble  Gentleman  of  Rome, 

Comes  from  my  Lord  with  Letters. 
lach.  Change  you,  Madam  ? 

The  worthy  Leonatm  is  in  fafety, 

And  greets  your  Highnefs  dearly. 

H  %  Imo. 
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/mo.  Thanks,  good  Sir, 
You're  kindly  welcome.  aisfasl/ 

7*cib.  All  of  her,  that  is  out  of  door,  mod  rich  !         ,q 
If  me  be  furmuYd  with  a  mind  fo  rare, 
She  is  alone  th*  Arabian  Bird  ;  andtft  ^rW 
Have  loft  the  Wager.    Boldnefs  be  my  Friend  ; 
Arm  me  Audacity  from  Head  to  Foot. 
Or  like  the  Parthian  I  mall  flying  Fight,  J;^, 

Rather  directly  flye. 

Imogen  reads. 

He  is  one  of  the  Nobleft  Note,  to  whofe  kindnejfes  I  am 
mofi  Infinitely  tyed.  Reflect  upon  him  accordingly,  as  you  value 
your  trufl.  Leonatus. 

So  far  I  read  aloud. 
But  even  the  very  middle  of  my  Heart 
Is  warmed  by  th'  reft,  and  take  it  thankfully. 
You  are  as  welcome,  worthy  Sir,  as  I 
Have  words  to  bid  you,  and  ill  all  find  it  fo 
In  all  that   I  can  do.  Mni|Bb  flA 

Iach.  Thanks,  faireft  Lady  ; 
What,  are  Men  mad?  hath  Nature  given  them  Eyes 
To  fee  this  vaulted  Arch,  and  the  rich  Crop 
Of  Sea  and  Land,  which  can  diftinguifh  'twixt^  „t 
The  fiery  Orbs  above,  and  the  twinn'd  Stones 
Upon  the  number'd  Beach  ?  and  can  we  not 
Partition  make  with  Spectacles  fo  precious 
'Twixt  fair,  and  foul  ?  ;  SJ|  ^^  ^ 

Imo.  What    makes  your  Admiration?       rj  ! i i VV  .&» 

Iach.  It  cannot  be  i'th'  Eye  ;  for  Apes,  and  Monkey s, 
'Twixttwo  fuch  She's,  would  chatter  this  way,  and 
Contemn  with  mo wes  the  other.  Nor  i'th5  j udgment ; 
For  Ideots  in  this  Cafe  of  Favour,   would 
Be  wifely  definit.    Nor  in  the  Appetite, 
Sluttery  to  fuch  neat  excellence  oppos'd, 
Should  make  Defire  vomit  emptinefs, 
Not  fo  allur'd  to  fetd. 

Imo.  What  is  the  matter  trow  ? 

Iach.  The  cloyed  Will, 
That  fatiate  yet  unfatisfy'd  Defire,  that  Tub 
Both  fill'd  and  running  :  Ravening  firft  the  Lamb, 
Longs  after  for  the  Garbage  ■     ■    ■    ■« 

Imol 
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Imo.  What,  dear  Sir, 
Thus  raps  you  ?  are  you  well  ? 

lach.  Thanks,  Madam,  well;  befeechyou,  Sir, 
Defue   my  Man's  abode,  where  I  did  leave  him; 
He's  ftrange  and  peevim.  [To  Pifanio. 

Pif.  I  was  going,  Sir, 
To  give  him  welcome. 

Imo.  Continues  well  my  Lord  f 
His  Health,  befeech  you  ? 
lack  Well,  Madam. 

Imo.  Is  he  diipos'd  to  Mirth  ?  I  hope  he  is. 
'  lach.  Exceeding  pleafant;  none  a  ft  ranger  there, 
So  merry,  and  (o  gamefome ;  he  is  call'd 
The  Britain  Reveller. 

Imo.  When  he  was  here 
He  did  incline  to  fadnefs,  and  oft  times 
Not  knowing  why. 

Inch.  I  never  faw  him  Tad. 
There  is  a  Frenchman  his  Companion,  one 
An  eminent  Moniieur,  that  it  feems  much  loves 
A  Gallian-G'irl  at  home.    He  Furnaces 
The  thick  fides  from  him  ;   whiles  the  jolly  Britain, 
Your  Lord  I  mean,  laughs  from's  free  Lungs,  cries  oh!— - 
Can  my  fides  hold,  to  think,  that  Man  who  knows 
By  Hiftory,  Report,  or  his  own  proof 
What  Woman  is,  yea,  what  Die  cannot  chufe 
But  muft  be,  wilfs  free  Hours  languiih, 
For  aflur'd  Bondage  ? 

Imo.  Will  my  Lord  fay  fo  ? 

lack   Ay,  Madam,  with  his  Eyes  in  flood  with  laughter, 
It  is  a  Recreation  to  be  by 
And  hear  him  mock  the  Frenchman  : 
But  Heav'ns  know  fome  Men  are  much  to  blame. 
Imo.  Not  he,  I  hope. 

lack    Not  he.     But  yet  Heav'ns  Bounty  towards  him, 
might 
Be  us'd  more  thankfully.    In  himfelf  'tis  much  ; 
In  you,  which  I  account  his  beyond  all  Talents, 
Whilfl  I  am  bound  to  wonder,  I  am  bound 
To  pity  too. 

H  3 
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Imo.  What  do  you  pity,  Sir  ? 

Inch,  Two  Creatures  heartily. 

Imo.  Am  I  one,  Sir  ? 
You  look  on  me ;  what  wrack  difcern  you  in  me 
Deferves  your  Pity  ? 

lach.  Lamentable  /  what 
To  hide  me  from  the  radiant  Sun,  and  fclace 
I'th'  Dungeon  by  a  Snuff  t 

Imo.  I  pray  you,  Sir, 
Deliver  with  more  opennefs  your  Anfwers 
To  my  Demands.    Why  do  you  pity  me  / 

I*th.  That  others  do, 
I  was  about  ro  fay,  enjoy  your  >  but 

It  is  an  Office  of  the  Gods  to  venge  it, 
Not  mine  to  (pfak  on't. 

/*»•   You  do  fcem  to  know 
Something  of  me,  or  what  concerns  me  ;  pray  you 
Since  doubting  things  go  ill,  often  hurts  more, 
Than  to  be  fure  they  do, ;   For  certainties 
Etcher  ae  part  Remedies;  or  timely  knowing, 
The  Remedy  then  born  ;  Difcover  to  me 
What  both  you  fpur  and  flop. 

lack  Had  I  this  Cheek 
To  brth  my  Lips  upon  ;  this  Hand,    whofe  touch, 
Wrnfe  very  touch  would  force  the  feeler's  Soul 
To  ih"  Oath  of  Loyalty;  this  object,  which 
Takes  Prifoner,  the  wild  Motion  of  mine  Eye, 
Fixing  it  only  here  ;  fhould  I,  damn'd  then, 
Slaver  with  Lips  as  common  as  the  Stairs 
That  mount  the  Capitol  ?  join  Gripes,  with  Hands 
Made  hard  with  hourly  Fa;fhocd  as  with  Labour  f 
Then  glad  my  feif  by  peeping  in  an  Eye 
Bafe  and  unluftrious  as  the  fmoaky  Light 
That's  f  d  with  {linking  Tallr.w  ?  it  were  fit 
That  all  the  Plagues  of  Hell  ftiould  at  one  time 
Encounter  fuch  Revolt. 

Imo.  My  Lord,  I  fear, 
Has  £  rpot  Britain. 

lack   A  d      m    If ;   net  I 
Inclm'd  10  rhis  Intelligence,   pronounce 
The  B^gaiy  of  his  Charge  ;  but 'tis  yourkGraces 
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That  from  my  muteft  Confcience,  to  my  Tongue, 
Charms  this  report  out. 

Imo.  Let  me  hear  no  more. 

Iach.  O  deareft  Soul !  your  Caufe  doth  ftrike  my  Heart 
With  Pity,  that  doth  imke  me  fkk.    A  Lady 
So  fair,  and  faftned  to  an  Empery, 
Would  make  the  great'ft  King  double,  to  be  partncr'd 
With  Tomboys  hir'd,  with  that  (elf  Exhibition 
Which  your  own  Coffers  yield!  with  dif  ;s  d  ventures 
That  play  with  all  infirmities  for  Gold, 
Which  rottenness  can  knd  Nature  !   Such  boy  I'd  fluff 
As  well  might  poifon  Poifon  I  Be  reveng'd, 
Or  (he  that  bore  you  was  no  Queen,    and  you 
Recoil  from  your  great  Stock. 

Imo.  Reveng'd  ! 
How  fhouldlbe  reveng'd  if  this  be  true,' 
As  I  have  fuch  a  Heart,  that  both  mine  Ears 
Mud  not  in   hafte  abife,  if  it  be  true, 
How  fh all  I  be  reveng'd  $ 

Iach.  Shou  d  he  make  me 
Live  like  Diana's  Prieft,  betwixt  cold  Sheets  ; 
Whiles  he  is  Vaulting  variable  Ramps 
In  your  Defpighr,  upon  your  Pu  fe  ;  revenge  it* 
I  dedicate  my  felf  to  your  f  weet  Pleafure, 
More  Noble  than  that  Runagate  to  your  Bed, 
And  will  continue  faft  to  your  Affection, 
Still  clofe,  as  fur?. 

Imo.  What  ho,  Pifamo    ! . 

Iach.  Let  me   my  Service  tender  on  your  Lips.  > 

Imo    Away,  I  do  condemn  mine  Ears,  that  have 
So  long  attended  thee.   If  thou  wert  honourable 
Thou  wouldft   have  told  this  Tale  for  Virtue,  not 
For  fuch  an  end  thou  feek'lr,  as  bafe,  as  ftrange : 
Thou  wrong'ft  a  Gentleman,  who  is  as  far 
From  thy  Report,  as  thou  from  Honour ;  and 
Solicit'ft  here  a  Lady,  that  difdains 
Thee,  and  the  D:vil  alike.  What,  ho,  Pifaniol — ■• 
The  King  my  Father  mall  be  made  acquainted 
Of  thy  Affault  ;    if«he  (hall  think  it  fit, 
A  fawcy  Stranger  in  his  Court,  to  Mart 
As  in  i  Romifi  Stew,  and  to  Expound 

H  4 
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His  beaftly  Mind  to  us ;  he  hath  a  Court  Qo1  ^  T  tnA, 

He  little  c^es  tor,  and  a  Daughter,  whom 

He  not  refpects  at  all.    Whjt  ho,  Pifamol 

lacb.  O  happy  LeonatMS,  I  may  fay, 
The  Credit  that  thy  Lacy  hathc  £  thee  n    '     boA 

Defeves   hy  truff,  and  thy  moft  pcrfeft  goodnefs 
Her  ailurd  Credir ;  bleffcd  live  you  long, 
A  Lady  to  the  worthieft  Sir,  tha-   ever 
Country  call  d  his  ;  acd  you  his  Miftfe^,  only'd  |        ^jA 
For  the  molt  worthieft  Fit.  Give  me  your  paidon. 
I  have  fpoke  this,  to  know  if  your  Affiance 
Were  deeply  rooted,  and  (hail  make  your  Lord, 
That  which  he  is,  new  o'er  ^  and  he  is  one 
The  traeft  manned  [Yuen  a  hofy  Witch,  h  ' 

That  he  jnchams  Societies  into  him  :  ,  ^0£  i 

Half  all  Mens  Hearts  are  his. 

Imo.  You  make  amend?.  ^ 

lack.  He  fits  amongft  Men,  Lke  a  defcended  Go^6  ^ 
He  hath  a  kind  of  Honour  fets  him  off/**  , 
More  than  a  mortal  feeming.    Be  not  angry, 
Moft  mighty  Princefs,  that  I   have  adventur'd 
To  try  jour  taking  of  a  falfe  Report,  which  hatfcuc 
Honour'd  with  Confirmation  your  great  Judgment,'. M  <fo  oT 
In  the  Election  of  a  Sir,  fo  rare, 

Which  you  know  cannot  err.  The  Love  I  hear  him,.  *  ^g 
Made  me  to  fan  you  thus,  but  the  Gods  made  you,  y^  bnA 
Unlike  all  others,  chafflcfi.    Pray,  your  Pardon. 

Imo.  All's  well,    Sir  ;    take  my  Power  i'th*  Court  £©*- 
yours. 

laeh.  My  humble  Thanks;  I  had  almoft  forgot  h 
T'intreat  your  Grace,  but  in  a  fmall  requeft, 
And  yet  of  Moment  toe,  for  it  concerns 
Your  Lord  ;  my  feif,  and  other  Noble  Friends 
Are  Partners  in  the  Bufineff. 

Imo    P  ,y  what  isV  f  Ml<^  -  *  T  TJ 

Inch.  Some  dozen  Romans  of  us,  and  your  Lord,  \f  v 
The  beft  F  ather  of  our  Wing,  have  mingled  Sum* H  nc  bsi* 
T^  bny  a  Prefenc  for  the  Emperor  ;       ,  kj  i\Dm  23<jA> 

Which  U  the  Factor  for  the  reft,  have  done  ^{d  \0  ?rlnQ 
In  France ;  'tis  Pla'e  of  rare  Device,  and  Jewels    vt*l  i 
Of  rich  and  exejuifice  Form,  their  Values  ereat^a  w>y  rfiiw 

And 
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And  I  am  fomething  curious,  being  ftrange, 

To  have  them  in  fafe  ftowage :  May  it  pleafe  you 

To  take  them  in  Protection. 

Imo.  Willingly; 
And  pawn  mine  Honour  for  their  Safety,  fince 
My  Lord  hath  tntereft  in  them,   I  will  keep  them 
In  my  Bed-chamber. 

lach.  They  are  in  a  Trunk 
Attended  by  my  Men:  I  will  make  bold 
To  fend  them  to  you,  only  for  this  Night; 
I  muft  aboard  to  Morrow. 

Imo.  O  no,  no. 

Iacb.  Yer,  I  befeech  you:    Or  I  (hall  fliort  my  word 
By  lengthening  my  return.     From  Gallia, 
I  croft  the  Seas  on  purpofe,  and  on  promife 
To  fee  your  Grace. 

Imo.    I  thank  you  for  your  Pains; 
But  not  away  to  Morrow. 

lack.  O,  I  muft  Madam. 
Therefore  I  fhall  befeech  you,  if  you  pleafe 
To  greet  your  Lord  with  writing,   do't  to  Night, 
I  have  out-ftood  my  time,  which  is  material 
To  th'  tender  of  our  Prefent. 

Imo,  I  will  write: 
Send  your  Trunk  to  me,    it  (hall  be  fafe  kepr, 
And  truly  yielded  you:    You're  very  welcome.     [Exemt. 

1  1  ■  "ii  1        --  


A  C  T     II.      SCENE     I. 

SCENE  TheTalace. 

Enter  Cloten,  and  two  Lords. 

Clot'\KThS  there  ever  Man  had  fuch  luck!  when  Ikifs'd 

u  j  the  Ja°^  Upon  an  UP'caft>   t0  be  Hit  away!  I 

had  an  Hundred  pound  on't ;  and  then  a  whorfon  Jack-an- 
Apes  mult  take  me  upjor  Swearing,  as  if  I  borrow'dmine 
Oaths  of  him,  and  might  not  fpend  them  at  my  Pleafure. 

i  Lord.  What  got  he  by  that?  you  have  broke  his  Pate 
with  your  Bowl, 

j  z  Lord. 
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me. 

i  Lord.  If  his Withadbeenlikehim that  brokeit;  itwould 
have  run  all  out. 

Qot.  When  a  Gentleman  is  difpofed  to  fwear;  it  is  not 
for  any  ftanders  by  to  curtail  his  Oaths.     Ha?- 

2  Lord,  No,  my  Lord;  nor  crop  the  Ears  of  them. 

Clot.  Whorfon  Dog  J  I  give  him  fatisfa&ion  ?  Would 
he  had  been  one  of  my  Rank. 

2  Lord.  To  have  fmelt  like  a  Fool. 

Clop.  I  am  not  vext  more  at  any  thing  in  the  Earth, — a 
Pox  on*t.  I  had  rather  not  be  fo  Noble  as  I  am ;  they  dare 
not  Fight  with  me,  becaufe  of  the  Queen  my  Mother;  every 
Jack-flave  hath  his  Belly  full  of  Fighting,  and  I  muft  go 
up  and  down  like  a  Cock,  that  no  body  can  match. 

2  Lord.  You  are  a  Cock  and  a  Capon  too,  and  you  crow 
Cock,  with  your  Comb  on.  [Ajide. 

Clot.  Say'ft  thou  / 

2  Lord.  It  is  notfityour  Lordfhip  fhould  undertake  every 
Companion,  that  you  give  offence  to. 

Clot.  No,  I  know  that:  But  it  is  fit  I  fhould  commit 
Offence  to  my  Inferiors, 

2  Lord.  Ay,  it  is  fit  for  your  Lordfhip  only. 

Clot.  Why  f0  I  fay. 

i  Lord.  Did  you  hear  of  a  Stranger  that's  come  to  Court  to 
Night? 

Clot.  A  Stranger,  and  I  not  know  on't? 

2  Lord    He's  a  ftrange  Fellow  himfelf,  and  knows  it  not. 

i  Lord.  There's  an  Italian  come,  and  'tis  thought  one  of 
Leonaims  Friends. 

Clot.  Leonatml  A  banifli'd  Rafcal;  and  he's  another, 
wherefoever  he  be.     Who  told  you  of  this  Stranger? 

i  Lord.  One  of  your  Lordfhip's  Pages. 

Clot.  Is  it  fit  I  went  to  look  upon  him?  Is  there  no  de- 
rogation in't? 

2  Lord.  You  cannot  derogate,  my  Lord. 

Clot.  Not  eaflJy,  I  think. 

2  Lord.  You  are  a  Fool  granted,  therefore  your  I  flues 
being  F  >oIi:ri,  do  not  derogate. 

Clot.  Come,  V\l  go  fee  this  Italian'.  What  I  have  loft  to 
day  at  Bowls,  1'il  win  to  Night  of  him.     Come;  go. 

2  Lord.  I'll  attend  your  Lordfhip.  [Exit  Clot. 

That  fuch  a  crafty  Devil  as  is  his  Mother, 

Should 


Cymbelinc.  r77* 

Should  yield  the  World  this  Afs:  A  Woman,  that 
Bears  all  down  with  her  Brain,  and  this  her  Son, 
Cannot  take  Two  from  Twenty  for  his  Heart, 
And  leave  Eighteen.     Alas  poor  Princefs, 
Thou  divine  Imogen^  what  thou  endur'ft, 
Betwixt  a  Father  by  thy  Seep-dame  govern'd, 
A  Mother  hourly  coining  Plots ;  a  Wooer, 
More  hateful  than  the  foul  Expulfion  is 
Of  thy  dear  Husband,  than  that  horrid  A6t 

O*  the  divorce he'll  make  the  Heav'ns  hold  firm 

The  Wallsofthy  dear  Honour;  Keep  unfhak'd 

That  Temple  thy  fair  Mind,   that  thou  may'ft  ftand 

T*  enjoy  thy  banifh'd  Lord:  And  this  great  Land.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE   II.  A  magnificent  Bedchamler,  in 
one  part  of  it  a  large  Trunk. 

Imogen  is  difeover'd  reading  in  her  Bed>  a  Lady  attending* 

Imo.  Who's  there  I  My  Woman  Helen  ? 

Lady.  Pleafe  you,  Madam- 

Imo.  What  Hour  is  it? 

Lady.  Almoft  Midnight,  Madam. 

Imo.  I  have  read  three  Hours  then,  mine  Eyes  are  weak, 

Fold  down  the  Leaf  where  I  have  left;  to  Bed 

Take  not  away  the  Taper,  leave  it  burning : 
And  if  thou  canft  awake  by  four  oW  Clock, 

I  prithee  call  me Sleep  hath  feiVd  me  wholly.  [Exit  Lady. 

To  your  protection  I  commend  me,  God?, 
From  Fairies,  and  the  Tempters  of  the  Night, 
Guard  me,  befeech  ye.  [Sleeps. 

[Iachimo  rijes  from  the  Trunks 

Jach.  The  Crickets  fing,  and  Man's  o'er-labour'd  Senfe, 
Repairs  it  felf  by  reft:  Our  Tarquin  thus 
Did  foftly  prefs  the  Rufhes,   e'er  he  waken'd 
The  Chaftity  he  wounded.     Cytherea, 
How  bravely  thou  becom'ft  thy  Bed  I  Frefh  Lilly; 
And  whiter  than  the  Sheets!   That  I  might  touch, 

But  kifs,  one  kifs Rubies  unparagon'd, 

How  dearly  they  do't 'Tis  her  Breathing  that 

Perfumes  the  Chamber  thus:  the  Fiame  o'th' Taper 

Bows 
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Bows  toward  her,  and  would  under-peep  her  Lids, 
To  fee  th'  inclofed  Lights,    now  Canopy 3d 
Under  the  Windows,  White  and  Azure,  lac'd 

with  Blue  of  Heav'ns  own  tincl: but  my  Defign's 

Tp  Note  the  Chamber 1  will  write  all  down, 

Such,  and  fuch  Pidures— there  the  Window,*- .fuchf 

Th'  Adornment  of  her  Bed the  Arras,  Figures- 
Why  fuch,  and  fuch -.and  the  Contents  o'th'  Story—; — 

Ah,  but  fome  natural  Notes  about  her  Body, 

Above  ten  thoufand  meaner  Moveables 

Would  teftifie,  t'  enrich  mine  Inventory.  amoD 

O  Sleep,  thou  Ape  of  Death,  lye  dull  upon  her, 

And  be  her  Senfe  but  as  a  Monument,  \^C 

Thus  in  a  Chappel  lying.     Come  off,   come  off,— — : , 

[Taking  off  her  Bracelet. 
As  flippery  as  the  Gordian-knot  was  hard. 
Tis  mine,  and  this  will  witntis  outwardly, 
As  ftrongly  as  the  Confcience  do's  within,  M 

To  th*  madding  of  her  Lord.     On  her  left  Breafl 
A  Mole  Cinque-fpotted — Like  the  Crimfon  Drops 
I'  th'  bottom  of  a  Cowflip.  Here's  a  Voucher, 
Stronger  than  ever  Law  could  make:  This  Secret 
Will  force  him  think  I  have  pick'd  the  Lock,  and  ta'en 
The  Treafure  of  her  Honour.  No  more — to  what  end  ? 
Why  fhouldl  write  this  down,  that's  rivetted, 
Screw'd  to  my  Memory.  She  hath  been  reading  late, 
The  Tale  of  Tereus,   here  the  Leaf's  turn'd  down 
Where  Philomele  gave  up~I  have  enough,        >  Q%  v^  J 
To  th*  Trunk  again,  and  fhut  the  Spring  of  it. 
Swift,  fwift,  you  Dragons  of  the  Night,  that  dawning 
May  bear  the  Raven's  Eye  :  I  lodge  in  fear, 
Though  this  a  heav'nly  Angel,   Hell  is  here. 
One,  two,  three:   Time,  time.00r 

[He  goes  into  the  Trunks  the  Scene  clofes., 

SCENE     III.     The  Palaif.  £g 

1on  sm  <Q^H 
Enter  Cloten,   and  Lords. 

i  Lord.  Your  Lordftiip  is  the  moft  patient  Man  in  lofs, 
the  mod:  coldeft  that  ever  turn'd  up  Ace. 
Clot.  Ic  would  make  any  Man  cold  to  lofe. 

I  Lord, 
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i  Lord.  But  not  every  Man  patient,  after  the  noble  Tem- 
per of  your  Lordfhip;  You  are  moftbotand  furious,  when 

you  win. 

Clot.  Winning  will  put  any  Man  into  Courage:  If  I  could 
get  this  foolifh  Imogen,  I  mould  have  Gold  enough:  It's 
almoft  Morning,  is't  not? 

i  Lord.  Day,  my  Lord. 

Clot.  I  would  this  Mufick  would  come:  I  am  advifed 
to  give  her  Mufick  a  Mornings,  they  fay  it  will  penetrate. 

Enter  Mu/icians. 
Come  on,  Tune;  if  you  can  penetrate  here  with  your  Fin- 
gering, fo;  well  try  with  Tongue  too;  if  none  will  do,  lee 
her  remain:  But  I'll  never  give  o'er.  Firft,  a  very  excel- 
lent good  conceited  thing;  after  a  wonderful  fweet  Air, 
with  admirable  rich  Words  to  it,    and  then  let  her  con- 

fider. 

Song. 
Harkf  harkj   the  Lark^ at  Heavens  Gate  fings, 

And  Phcebus  'gins  arife, 
His  Steeds  to  Water  at  tbofe  Springs 

On  chalic'd  Elowrs  that  lyes : 
And  winking  Maty -buds  begin  to  of  e  their  Golden  Eyes 
With  every  thing  that  pretty  isy  my  Lady  fweet  arife : 

Arife,  arije. 
So,  get  you  gone-— if  this  penetrate,    I  will  conilder  your 
Mufick  the  better:    If  it  do  not,  it  is  a  Vice  in  her  Ears, 
which  Horfe-hairs,  andCat's-Guts,  nor  the  Voice  of  unpav'd 
Eunuch  to  boot,  can  never  amend. 

Enter  Oneen  and  Cymbeline. 
2  Lord.  Here  comes  the  King. 

Clot.  I  am  glad  I  was  up  fo  late,  for  that's  the  reafon  I 
was  up  fo  early :  He  cannot  chufe  but  take  this  Service  I 
have  done,  Fatherly.  Good  Morrow  to  your  Majefty,  and 
gracious  Mother. 

Cym.  Attend  you  here  the  Door  of  our  ftern  Daughter? 
Will  (he not  forth? 

Clot.  I  havealTaird  he'rwith  Muficks,  but  (he  vouchfafes 
no  Notice. 

Cym.  The  Exile  of  her  Minion  is  too  new. 
She  huh  not  yet  forgot  him,  fome  more  time 

Muft 
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Muft  wear  the  print  of  his  Remembrance  out* 
And  then  ihe's  yours. 

Queen.  You  are  moft  bound  to  th'  King, 
Who-  lets  go  by  no  Vantages,   that  may 
Prefer  you  to  his  Daughter :  frame  your  felf 
To  orderly  Solicits,  and  be  friended 
Wirh  aptnefs  of  the  Seafon  ;   make  Denials 
Encreafe  your  Services  j  fo  feem,  as  if 
You  were  infpir'd  to  do  thofe  Duties  which 
You  tender  to  her:    That  you  in  all  obey  her, 
Save  when  Command  to  your  Difmiflion  tends, 
And  therein  you  are  fenfelefs. 

CUt.  Senfelefs?  not  fo. 

Enter  a  Meffenger. 

Mef.  So  like  you,  Sir,  AmbafTadors  from  Rome; 
The  one  is  Cairn  Lucius. 

Cym.  A  worthy  Fellow, 
Albeit  he  comes  on  angry  purpofe  now; 
But  that's  no  Fai  It  of  his:  We  muft  receive  him 
According  to  the  Honour  of  his  Sender, 
And  towards  himfelf,  hisGoodnefs  fore-fpent  on  us 
We  muft  extend  our  Notice:    Our  dear  Son, 
When  you  have  given  good  Morning  to  your  Miftrefs, 
Attend  the  Queen,  and  us,  we  fhall  have  need 
T'  employ  you  towards  this  Roman.     Come,  our  Queen." 

[Exeunt. 

Clot.  If  (he  be  up,  I'll  fpeak  with  her,  if  not, 
Let  her  lye  ftill,  and  dream:  By  your  leave  ho! 

I  know  her  Women  are  about  her what 

If  I  tio  line  one  of  their  Hands 'tis  Gold 

Which  buys  Admittance,  oft  it  doth,  yea,  and  makes 

Diana's  Rangers  falfe  themfelves,  and  yield  up 

Their  Deer  to  th'ftando'trT  Stealer:  And  'tis  Gold 

Which  makes  the  True-man  kill'd,   and  faves  the  Thief; 

Nay,  fometimes  hangs  both  Thief,    and  True-man .    What 

Can  it  not  do,  and  undo?  I  will  make 

One  of  her  Women  Lawyer  to  me,  for 

I  yet  not  underftand  the  Cafe  my  felf. 

By  your  leave.  [Knocks 

Enter 
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Enter  a  Lady. 

Lady.  Who's  there  that  knocks? 

Clot.  A  Gentleman. 

Lady.   No  more. 

Clot.  Yes,  and  a  Gentlewoman's  Son. 

Lady.  That's  more 
Thau  iome  whofe  Tailors  are  as  dear  as  yours, 
Can  juftly  boaft  of :  What's  your  LordQiip's  Pleafure  \ 

Clot.  Your  Lady's  Pcrfon,  is  me  ready \ 

Lady.  Ay,   to  keep  her  Chamber. 

Clot.  There  is  Gold  for  you, 
Sell  me  you   good  Report, 

Lady.  How,  my  good  Name?  or  to  report  of  you 
What  I  ihall  think  is  good.     The  Princefs. 

Enter  Imogen. 

Clot.Good  Morrow  Faireft,  Sifter  your  fweet  Hand. 

Imo.  Good  Morrow,  Sir,  you  lay  out  too  much  Pains 
For  purchahng  but  trouble:  the  Thanks  I  give, 
Is  telling  you  that  I  am  poor  of  Thanks, 
And  fcarce  can  fpare  them. 

Clot.  Still  I  fwear  I  love  you. 

Imo.  If  you'd  but  faid  fo,  'twere  as  deep  with  me : 
If  you  fwear  (till,   your  Recompence  is  ftill 
That  I  regard  it  not. 

Clot.  This  is  no  anfwer. 

Imo.  But  that  you  (hall  not  fay,  I  yield  being  filent, 
I  would  not  fpeak.  I  pray  you  fpare  mc,  Faith 
I  fhail  unfold  equal  Difcourtefle 
To  your  beft  Kindnefs:  One  of  your  great  knowing 
Should  learn,  being  taught,   Forbearance. 

Clot.  To  leave  you  in  your  Madnefs,  'twere  my  Sin, 
I  will  not. 

Imo.  Fools  are  not  mad  Folks. 

Clot.  Do  you  call  me  Fool? 

Imo.  As  I  am  mad  I  do: 
If  you'll  be  patient,  111  no  more  be  mad, 
That  cures  us  both.     I  am  much  forry,   Sir, 
You  put  me  to  forget  a  Lady's  Manners 
By  being  fo  verbal :  And  learn  now,  for  all, 
That  I  which  know  my  Heart,  do  here  pronounce 
By  th*  very  truth  of  it,  I  care  not  for  you, 

And 
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And  am  fo  near  the  lack  of  Charity 

To  accufe  my  felf,  I  hate  you:  which  I  had  rather 

You  felt,   than  make't  my  boafh 

Clot.  You  fin  again  ft 
Obedience,  which  you  owe  your  Father ;  for 
The  Contrad:  you  pretend  with  that  bafe  Wretch,' 
One,  bred  of  Alms,   and  fofter'd  with  cold  Diflies, 
With  fcraps  o'th'  Court,    it  is  no  Contrad,  none  ; 
And  though  it  be  allow'd  in  meaner  Parties, 
Yet  who  than  he  more  mean,  to  knit  their  Souls 
On  whom  there  is  no  more  dependancy 
But  Brats  and  Beggary,  in  felf-figur*d  knot, 
Yet  you  are  curb'd  from  that  Enlargement,  by 
The  confequence  o'th'  Crown,  and  muft  not  foil 
The  precious  Note  of  it;  with  a  bafe  Slave, 
A  Holding  for  a  Livery,  a  Squire's  Cloth, 
A  Pantler;  not  fo  eminent. 
Imo.  Prophane  Fellow: 
Wert  thou  the  Son  of  Jupiter*  and  no  more, 
But  what  thou  art,  befides,  thou  wert  too  bafe, 
To  be  his  Groom:  thou  wert  dignify'd  enough 
Ev'n  to  the  point  of  Envy,  if  'twere  made 
Comparative  for  your  Virtues  to  be  ftild 
The  under  Hangman  of  his  Kingdom;  and  hated 
For  being  preferred  fo  well. 

Clou  The  South-fog  rot  him.    ^ 
Imo.  He  never  can  meet  more  Mifchance,  than  come 
To  be  but  nanVd  of  thee.     His  meaneft  Garment 
That  ever  hath  but  dipt  his  Body,  is  dearer 
In  my  refped,  than  all  the  Hairs  above  thee, 
Were  they  all  made  fuch  Men.   How  now,  Pifanio  f 

Enter  Pifanio. 
Clou   His  Garment  ?  Now  the  Devil. 
Imo.  To  Dorothy )  my  Woman,  hye  thee  prefently. 
Clot.   His  Garment  t 
Imo.  I  am  fprighted  with  a  Fool, 
Frighted,  and  angred  worfe*—  Go  bid  my  Woman 
Search  for  a  Jewel,  that  too  cafually 
Hath  left  mine  Arm — it  was  thyMafter's.  Shrew  me 
If  I  would  lofe  it  for  a  Revenue 
Of  any  Kings  in  Europe.   I  do  thinjc, 
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I  fawft  this  morning  ;  confident  I  am, 
Laft  Night  'twas  on  my  Arm  ;  I  kiis'd  it, 
I  hope  it  be  not  gone,  to  tell  my  Lord 
That  I  kifs  ought  but  him. 

Pif.  Twill  not  be  loft. 

Imo.  I  hope  fo  ;  go  and  fearch. 

Clot.  You  have  abus'd  me — Hismeaneft  Garment?-— 

Imo.  Ay,  I  faid  fo,  Sir, 
If  you  will  make't  an  Adion,  call  Witnefs  to'r. 

Clot.  I  will  inform  your  Father. 

Imo.   Your  Mother  too  ; 
She's  my  good  Lady  ;  and  will  conceive,  t  hope, 
But  the  worft  of  me.  So  I  leave  you,  Sir, 
To  th*  worft  of  Difcontent.  [Exit. 

Clot.  Ml  be  reveng'd  ; 
His  meaneft  Garment  ? Well.  [Exit. 

SCENE    IV.    Rome. 

Enter  Pofthumus,  and  Philario. 

Pojt.  Fear  it  not,  Sir ;  I  would  I  were  fo  fure 
To  win  the  King,  as  I  am  bold,  her  honour 
Will  remain  hers*  ^n* 

Phi.  What  means  do  you  make  to  him  ? 

Poft.  Not  any,  but  abide  the  change  of  Time, 
Quake  in  the  prefent  Winters  ftate,  and  wifti 
That  warmer  Days  would  come ;  in  thefe  fear'd  hopes 
I  barely  gratifie  your  love  ;  they  failing 
I  muft  die  much  your  Debtor 

Phi.  Your.veryGoodnefs,  and  your  Company* 
Overpays  all  I  an  do.     By  this  your  King 
Hath  heard  of  great  Auguftta  :  Cuius  Lucius^ 
Will  do's  Comjtfiffion  throughly.   And  I  think 
He'll  grant  the  Tribute  ;  fend  th*  Arrearages, 
Or  look  upon  our  Romans,  whofe  remembrance 
Is  yet  frefti  in  their  Grief. 

Poft.  I  do  believe* 
Statiit  though  I  am  none,  nor  like  to  be^ 
That  this  will  prove  a  War  ;  and  you  (hall  hear 
The  L: gion  now  in  Gallia,  fooner  landed 
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In  our  not-fearing  Britain,  than   have  tidings 
Of  any  penny  Tribute  paid.    Our  Countrymen 
Are  Men  more  order'd  than  when  Julius  Cafar 
SmiTd  at  their  lack  of  Skill,  but  found  their  Courage 
Worthy  his  frowning  at.    Their  Difciplit  e, 
Now  mingled  with  their  Courages,  wiJl  make  known 
To  their  Approvers,  they  are  People,  fuch 
That  mend  upon  the  World. 

Enter  Iachimo. 
Phil,  See  Iachimo, 

Toft.  The  fwifteft  Harts  have  poftedyou  by  Land ; 
And  Winds  of  all  the  Corners  kifs'd  your  Sails, 
To  make  your  Veffel  nimble. 
PhiL  Welcome,  Sir. 

Pofi.  I  hope  the  biiefnefs  of  your  anfwer,  made 
The  fpeedinefs  of  your  return. 

Iach.  Your  Lady, 
Is  one  of  the  faireft  that  I  have  fook'd  upon, 

Pofi.  And  therewithal  the  beft,  or  let  her  Beauty 
Look  thorough  a  Cafement  to  allure  falfe  Hearts, 
And  be  falfe  with  them. 

Iach.  Here  are  Letters  for  you. 
Pefi.  Their  Tenure  good,  I  truft. 
Iach,  'Tis  very  like. 

Pofi.  Was  CaiuS  Lucius  in  the  Britain  Court, 
When  you  were  there  \ 

lack.  He  was  expected  then, 
But  not  approach'd. 

Pofi.  All  is  well  yet, 
Sparkles  this  Stone  as  it   was  wont,  or  isft  not 
Too  dull  for  your  good  wearing  .? 

lack  If  I  have  loft  it, 
I  mould  have  loft  the  worth  of  it  in  Gold  $ 
I'll  make  a  Journey  twice  as  far,  t'  enjoy 
A  fecond  Night  of  fuch  fweet  fhortnefs,  which 
Was  mine  in  Britain,  for  the  Ring  is  won. 
Pofi.  The  Scone's  too  hard  to  come  by. 
»     Iach.  Not  a  whit, 
Your  Lady  being  fo  eafie. 

Pofi.  Make  not,  Sir, 
Your  lofs,  your  Sport ;  I  hope  you  know  that  #f 
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Muft  not  continue  Friends. 

Iach.  Good  Sir,  we  muil, 
If  you  keep  Covenant  ;  bad  I  not  brought 
The  Knowledge  of  your  Miftrefs  home,  I  giant 
We  were  to  Queftion  farther ;  but  I  now 
Profefs  my  kit  the  winner  of  her  Honour, 
Together  with  your  Ring;  and  not  the  wronger 
Of  her,  or  you,  laving  proceeded  but 
By  both  your  Wills. 

Poft.  H  you  can  make't  apparent 
That  you  hive  tafted  her  in  Bed  ;  my  Hand, 
And  Ring  is  If  not,  the  foul' Opinion 

You  had  of  her  poor  Honour,  gains,  or  lofes 
Your  Sword  or  mine,  or  mafterlefs  leaves  both 
To  who  fhall  find  them. 

lach.  Sir,  my  Circumfhnces 
Being  fo  near  tbe  Truth,  is  I  will  make  them, 
Muft  firft  induce  you  to  believe  ;  whof.  Strength 
I  will  confirm  witn  Oath,  which  I  doubt  not 
You'll  give  me  leave  to  fpare,  when  you  mall  find 
You  need  it  n  t. 

Poft.  Proceed. 

lach.  Firft,  her  Bed-chamber 
Where  I  confefs  I  flept  not,  but  profefs 
Had  that  was  well  worth  Watching,  it  was  hang'd 
With  Tapeftry  of  Silk,  and  Silver,  the  Story 
Proud  Cleopatra^  when  fhe  met  her  Romany 
And  Cidnns  (\vt\Yd  above  the  Banks,  or  for 
The  Prefs  of  Boars,  or  Pride  :   A  piece  of  Work 
So  bravely  done,  fo  rich,  that  it  did  ftrive 
In  WorkmarjfKip,  and  Value,  which  I  wonder'd 
Could  be  fo  rarely,  and  exactly  wrought, 
Since  the  true  Life  on't  was  ■  ■  • 

Poft.  Tbrs  is  true  ; 
And  this  you  might  have  heard  of  here,  by  me, 
Or  by-feme  other. 

Iach.  More  particulars 
Muft  juftifie  my  Knowledge. 

Poft.  So  they  muft, 
Or  do  your  Honour  Injury. 

I  z  lach' 
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lach.  The  Chimney 
Is  South  the  Chamber,  and  the  Chimney-piece 
Chad  Dian,  bathing  ;  never  faw  I  Figures 
So  likely  to  report  themfelves  ;  the  Cutter 
Was  as  another  Nature  dumb,  out-went  her* 
Motion  and  Breath  left  out. 

Poft.  This  is  a  thing 
Which  you  might  from  Relation  likewife  read* 
Being,  as  it  is,  much  fpoke  of. 

lach.  The  Roof  o'th  Chamber, 
With  golden  Cherubins  is  fretted.   Her  Andirons* 
I  had  forgot  them,  were  two  winking  Cupids 
Of  Silver,  each  on  one  Foot  (landing,  nicely 
Depending  on  their  Brands. 

Poft.  This  is  her  Honour  ; 
Let  it  be  granted  you  have  feen  all  this,  and  praife 
Be  given  to  your  Remembrance,  the  Defcription 
Of  what  is  in  her  Chamber,  nothing  faves 
The  Wager  you  have  laid* 

lach.  Then  if  you  can  [Pulling  out  the  Bracelet, 

Be  Pale,  I  beg  but  leave  to  air  this  Jewel  :  See!— — 
And  now  'tis  up  again ;  it  muft  be  Married 
To  that  your  Diamond.  I'll  keep  them. 

Poft*  Jove  !  ■     ' 
Once  more  let  me  behold  it :  Is  it  that 
Which  I  left  with  her  ? 

lack  Sir,  I  thank  her,  that 
She  ftrip'd  it  from  her  Arm,  I  fee  her  yet, 
Her  pretty  Adion  did  out-fell  her  Gift, 
And  yet  enrich'd  it  too  ;  fhe  gave  it  me, 
And  faid  fhe  priz'd  it  once. 

Poft.  May  be,  (he  plu^k'd  it  off 
To  fend  it  me. 

lach.  She  writes  fo  to  you  ?  doth  /he  f 

Poft.  O  no,  no,  no,  'tis  true.  Here  take  this  too^ 
It  is  a  Bafilisk  unto  mine  Eye, 
Kills  me  to  look  an't :  Let  there  be  no  Honour, 
Where  there  is  Beauty,Truth,  where  Semblance,Love 
Where  there's  another  Man.  The  Vows  of  Women, 
Of  no  more  Bondage  be,  to  where  they  are  made, 
Than  they  are  to  their  Virtues,  which  is  nothing  j 
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O,  above  Meafure  falfe  !  ■ 
Phi.  Have  Patience,  Sir, 
And  take  your  Ring  again;  'tis  not  yet  won  ; 
It  may  be  probable  (he  loft  it ;  or 
Who  knows  if  one  of  her  Women,  being  corrupted, 
Hath  ftoln  it  from  her, 

Poft.  Very  true, 
And  fo  I  hope  he  came  by't ;  back  my  Ring, 
Render  to  me  fome  corporal  fign  about  her 
More  evident  than  this ;  for  this  v  as  ftole. 
lack.  By  Jupiter,  I  had  it  from  her  Arm. 
Poft,  Hark  you,  he  fwears;  by  Jupiter  he  fw ears. 
3Tis  true  - —  nay  keep  the  Ring  • —  'tis  true;  I  am  hire 
She  could  not  lole  it ;  her  Attendants  are 
All  fworn,  and  honourable ;  they  induced  to  ftea!  it  I 
And  by  a  Stranger/  —  —  no,  he  hath  enjoy'dher, 
The  Cognizance  of  her  Incontinency 
Is  this;  fhe  hath  bought  the  Name  of  Whore,  thus  dearly.1 
There,  take  thy  hire,  and  ail  the  Fiends  of  Hell 
Divide  themfelves  between  you. 

Phi.  Sir,  be  patient; 
This  is  not  ftrong  enough  to  be  believ'd, 
Of  one  perfwaded  well  of         .    ■ 

Poft.  Never  talk  on't  ; 
She  hath  been  coked  by  him.  ^ 

lachm  If  you  feek 
For  further  fatisfying  ;  under  her  Bread, 
Worthy  the  prefling,  lyes  a  Mole,  right  proud 
Of  that  moft  delicate  Lodging.    By  my  Life 
I  kift  it,  and  it  gave  me  prefent  hunger 
To  feed  again,  though  full.    You  do  remember 
This  (lain  upon  her  t 

Poft.  Ay,  and  it  doth  confirm 
Another  ftain,  as  big  as  Hell  can  hold, 
Were  there  no  more  but  it. 
Iach.  Will  you  hear  more  ? 
Poft.  Spare  your  Arithmetick, 
Never  count  the  Turns:  Once,  and  a  Million. 
Iach*  I'll  be  fworn  ■ 
Poft.  No  fwearing : 
If  you  will  (wear  you  have  not  done't,  you  lie, 

*  >       di  03  s  ;         And 
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And  I  will  kill  thee  if  thou  doft  deny 
Thou'ft  made  me  Cuckold. 

Jach.  Fli  deny  nothing. 

Poft.  O  that  I  had  her  here,  to  tear  her  Limb-meal ; 
I  will  go  there  and  do't  iW  Court,  before  Mf 

Her  Father  — —  I'll  do  fomethmg [Ex 

Phil.  Quite  befides 
The  Government  of  Patience.   You  have  won  ; 
Let's  follow  him,  and  pervert  the  prefent  Wrath 
He  hath  againft  himself. 

Jack.  With  all  my  Heart.  [_Exem, 

Enter  Pofthumus. 

Pofi.  Is  there  no>  way  for  Men  to  be,  but  Women 
Muft  behalf-woikeis?  We  are  all  Bafhids, 
And  that  moft  venerable  Man,  which  I 
Did  call  my  Father,  was>  1  know  not  where, 
When  I  was  ftampt.  Some  Coyner  with  hib  Tools 
Made  me  a  Counterfeit :  yet  my  Mother  ieem'd 
The  Dian  of  that  time  ;  fo  doth  my  Wife 
The  Non-pareilof  tli*s —  Oh  Vengeance,  Vengeance  I      :;q 
Me  of  my  lawful  pfoifure  me  rtftrain'd,  {? 

And  pray'd  ihe  oft  Forbearance;  did  it  with 
A  pudency  Co  Roficj  the  fweet  vie\v  on't 

Might  well  have  warm'd  old  Saturn  — 

That  I  thought  her 

As  Chafte,  as  unfun'd  Snow.  Oh,  all  the  Devils  ! 

This  yellow  Iachimo  in  an  Hour was't  not  ? 

Or  lefs ;  at  firft  ?  *  Perchance  fpoke  not,  but 
like  a  fall  Acorn'd  Boar,  a  German  one 
Cry\J  oh,  ird  mounted  ;  found  no  opposition 
But  what  he  look'd  for,  ihcuid  oppefe,  and  (he 
Should  from  Encounter  guard.     Could  I  find  out 
The  Woman's  part  in  me,  for  there's  no  Motion 
That  tends  to  Mice  in  Man,  but  I  afTum 
It  is  the  Woman's  part ;  be  it  lying,  no.e  it, 
The  Woman's1;  Flattering,  hers  ;  deceiving,  hers; 
Lufr,andrai  k  Thoughts,  heis,  hers;  Revenges,  hers ; 
Ambitions,  Crve'ings,   change  of  Prides,  Difdain, 
N'Te-longinr,  Slardas,  Mutability  : 
A1!  Faults  that  may  be  named,  nay,  that  Hell  knows, 
W*  J  hers,  in  part,  or  all  j  but  rather  all.  For  even  p  Vice 

They 
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They  are  not  conftant,  but  are  changing  ftill ; 

One  Vice,  but  of  a  minute  old,  for  one 

Not  half  fo  old  as  that,    I'll  write  againft  them,      j 

Deteft  them,  curfe  them  —  yet 'tis  greater  Skil 

In  a  true  Hate,  to  pray  they  have  their  Will  >         , 

The  very  Devils  cannot  plague  them  better.  {Exit. 


ACT    HI.     S  C  E  N  E   I.      ;* 
SCENE  A  Talace. 

Enter  in  State,    Cymbeline,   Queen,    Cloten,  and  Lords  ai 
one  Door-,  andat  another,  Cams  Lucius,  and  Attendants. 

Cym.  TVJOVV  fay,  what  would  Auguftus  Cafarmth.  us? 

JlN    Luc.  When  Julius  Cafar,  whofe  remembrance  yet 
Lives  in  Mens  Eyes,  and  will  to  Ears  and  Tongues 
Be  Theam,  and  hearing  ever,  was  in  this  Britain^ 
And  conquered  ir,  CaJJibelan  thine  Uncle, 
Famous  in  Ctfars  Praifes,  no  whit  lefs 
Than  in  his  Feats  deferving  it  for  him 
And  his  Succeflion,  granted  Rome  a  Tribute, 
Yearly  three  thoufand  Pounds;  which  by  thee  lately 
Is  left  uotender'd. 

Queen.    And  to  kill  the  marvail, 
Shall  be  fo  ever. 

Clot.  There  be  many  Gefars, 
E'er  fuch  another  Julius:  Britain's  a  World 
By  it  felf,  and  we  will  nothing  pay 
For  wearing  our  own  Nofes. 

Queen.  That  opportunity 
Which  then  they  had  to  take  from's,  to  refume 
We  have  a^ain  ;  remember,  Sir,  my  Liege, 
The  Kin^s  your  Anceftors,  together  with 
The  natural  Bravery  of  your  Ifle,  which  ftands 
As  Neptune\  Park  ribb'd,  and  pal'd  in 
With  Oaks  unskaleable,  and  roaring  Waters, 
With  Sand  that  will  not  bear  your  Enemies  Boats, 
But  fuck  them  up  to'th'Top-maft.  A  kind  of  Conqueft 
Qfar  made  here,  but  made  not  here  his  brag 
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Of,  came,  and  faw,  and  overcame  ;  with  fanu^A  li  Witts* 
The  firft  that  ever  touch'd  him,  he  was  carried 
JromoffourCoaft,  twee  beaten;  and  his  Shipping, 
Poor  ignorant  Baubles,  on  our  terrible  Seas,  ' 

Like  Egg-mells,  mov'd  upon  their  Surges,  crack'd 

The  fan.  dCa(f,bela„,  who  was  once  at  point, 

Oh  giglet  Fortune  !  to  mafter  Ctfar's  Sword,  JW 

Made  Luds-Town  with  rejoicing  Fires  bright. 

And  Brttatns  ftrut  with  Courage. 

«•/.  Come  there's  no  more  Tribute  to  be  paid.  Our 
Kingdom  it  ftronger  than  it  was  at  that  time ;  and,  as  I 
faid,  there  is  no  more  fuch  Gfars,  other  of  them  may  have 

T"?  f?  uru°  ^  ^  '  am  0ne'  but  *  h»'e  a  ^'  Why 
Tribute?  Why  mould  we  pay  Tribute  t  If  Cefar  can-h.de 
the  Sun  from  q,    with  a  Blanker,  or  put  the  MooP  ioohjnui  ' 
more  Tr,WW'i  Ry  ^  Tnbutefor  Li°^l  elfe,  Sir,,  n*  :  f. 
Ljw.   Yoj  mult  know, 

Sb!^ra  UJ?  we  were  free.    C«faSs  Ambition, 
Wh.ch  fweli'd  fo  much,  that  it  did  almoft  rtretch        4  V 

SiSFSJ?  ^rld',a8a,nuft. a''  Coi°-  *5  231 2SW 

B  com  s  a  w^if  pP°  *  ? ;  Wu'ch  t0  {hake  °ff     •   «"ft*M  rf° 
OurTevA^       e°Pif*  *m  ,wer«kon    ^J0Jnin'M3l 

Ou    A„~ft  ;  T  d°;    ,Say  then  t0  C™*  *uondH«MA 

O  ur  Anceftor  was  that  Mnlmmius,  » hich      >M1  00,  vrf,nO 

Hath  too  much  mangled  ;  whofe  repair  and  franchife,    >  91UM 
Shall  by  the  Power  we  hold  be  our  good  deed,      „hIuow  ,A 
J  hough  R0ne  be  therefore  angry.  Mtijmmm  made  our  Laws 
Who  was  rhe  hrft  of  Brnain,  which  d,d :  put 

SmftlfTS^  a  8°ldtn  Cr°Wn»  and  Ca,1'd  *  B 

"y  fclf  Domeft.ck  Ofgcers,  thine- Enemy*    ,  ..      ,  te 

Receive 
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Receive  it  from  me  then.     War,  and  Confufion 
In  Gefars  Name  pronounce  I  'gainft  thee :    Look 
For  Fury,  not  to  be  refitted.     Thus  defy'd, 
I  thank  thee  for  my  felf. 

Cym.  Th^u  art  welcome,  Caius, 
Thy  Ca/ar  Knighted  me;  my  Youth  I  fpent 
Much  under  him:  Of  him,  I  gathered  Honour, 
Which  he,   to  feck  of  me  again,  perforce, 
Behooves  me  ktep  at  utterance.     I  am  perfect, 
That  the  Pannonians  and  Dalmatians,  for 
Their  Liberties  are  now  in  Arms:    A  Precedent 
Which  not  to  read,   would  fhew  the  Britain:  cold: 
So  Cafar  mall  not  find  them. 

Luc.  Let  Proof  fpeak. 

Clot.  HisMajefty  bids  you  Welcome.  Make  Paftime  with 
us  a  Day,  or  two,  or  longer:  If  you  feek  us  afterwards  in 
other  terms,  you  fhall  find  us  in  our  Salt-water  Girdle:  If 
you  beat  us  out  of  it,  it  is  yours :  If  you  fall  in  the  Adven- 
ture, our  Crows  (hall  fare  the  better  for  you:  And  there's 
an  end. 

Luc.  So,  Sir. 

Cym.  I  know  your  Matter's  PJeafure,  and  he  mine : 
All  the  Remain,  is  welcome.  [Exeunt* 

Enter  Pifanio  reading  of  a' Letter. 

Pif.  How?  of  Adultery?  Wherefore  write  you  not 
What  Monfters  her  accufe?  Leonatusl 
Oh  Mafter,  what  a  ftrange  Infection 
Is  faH'n  into  thy  Ear?   What  falfe  Italian^ 
As  poifonous  tongu'd,  as  handed,  hath  previil'd 
On  thy  too  ready  hearing?  Diftoyal?  No, 
She's punim'd  for  her  Truth;  and  undergoes 
More  Goddefs-like,  than  Wife-like,  fuch  Affauks 
As  would  take  in  fome  Virtue.     Oh  my  Mafter, 
Thy  Mind  to  her,  is  now  as  low,   as  were 
Thy  Fortunes.  How?  That  I  mould  Murther  her, 
Upon  the  Love,    and  Truth,   and  Vows,    which  I 
Have  made  to  thy  Command! — I  her!— Her  Blood! 
If  it  be  (o9  to  do  good  Service,  never 
Let  me  be  counted  ferviceable.     How  look  I, 
That  I  mould  feem'to  lack  Humanity, 
So  njuch  as  this  Fa&  comes  to  ?  Dot— the  Letter      [Reading, 

That 
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That  I  have  fent  her,  by  her  own  Command, 
Shqll  give  the  Opportunity,     Oil  damn'd  Paper  ! 
Biack  as  the  Ink  that's  on  thee:  Ssnfelefs  Bauble  ! 
Art  thou  a  Fcedarie  for  this  ad;    thpu  look'ft 
So  Virgin-like  without  $    Lo  here  (he  comes. 

Enter  Imogen, 
I  am  ignorant  in  what  I  am  commanded. 

Imo.  How  now,  Pifanio  <* 

Pif.  Madam,  here  is  a  Letter  from  my  Lord. 

Imo.  Who !  thy  Lord?  that  is  my  Lord  Leonatus  f 
Oh,  lc^rn'd  indeed  were  that  Aftronomer 
That  knew  the  Star*,  as  I  his  Characters, 
He'd  lay  the  Future  open.     You  good  Gods, 
Let  wint  is  here  contain'd,  relifli  of  Love, 
Or  my  Lord \  Health,  of  his  Content,   yet  not 
That  we  two  are  afunder,  let  that  grieve  him: 
Some  Griefs  are  medicinable,  that  is  one  of  them, 
For  it  doth  phyfick  Love,  of  his  Content, 
All  hut  in  that.     Good  Wax,  thy  leave :  bleft  be 
You  Bes  that  make  thefe  Locks  of  Counfcl.  Lovers, 
And  Men  in  dangerous  Bonds  pray  not  alike. 
Though  Forfeitures  you  caft  in  Prifon,  yet 
You  chfp  young  Cupid's  Tables :  good  News,  Gods, 

Reading. 

JVfiice,  and  your  Father's  Wraths  fhould  he  take  me  in  his 
Dominion,  could  not  be  Jo  cruel  to  me,  as  you,  oh  the  dear- 
ejp  of  Creatures^  would  even  renew  me  with  jour  Eyes,  Take 
notice  that  I  am  in  Cambria  at  Milford-Haven :  What  jour 
own,  Love,  will  out  of  this  advife  you,  follow.  So  he  wijhes 
you  all  Happinefsy  that  remains  Loyal  to  his  Vow,  and  your  in- 
creafing  in  Love,  Leonatus  Pofthumus, 

Oh  for  a  Horfe  with  Wings!  Hear'ftthou,  Pifanio  i 
He  is  at  Milford-Haven  :  Rea^,  and  tell  me  , 
How  far  'tis  thither    If  one  of  mean  Affairs 
May  plod  it  in  a  W'  ek,   why  may  not  I 
Glide  thither  in  a  day  ?  then,  true  Pifanio, 
Who  long'ft  like  me,  to  fee  thy  Lord,    who  long'ft, 
Oh  let  me  bates  but  not  like  me,  yet  long'ft 
But  in  a  fainter  kind— -Oh  not  like  me; 
For  mine's  beyond,  beyond-— -fay,  and  fpeak  thick 

L,ove:s  Counfellor  fhould  fill  the  Bores  of  Hearing 

To 
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To  th'  fmothering  of  the  Senfe,  how  far  it  is 
To  this  fameblefTed  Milford.     And  by  th'  way 
Tell  me  how  Wales  was  made  fo  Happy,    as 
T'  inherit  fuch  a  Haven.     But  firft  of  all, 
How  may  we  fteal  from  hence :  And  fcr  the  Gap 
That  we  fiiall  make  in  time,  from  our  hence-going, 
And  our  return,  toexcufe — butfirfl,  how  get  hence. 
Why  fliould  Excufe  be  born  or  e'er  begot? 
We'ii  calk  of  that  hereafter.   Prithee  fpeak, 
How  many  Score  of  Miles  may  we  well  ride 
*Twixt  Hour  and  Hour? 

Pif.  Oi  e  Score  'twixt  Sun,  and  Sun, 
Madam's  enough  for  you:  And  too  much  too* 

o.  Why,  one  that  rode  to's  Exccw  on,   Man, 
Could  never  go  fo  flow  :  I  have  htard  of  riding  Wagers, 
Where  Horfes  have  been  nimbler  than  the  Sands 
That  run  i*  ch*  Clocks  behalf.    But  this  is  Foolery, 
Go,  bid  my  Woman  fdgn  a  Sickncfs,  fay 
Shell  home  to  her  Father,  sn.-j  provide  me  prefently 
A  riding  Suit:  No  cofllier  than  would  fit 
A  Franklin's  Houfwifc. 

Pif  IVladam,  you're  befl:  confider. 

Into,  I  fee  before  mc,  Man,  nor  here,  nor  here, 
Nor  what  enfues  but  have  a  Fog  in  them, 
That  I  cannot  look  through.     Away,  I  prithee, 
Do  as  I  bid  thee ;  there's  no  more  to  fay  ,* 
Acceflible  is  none  but  Milford  way.  [Exeunt. 

S   C  E  N  E  II.     A  Fovejl  <with  a  Cave. 

Enter  Bellarius,  Guiderius,  and  Arviragus. 

Bel.  A  goodly  Day,  not  to  keep  Houfe  with  fuch, 
Whofe  Roofs  as  low  as  ours:  See,  Boys!  this  Gate 
Xnftructs  you  how  t'  adore  the  Heav'ns ;  and  bows  you 
To  a  Morning's  holy  Office.  The  Gates  of  Monarchs 
Are  Arch'd  fo  high,  that  Giants  may  jet  through 
And  keep  their  impious  Turbands  on,  without 
Good  Morrow  to  the  Sun.     Hail,  thou  fair  Heav'n, 
We  houfe  i'th*  Rock,  yet  ufe  thee  not  fo  hardly, 
As  prouder  Livers  do. 

Gtsid*  Hail,  Heav'n  3 

[         Arv. 
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jirv.  Hail,  Heav'n! 

Bel.  Now  for  our  Mountain  fport,  up  to  yond  Hill*    q  0rfj 

Yonr  Legs  are  young :  I'll  tread  thefeFlats.  Confider, 

When  you  above  perceive  me  like  a  Crow, 

That  it  is  Place,  which  leffens  and  fets  off, 

And  you  may  then  revolve  what  Tales  I  have  told  you^ 

Of  Courts  of  Princes,  of  the  Tricks  in  War, 

This  Service,  is  not  Service,  fo  being  done, 

But  being  foallow'd.     To  apprehend  thus, 

Draws  us  a  Profit  from  all  things  we  fee: 

And  often  to  our  Comfort,  (hall  we  find 

The  (harded  Beetle,  in  a  fafer  hold 

Than  is  the  full-wing'd  Eagle.   Oh  this  Life, 

Is  nobler  than  attending  for  a  Check ; 

Richer,  than  doing  nothing  for  a  Bauble; 

Prouder,  than  ruftling  in  unpaid-for  Silk: 

Such  gain  the  Cap  of  him,  that  makes  them  fine^ 

Yet  keeps  his  Book  uncrofs'd ;  no  Life  to  ours. 

Guid,  Out  of  your  Proof  you  fpeak :  we  poor  unfledg'd 

Have  never  wing'd  from  view  o*  th'  Neft ;  nor  know  not 

What  Air's  from  Home.     Hap'ly  this  Life  is  beft, 

If  quiet  Life  is  beft,   fweetertoyou    jiw  I 

That  have  a  fharper  known:  Well  correfponding 
With  your  ftirT  Age ;  but  unto  us,  it  is 
A  Cell  of  Ignorance;    travelling  a  Bed, 
A  Prifon,  or  a  Debtor,  that  not  dares  I  oj  i 
To  (hide  a  limir. 

Arv.  What  fhould  we  fpeak  o£jj9(ttJ 
When  we  are  old  as  you?  when  we  (hall  hear    jolinaV 
The  Rain  and  Wind  beat  dark  December*  How 
In  this  our  pinching  Cave,  fhall  we  difcourfe 
The  freezing  Hours  away?    We  have  feen  nothing, 
We  are  beaflly;  fubtleas  the  Fox  for  Prey, 
Like  warlike  as  the  Wolf,  for  what  we  eat: 
Our  Valour  is  to  chafe  what  flies,  our  Cage 
We  make  a  Quire,  as  doth  the  prifon'd  Bird, 
And  fing  our  Bondage  freely, 

Bel.  How  you  fpeak? 
Did  you  but  know  the  City's  Ufuries, 
And  felt  them  knowingly;    the  art  o'  thJ  Court, 
As  hard  to  leave,  as  keep,    whofe  top  to  clirrjb 
Is  certain  falling,  or  fo  flipp'ry,  that  The 
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The  Fear's  as  bad  as  Falling.    The  Toil  o1  th'  War, 

A  Pain,  that  only  feems  to  feek  out  Danger 

I'th*  name  of  Fame,  and  Honour;  which  dies  i'th'  fearch, 

And  hath  as  oft  a  fland'rous  Epitaph, 

As  Record  of  fair  a&;  nay,  many  times 

Doth  ill  deferve,  by  doing  well :  what's  worfe 

Muft  curt'fieat  the  Cenfure.     Oh  Boys,  this  Story 

The  World  may  read  in  me:    My  Body's  mark'd 

With  Roman  Swords;  and  my  report  was  once 

Firft  with  the  bed  of  Note.     Cymbeltne  lov'd  me, 

And  when  a  Soldier  was  the  Theme,  my  Name 

Was  not  far  off:  Then  was  I  as  a  Tree 

Whofe  Boughs  did  bend  with  Fruit.  But  in  one  Night, 

A  Storm,  or  Robbery,  call  it  what  you  will, 

Shook  down  my  mellow  Hangings,  nay  my  Leaves, 

And  left  me  bare  to  Weather. 

Guid.  Uncertain  Favour! 

Bel.  My  Fault  being  nothing,  as  I  have  told  you  oft, 
But  that  two  Villains,  whofe  falfe  Oaths  prevail'd 
Before  my  perfed  Honour,  fwore  to  Cymbeltne, 
I  was  Confederate  with  the  Romans:  So 
Followed  my  Baniftiment,  and  this  Twenty  years, 
This  Rock,  and  thefe  Demefnes,  have  been  my  World* 
Where  I  have  liv'd  at  honeft  freedom,  pay'd 
More  pious  Debts  to  Heav'n,  than  in  all 
The  fore-end  of  my  time.    But,  up  to  th'  Mountains, 
This  is  not  Hunters  Language;   he  that  ftrikes  t 
The  Venifon  firft,  fhall  be  the  Lordo'th'  Feaft, 
To  him  the  other  two  fhall  minifter, 
And  we  will  fear  no  Poifon,  which  attends 
In  place  of  greater  State : 

I'll  meet  you  in  the  Valleys.  [Exeunt. 

How  hard  it  is  to  hide  the  fparks  of  Nature? 
Thefe  Boys  know  little  they  are  Sons  to  th*  King, 
Nor  Cymbeline  dreams  that  they  are  alive. 
They  think  they  are  mine,  and  though  train'd  up  thus  meanly 
I'th*  Cave,  where,  on  the  Bow,  their  Thoughtsdo hit 
The  Roofs  of  Palaces,   and  Nature  prompts  them 
Infimpleand  low  things,  to  Prince  ir,  much 
Beyond  the  trick  of  others.    This  Polydor, 

The 
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The  Heir  of  Cymbeline  and  Britain,  whom 
The  King  his  Father  call  d  Gmderitts,  Jove! 
When  on  my  Three- foot  Stool  I  fit,  and  tell 
The  warlike  Feats  I  have  done,    his  Spirits  fly  out 
Into  my  Story:  Say,  thus  mine  £ n err. y  fell, 
And  thus  I  fee  my  Foot  on's  Neck,  ev  ,1  rhen 
The  Princely  Blond  fljws  in  his  Cheek,    he  fweats, 
Strains  his  young  N  rves,  a;d  puts  rr'mfelt  in  pofture 
That  ads  my  Words.  The  younger  Brother  Cadivall9 
Once  ArvirAgM)   in  as  lske  a  Figure 
Strikes  Life  into  my  Speech,  ar.d  fhe*5  much  mo'-e 
His  own  conceiving.  Hark,  the  Game  is  roi .z'd-— 
Oh  Cymbeline!  Heav'n  and  my  Conference  knows 
Thou  didft  unjuftly  banifh  me:  whereon 
At  three,  and  two  Years  old,    I  ftole  thefe  Babes, 
Thinking  to  bar  thee  of  Succtffion,  as 
Thou  reft  ft  me  of  my  Land?.     Euriphile, 
Thou  waft  their  Nurle,th -y  took  thee  for  theii  Mother, 
And  every  day  do  Honour  to  her  Grar  e; 
My  felf  BelartfiSy  that  am  Morgan  call'd, 
They  take  for  natural  Father.  The  G«*me  is  up.  [Exit. 

Enter  Pifanio  and  Imogen. 
Into,  Thou  told'ft  me  when  we  came  uora  Horfe,  Che  Place 
Was  near  at  hand:    Ne'er  long'd  my  Mother  fo 
Tofeemefirft,  as  I  have  now — -Pifanio!  Man! 
Where  is  Pofthnmm?  What  is  in  thy  M.nd 
That  makes  thee  ftare  thus  ?  Wherefore  breaks  that  Sigh 
From  th'irward  of  thee?  One,  One,  but  painted  thus 
Would  be  interpreted  a  thing  perplex'd 
Beyond  Self-explication.     Put  thy  Mf 
Into  a  'haviour  of  lefs  Fear,  e'er  Wildnefs 
Vanquilh  my  ftaieder  Senfes.,   What's  the  Matter? 
Why  tender 'ft  thou  that  Paper  to  me,  with 
A  Look  untender?  If't  he. Summer  News, 
Smile  to't  before ,  if  Winterly,  thou  necd'ft 
But  keep  that  Count'nance  ftill.  My  Husband's  Hand  ? 
That  Drug-damn'd  Italy,, hath  out-craft ied  him, 
And  he's  at  fome  hard  point.   Speak,  Man,  thy  Tongue 
May  take  off  fome  Extremity,  which  to  read 
Would  be  even  Mortal  to  me. 
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Pi/.  Pleafe  you  read, 
And  you  mall  find  me,  wretched  Man,  a  thing 
The  moft  difdam'd  of  Fortune. 

Imogen  reads. 

THT  Miftrefs,  V\hn\o,' hath  play  d  the  Strumpet  in  my 
Bedx  The  Tift  i  monies  whereof  lye  bleeding  tn  mc.  I 
fpeak^not  out  of  wcu'^Surmt/cs,  but  from  Proof  as  ftrongas  my 
Grief,  and  as  cc>  tain  as  I  expert  my  Revenge.  That  party  thou 
Pifanio,  muft  acl  for  me,  if  thy  Faith  be  nor  1ai>  .with  :he 
breach  of  hers;   let  thif.i  own  hands  take*  I  ft:  all 

give  thee  opportunity  at  Mjl/brd-Haven.  She  hath  my  Letter 
for  the  Purpoje;  where,  if  thou  fear  to  fir  ike,  and  to  make  me 
certain  it  is  aone,  thou  art  .he  Pander  to  her  Di /honour,  and 
equally  to  me  Di/loyal. 

Pif  What  fhall  I  need  to  draw  my  Sword,   the  Paper 
Hath  cut  her  Throat  already.     No,  'tis  Slander, 
Whofe  Edge  is  (harper  than  the  Sword,  whofe  Tongue 
Out-venoms  all  the  Worms  of  Nile,  whofe  Breath 
Rides  on  the  porting  Winds,  and  doth  belye 
All  Corners  of  the  World.     Kings,  Queens,  and  States, 
Maids,  Matrons,    nay  the  Secrets  of  the  Grave 
This  viperous  Slander  enters     What  chear,  Madam? 

Jmo.  FaFfe  to  his  Bed!  What  is  it  to  be  falfe? 
To  lye  in  watch  there,  and  to  think  on  him? 
To  weep  'twixt  Clock  and  Clock?  If  fleep  charge  Nature, 
To  break  it  with  a  fearful  Dream  of  him, 
And  cry  my  felf  awake?  that's  falfe  to's  Bed;  is  it  B 

Pif.  Alas,  g-iod  Lady! 

Into.  I  falfc !  thy  Confcience  witnefs,  lachimo, 
Thou  didft  accufe  him  of  Incontinency, 
Thou  then  look'dft  like  a  Villain:  Now,  methinks, 
Thy  Favour's  good  enough.     Some  Jay  of  Italyy 
Whofe  Wother  was  her  Painting,  hath  hetray'd  him : 
Poor  I  am  ftale,  a  Garment  out  of  Fafhion, 
And  for  I  am  richer  than  to  hang  by  th'  Walls, 
I  muft  be  ript;    To  Pieces  with  me:  Oh! 
Mens  Vows  are  Wornens  Traitors.     All  good  feeming 
By  thy  Revolt,  oh  Husband,  fhall  be  thought 
Put  on  for  Villany :  not  born  where't  grows, 
>ut  worn  a  Bait  for  Ladies. 

Pif 
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Pif  Good  Madam,  hear  rae« 
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Imo.Truc  honeft  Men  being  heard,  like  falfe  t^neas^ 
Were  in  his  time  thought  falfe :  and  Sjnoris  weeping 
Did  fcandal  many  a  holy  Tear ;  took  pity 
From  moft  true  Wretchednefs.  So  thou  Pofthumftst 
Wilt  lay  the  leven  to  all  proper  Men ; 
Goodly,  and  Gallant,  (hall  be  Falfe  and  Perjur'd, 
From  thy  great  fail:  Come,  Fellow,  be  thou  honeft, 
Do  thou  thy  Matter's  bidding.  When  thou  feefthim* 
A  little  witnefs  my  Obedience.     Look, 
I  draw  the  Sword  my  felf,  take  it,  and  hit 
The  innocent  Manfion  of  my  Love,   my  Heart, 
Fear  not,  'tis  empty  of  all  things,  but  Grief; 
Thy  M  after  is  not  there,   who  was  indeed 
The  Riches  of  ir.     Do  his  bidding,  ftrike, 
Thou  may'ft  be  valiant  in  a  better  Caufe ; 
But  now  thou  feem'ft  a  Coward. 

Pif.  Hence,  vile  Inftrument, 
Thou  (hall  not  damn  my  Hand. 

Imo.  Why,  I  muft  die, 
And  if  I  do  not  by  thy  Hand,  thou  art 
No  Servant  of  thy  Matter's.    Againft  Self- {laughter, 
There  is  a  Prohibition  fo  divine 

That  cravens  my  weak  Hand:  Come,  here's  my  Heart « 

Something's  afore' t — Soft,  fofr,  we'll  no  defence 

[Opening  her  Breajt. 

Obedient  as  the  Scabbard.     What  is  here, 

The  Scriptures  of  the  Loyal  Leonatits, 

All  turn'd  to  Herefie?  Away,  away, 

[Prilling  his  Letter  em  of  her  Bofoml 

Corrupters  of  my  Faith,  you  (hall  no  more 

Be  Stomachers  to  my  Heart:  Thus  may  poor  Fools 

Believe  falfe  Teachers:  Though  thofe  that  are  betray 'd 

Do  feel  the  Treafon  (harply,    yet  the  Traitor 

Stands  in  worfe  cafe  of  Woe.    And  thou  Pofthumus, 

That  didft  fet  up  my  Difobedience  'gainft  the  King 

My  Father,  andmad'ftme  put  into  contempt  the  Suits 

Of  Princely  Fellows;    (halt  hereafter  find 

It  is  no  a£b  of  common  pafTage,   but 

A  ftrain  of  Rarenefs:  And  I  grieve  my  felf, 

To  think,  when  thou  (halt  be  difedgM  by  her» 

That  now  thoutireft  on,  how  thy  Memory  Will 
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Will  then  be  pang'd  by  me.    Prethee  difpatch, 
The  Lamb  entreats  the  Butcher.  Where's  the  Knife  f 
Thou  art  too  flow  to  do  thy  Matter's  bidding, 
When  I  dtfire  it  too, 

Pif  O  gracious  Lady  I 
Since  I  receiv'd  Command  to  do  this  Bufinefs, 
I  have  not  flept  one  wink. 

Imo.  Do't,  and  to  bed  then. 

Ptf  I'll  break  mine  Eye-balls  firft. 

Imo.  Wherefore  then 
Didft  undertake  it  ?  Why  haft  thou  abus'd 
So  many  Miles,  with  a  pretence  ?  this  place  ? 
Mine  action?  and  thine  own  f  Our  Horfes  Labour? 
The  time  inviting  thee  ?  the  perturb'd  Court 
For  my  being  abfent ;  whereunto  I  never 
Purpofe  return  ?  why  haft  thou  gone  fo  far 
To  be  unbent  ?  when  thou  haft  ta'en  thy  ftand, 
Th'  elected  Deer  before  thee  ? 

Pif.  But  to  win  time 
To  iofe  fo  bad  employment,  in  the  which 
I  have  confider'd  of  a  Courfe  ;  good  Lady, 
Hear  me  with  Patience. 

Imo.  Talk  thy  Tongue  weary,  fpeak  ; 
I  have  heard  I  am  a  Strumpet,  and  mine  ear 
Therein  falfe  ftrook,  can  take  no  greater  Wound* 
Nor  tent,  to  bottom  that.     But  fpeak* 

Pif.  Then,  Madam, 
I  thought  you  would  not  back  again. 

Imo.  Moft  like, 
Bringing  me  here  to  kill  me, 

Pif.   Not  fo  neither  ;  t 

But  if  I  were  as  wife,  as  honeft,  then 
My  purpofe  Would  prove  well;  it  cannot  be, 
But  that  my  Matter  is  abus'd,  fome  Villain, 
Ay,  and  fingular  in  his  Art,  hath  done  you  both 
This  curfed  Injury. 

Imo.  Some  Roman  Curte2an  ? 

Pif  No,  on  my  Life ; 
I'll  give  him  Notice  you  are  dead,  and  fend  hirfc 
Some  bloody  Sign  of  it.    For  'tis  Commanded 
I  mould  do  fo  i  you  ihall  be  mifs'd  at  Courr, 
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And  that  will  well  confirm  it. 

Imo.  Why,  good  Fellow  ;  ^ 

What  mall  I  do  the  while  ?  Where  bide?  How  live? 
Or  in  my  Life,  what  Comfort,  when  I  am 
Dead  to  my  Husband  f 

Pif  If  you'll  back  to  th'  Court. 

Imo.  No  Court,  no  Father;  nor  no  more  ado 
With  that  harfh,  noble,  fimple  nothing,  •jdniri 

That  Cloten  ;  whofe  Love-fuit  hath  been  to  me 
As  fearful  as  a  Siege. 

Pif  If  not  at  Court, 
Then  not  in  Britain  muft  you  bide. 

Imo.  Where  then  t 
Hath  Britain  all  the  Sun  that  mines  ?   Day  ?  Night? 
Are  they  not  but  in  Britain  \  I'th'  World's  Volume 
Our  Britain  feems  as  of  it,  but  not  in't  ; 
In  a  great  Pool  a  Swan's  Neft,  prethee  think 
There's  Livers  out  of  Britain. 

Pif,  I  am  moft  glad 
You  think  of  other  Piace  :  Th'  Ambaflador 
Lucius  the  Roman,  comes  to  Milford-Haven 
To  morrow.    Now,  if  you  could  wear  a  mind 
Dark  as  your  Fortune  is,  and  but  Difguife 
That  which  t'appear  it  fdf,  muft  not  yet  be, 
But  by  felf-danger,  you  mould  tread  a  Courfe 
Pretty,  and  full  of  view  ;  yea,  happily,  near 
The  Residence  of  Pofthumus;  (onigh,  at  leaft, 
That  though  his  Adion  were  not  vifibJe,  yet 
Report  Ihould  render  him  hourly  to  your  Ear, 
As  truly  as  he  moves, 

Imo.  Oh  for  fuch  means, 
Though  Peril  to  my  Modefty,  not  Death  on'r, 
I  would  adventure. 

Pif.  Well  then,  there's  the  Point ; 
You  muft  forget  to  be  a  Woman,  change 
Command  into  Obedience.   Fear  and  Nicenefs, 
The  Handmaids  of  all  Women,  or  more  truly 
Woman  it's  pretty  klf,  into  a  waggifh  Courage, 
Ready  in  Gybes,  quick-anfwer'd,  fawcy,  and 
As  quarrellous  as  the  Weazel  :  Nay,  you  muft 
Forget  that  rareft  Treafure  of  your  Cheek, 
Expofing  it  (but  oh  the  harder  Heart, 
Alack  no  remedy,)  to  the  greedy  Touch  ( 
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Of  common-killing  Titan  ;  and  forget 
Your  Iabourfome  and  dainty  trims,  wherein 
You  made  great  Juno  angry. 

Imo.  Nay,  be  brief: 
I  fee  into  thy  end,  and  am  almoft 
A  Man  already. 

Pif.  Firft,  make  your  felf  but  like  one, 
Fore-thinking  this,  I  have  already  fit, 
C'Tis  in  my  CJoak*bag)  Doublet,  Hat,  Hofe,  all 
That  anfwer  to  them.   Would  you  in  their  ferving, 
And  with  what  imitation  you  can  borrow 
From  Youth  of  fuch  a  Seafon,  'fore  Noble  Lucius 
Prefent  your  felf,  defire  his  Service  ;  cell  him 
Wherein  you're  happy,  which  will  make  him  know, 
If  tha»r  his  Head  have  ear  in  Mufick,  doubtiefs 
With  Joy  he  will  embrace  yon;  for  he's  honourable, 
And  doubling  thar,  mod  holy.  Your  means  abroad ; 
You  have  me  rich,  and  I  will  never  fail 
Beginning,  nor  fupply merit. 

Imo.  Thou  art  all  the  Comfort 
The  Gods  will  diet  m?  with.    Prethee  away. 
There's  more  to  be  confider'd  ;    bur  we'll  even 
All  that  good  time  will  giv?  ;<.   This  attempt 
I  am  Soldier  too,  and  will  ab  di  it  with 
A  Prince's  Courage.     Away,   f  prethee. 

Pif.  Well,  Madam,  we  mufttake  afhort  farewel, 
Left  being  mifs'd,  I  be  fufpected  of 
Your  Carriage  from  the  Court.  My  noble  Miftrefs, 
Here  is  a  Box,  I  had  it  from  the  Queen, 
What's  in't  is  precious :  If  you  are  fick  at  Sea, 
Or  Stomach  qualm'd  at  Land,  a  dram  of  this 
Will  drive  away  Dift<mper.    To  fome  fhade, 
And  fit  you  to  your  Manhood  ;  may  the  Gods 
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Direct  you  to  the  bed. 
Imo.  Amen  :  I  thank  thee. 
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\Exennt. 

SCENE  III.     The  Palace. 

En^er  Cymbeline,  Queen,  Cloten,  Lucius,  and  Lords. 
Cym.  Thus  far,   and  fo  farewel, 
Luc.  Thanks,  Royal  Sir ; 
My  Emperor  hath  wrote,   I  muft  from  hence, 
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And  am  right  forry,  that  I  mutt  report  ye 
My  Matter's  Enemy. 

Cym.  Our  Subjects,  Sir, 
Will  not  endure  his  Yoak  ;  and  for  our  felf 
To  fhew  lefs  Soveraignty  than  they,  muft  needs 
Appear  un-King  like. 

Luc.  So,  Sir:  I  defire  of  you 
A  Conduct  over  Land,  to  M  t  If  or  d- Haven. 
Madam,  all  Joy  befal  your  Grace,  and  you. 

Cjm.Nlj  Lords,  you  are  appointed  for  that  Office; 
The  due  of  Honour  in  no  point  omit  : 
So  fare  we),  noble  Lucius. 

Luc.  Your  Hand,  my  Lord.  f^S 

Clou  Receive  it  friendly ;  but  from  this  time  forth 
I  wear  it  as  your  Enemy. 

Luc.  Sir,  the  Event  ^  Aoiift 

Is  yet  to  name  the  Winner.  Fare  you 'well. 

Cym.  Leave  not  the  worthy  Lucius,  good  my  Lords, 
Till  he  have  croft  Severn*   Happinefs.      [Exit  Lucius,  &c, 

Queen.  He  goes  hence  frowning  ;  but  it  honours  us, 
That  we  have  given  him  Caufe. 

Clot.  'Tis  all  the  better, 
Your  valiant  Britain*  have  their  wiihes  in  it. 

Cym.  Lucius  hath  wrote  already  to  the  Emperor, 
How  it  goes  here.   It  fits  us  therefore  ripely, 
Our  Chariots,  and  our  Horfemen  be  in  readinefs'?3  «*'w 
The  Powers  that  he  already  hath  in  Gallia 
Willfoon  be  drawn  to  Head,  from  whence  he  moves 
His  War  for  Britain. 

Queen.  'Tis  not  fleepy  Bufincfs, 
Buc  muft  be  look'd  to  fpeedily,  and  ftrongly. 

Cym.  Our  expectation  that  it  fliould  be  thus 
Hath  made  us  forward.  Bur,  my  gentle  Queen, 
Where  is  our  Daughter  ?  She  hath  not  appear'd 
Before  the  Roman,  nor  to  us  hath  tender'd 
The  Duty  of  the  Day.    She  looks  as  like 
A  thing  more  made  of  Malice,  than  of  Duty, 
We  have  noted  it.    Call  her  before  us,  for 
We  have  been  too  light  in  fufferance. 

Queen.  Royal  Sir, 
Since  the  Exile  of  Pofihumus,  moftretir'd 

Hath 
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Hath  her  Life  been  ;   the  Cure  whereof,  my  Lord, 
Tis  time  rnuft  do.    Befeech  your  Majefty, 
Forbear  (harp  Speeches  to  her.    She's  a  Lady 
So  tender  of  Rebukes,  that  Words  are  Strokes, 
And  Strokes  Death  to  her. 

Enter   a  Meffenger, 

Cym.  Where  is  (he,  Sir  ?   How 
Can  her  Contempt  be  anfwcr'd  ? 

Alef.  PJeafe  you,  Sir, 
Her  Chambers  are  all  Iock'd,  and  there's  no  anfwer 
That  will'be  given  to  th'  loudeft  Noife  we  make. 

Queen.  My  Lord,  when  laft  I  went  to  vi'fic  her, 
She  pray'd  me  to  excufe  her  keeping  clofc, 
Whereto  conftrain'd  by  her  infirmity, 
She  fhould  that  Duty  leave  unpaid  to  you 
Which  daily  (he  was  bound  to  profFer;   this 
She  wifrYd  me  to  make  known ;  but  our  great  Court 
Made  me  to  blame. in  Memory. 

Cym*  Her  Doors  lock'd  ? 
Not  Teen  of  late?  Grant  Heav'ns,  that  which  I  fear, 
Prove  falfe.  [Exit. 

Queen.  Son,  I  fay;  follow  the  King. 

Clot.  That  Man  of  hers,  Pifamo>  her  old  Servant, 
I  have  not  feen  thefe  two  Day*.  [Exit, 

Queen.  Go,  look  after ■ 

Pifanhy  thou  that  fhnd'ft  fo  for  Pojlhumusl  ■ 

He  hath  a  Drug  of  mine  ;   I  pray,  his  abfence 

Proceed  by  (wallowing  that ;  for  he  believes 

It  is  a  thing  mod  precious.    P>ut  for  her, 

Where  is  (he  gone  f  Haply  D:fpair  hath  feiz'd  her ; 

Or  wing'd  with  Fervour  of  her  Love,  (he's  flown 

To  her  deflred  Po/lhumus;  gone  (he  is, 

To  death,  or  to  dilhonour,  and  my  end 

Can  make  good  ufe  of  either.    She  being  down, 

I  have  the  placing  of  the  Britifi  Crown. 

Enter  Cloten. 
How  now,  my  Sr>n  i 


Clot.  'Tis  certain  (he  is  fled. 
Go  in  and  cheer  the  King,  he  rages,  none 
Dare  come  about  him, 

K  S  Queen, 
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Queen.   All  the  better  ;  may 
This  Night  fore-ftall  him  of  the  coming  Day.     [Exit  Oh. 

Clot.  I  Jove  and  hate  her;  for  fhe's  fair  and  Royal, 
And  that  fhe  hath  all  courtly  Parts  more  exquifite 
Than  Lady,  Ladies,  Woman,  from  every  one 
The  beft  ihe  hath,  and  fhe  of  all  Compounded 
Out-fells  them  all;  I  love  her  therefore  ;  but 
Difdaining  me,  and  throwing  Favours  on 
To  low  Pefthnmus,  flandtrs  fo  her  Judgment, 
That  what's  elfe  rare,  is  choak'd;  and  in  that  point 
I  will  conclude  to  hate  her,  n  y  indeed, 
To  be  reveng'd  upon  her.    For,  when  Fools  ■ 
got:  Enter  Pifanio. 

Who  is  here  I  What,  are  you  packing,  Sirrah? 
Come  hither ;  Ah  you  precious  Pander,  Villain, 
W  here  is  thy  Lady  f  In  a  word,  or  elfe 
Thou  art  ftraightway  with  the  Fiends. 

Pif.  Oh,  good  my  Lord. 

Cfat.  Where  is  thy  Lady  ?  Or,  by  Jupiter, 
I  will  not  ask  again.    Ciofe  Villain, 
I'll  have  this  fecret  from  thy  Heart,  or  rip 
Thy  Heart  to  find  it.    Is  fhe  with  Pofihumus  ? 
From  whofe  fo  many  weights  of  bafenefs,  cannot 
A  dram  of  Worth  be  drawn. 

Pif.  Alas,  my  Lord,  ™J™  <3™w 

How  can  fhe  be  with  him?  When  was  fhe  mifs'd  f 
He  is  in  Rome. 

Clot.  Where  is  fhe,  Sir  ?  Come  nearer ;    . 
No  farther  halting  ;  fatisfie  me  home, 
What  is  become  of  her.  «3-n,rb  *no 

Pif.  Oh,  my  all-worthy  Lord  I  — 

Clot.  All-worthy  Villain  / 
Difcover  where  thy  Miflrefs  is,  at  once, 


At  the  next  word  ;  no  more  of  worthy  Lord, 
Speak,  or  thy  Silence  on  the  inftanr,  is 
Thy  Condemnation,  and  thy  Death. 

Pif.  Then,  Sir,  !  <™ 

This  Paper  is  the  hiftory  of  my  knowledge 
Touching  her  flight. 

Clot.  Let's  fee't ;  I  will  purfue  her 
Even  to  Augufius  Throne. 
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Pif.  Or  this,  or  perifh.  _  \Afid$. 

She's  far  enough,  and  what  he  learns  by  this, 
May  prove  his  travel,  not  her  danger. 

Clot.  Humh. 

Pif.  I'll  write  to  my  Lord  me  is  dead.    Oh,  Imogen, 
Safe  mi) 'ft  thou  wander,  fafe  return  agen. 

Clot.  Sirrah,  is  this  Letter  true  ? 

Pif.  Sir,  as  I  think. 

Clot.  It  is  Pojlhumm's  Hand,  I  know't.  Sirrah,  if  thou 
would'ft  not  be  a  Villain,  but  to  do  me  true  Service;  undergo 
thofe  employments  wherein  I  mould  have  Caufe  to  ufe  thee 
with  a  ferious  induftry,  that  is,  what  Villany  foe'er  I  bid 
thee  do  to  perform  it,  diie&ly  and  truly,  I  would  think 
thee  an  honcft  Man;  thou  (houldft  neither  want  my  Means 
for  thy  Relief,  nor  my  Voice  for  thy  Preferment. 

Pif.   Well,  my  good  Lord. 

Clot.  Wilt  thou  ferve  me  ?  For  fince  patiently  and  con* 
ftantly  thou  haft  ftuck  to  the  bare  Fortune  of  that  Beggar 
Poflhumus,  thou  can'ft  not  in  the  Courfe  of  Gratitude,  but 
be  a  diligent  follower  of  mine.   Wilt  thou  ferve  me  i 

Pif.  Sir,  I  will.  * 

Clot.  Give  me  thy  Hand,  here's  my  Purfe.  Haft  any  of 
thy  late  Matter's  Garments  in  thy  PofFeffion  2 

Pif.  I  have,  my  Lor  J,  at  the  Lodging,  the  fame  Suit  he 
wore,  when  he  took  leave  of  my  Lady  and  Miftrefs. 

Clot.  The  firft  Service  thou  doft  me,  fetch  that  Suit  hi- 
ther ;  let  it  be  thy  firft  Service,  go. 

Pif.  I  fhalJ,  my  Lord.  \JEx"tt. 

Clot*  Meet  thee  at  MUfcrd-Haven  ?  I  forgot  to  ask  him 
one  thing,  Til  remember't  anon  ;  even  there,  thou  Villain, 
Pofihumus,  will  I  kill  thee.  I  would  thefe  Garments  were 
come.  She  faid  upon  a  time,  the  bitccrnefs  of  it,  I  now 
Belch  from  my  Heart,  that  (he  held  the  very  Garment  of 
Pofibumus,  in  more  refpeft,  than  my  Noble  and  Natural 
Perfon  ;  together  with  the  adotnment  of  my  Qualities. 
With  that  Suit  upon  my  back  will  I  ravifh  her  ;  firft  kill 
him,  and  in  her  Eyes--- there  dial!  fhe  fee  my  Valour,  which 
will  then  be  a  torment  to  her  Contempt.  He  on  the  ground, 
my  fpeech  of  infultment  ended  on  his  dead  Body,  and  when 
myLuft  hath  dined,  which  as  I  fay,  to  vex  her,  I  will  ex- 
ecute in  the  Cloaths  that  me  fe  prais'd  ;    to  the  Court 
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I'll  knack  her  back,  foot  her  home  again.   She  hath  defpis1^ 
me  rejoycingly,  and  I'll  be  merry  in  my  Revenge.    \i  ja 

Enter  Pifanio,  with  *  jnit  of  Cloaths. 
Be  thofe   the  Garments  i 

Pif.  Ay,  my  Noble  Lord. 

Clot.  How  longis'c  fince  fhe  went  to  Milford-Haven  I 

Pif.  She  can  fcarce  be  there  yet. 

Clot.  Bring  this  Apparel  to  my  Chamber,  that  is  the 
fecond  thing  that  I  have  commanded  thee.  The  third  is, 
that  thou  wilt  be  a  voluntary  Mute  to  my  Defipn.  Be  but 
duteous,  and  true  Preferment  (hall  tender  it  felf  to  thee. 
My  Revenge  is  now  at  Milford*  would  I  had  Wings  to 
follow  it.    Come  and  be  true.         >n£  fdo<  [Exit. 

Pif.  Thou  bidd'ft  me  to  my  lofs ;  for  true  to  thee, 
Were  to  prove  falfe,  which  I  will  never  be  >dl  io\  3u8 

To  him  that  is  moll  true.     To  Milford  go,    w  SJUm  UiW 
And  fad  not  her,  whom  thou  purfueft.    Flow,  flow, 
You  Heav'nly  BlelTings  on  her  :   This  Fool's  fpeed 
Be-croft  with  llowncfs ;  Labour  be  his  meed.  [Exin 

SCENE    IV.     The  Foreji  and  Cave* 

Entz*  Imogen  in  Bofs  Cloaths. 

Imo.  I  fee  a  Man's  Life  is  a  tedious  one, 
I  have  tired  my  ielf ;  and  for  two  Nights  togetherud*  lw& 
Have  made  the  Gro<  nd  my  Bed.    I  fliould  be  fick, 
But  that  my  Refolution  helps  me  ;  Milford^  >u> 

When  from  the  Mountain  top  Pifanio  fhew'd  thee, 
Thou  waft  within  a  Ktn.    Oby  jta^,  I  think 
Foundations  fly  the  wretched,  fuch  I  mean, 
Where  they  mould  be  relieved.  Two  Beggars  told  mr, 
I  could  not  nvfs  my  way.     Wiil  poor  Folks  lie 
That  have  Afflictions  on  them,  knowing  'tis 
A  P  nifrimenr,  or  Trial  ?    Yes  ;  no  wonder, 
When  rich  ones  fcarce  tell  true.     To  lapfein  FuJnefs 
Is  forer,  than  to  fie  for  Need  ;  and   Falfhood 
Is  worfe  in  Kings,  rhan  Beggars,    My  dear  Lord,      jaowl 
Thou  art  one  o'th' falfe  ones;  now  I  think  on  thee^crl 
My  kuftgef*s  gone  ;  b  t  even  before,  I  was 
Atpoint  to  fink  for  Food.  But  what  is  this?  \Seeingtht42*tye, 

Here  is  a  Path  to't 'tis  fome  favage  hold  ; 
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I  were  beft  not  call;  I  dare  not  call;   yet  Famine 
E'er  it  clean  o'er-th row  Nature,  makes  it  valiant. 
Plenty  and  Peace  breeds  Cowards,  Hardriefs  ever 
Of  Hardinefs  is  Mother.     Ho!  who's  here? 
If  any  thing  that's  civil,  fpeak,  if  favage, 
Take,  or  lend — Ho!  no  anfwer?  then  I'll  enter, 
Beft  draw  my  Sword;  and  if  mine  Enemy 
But  fear  the  Sword  like  me,  he'll  fcarcely  look  on't. 
Such  a  Foe,  good  Heav'ns.       [She  goes  into  the  Cave. 
Enter  Bellarius,  Guiderius,   *»^  An  iragus. 
,^ibeL  You  Polidore  have  prov'd  beft  Woodman,  and 
Are  Mafter  of  the  Feaft;   Gadwall  and  I 
Will  play  the  Cook,  and  Servant,  'tis  our  match : 
The  fweat  of  Induftry  would  dry,  and  die 
But  for  the  end  it  works  to.     Come,  our  Stomachs 
Will  make  what's  homely,  favoury;  Wearinefs 
Can  fnore  upon  the  Flint,  when  rcfty  Sloth 
Finds  the  Down-pillow  hard.     Now  peace  be  here, 
Poor  Houfe,  that  keep'ft  thy  felf. 

Guid.  I  am  throughly  weary. 

Arv.  I  am  weak  with  Toil,  yet  ftrongin  Appetite. 

Guid.  There  is  cold  Meat  i'th'Cave,  we'll  brouze  on  that 
Whilft  what  we  have  kill'd  be  Cook'd. 

BeL  S'ay,  come  not  in. [Looking  in. 

But  that  it  eats  our  Vi&uals,  I  fhould  think 
Here  were  a  Fairy. 

Guid.  What's  the  matter,  Sir? 

Bel.  By  Jupiter  an  Angel !  or  if  not, 
An  Earthly  Paragon.  Behold  Divinenefs  3 

No  elder  than  a  Boy. 

Enter  Imogen. 

Imo.  Good  Matter,    harm  me  not; 
Before  I  enter'd  here,  I  call'd,    and  thought 
To  have  be^. g'd,  or  bought,  what  I  have  took:  good  Troth 
I  have  ftoln  nought,    nor  would  nor,  though  I  had  found 
Gold  ftrew'd  i*th'  Floor.     Here's  Mony  for  my  Meat, 
I  would  have  left  it  on  the  Board  fo  foon 
As  I  had  made  my  Meal:  and  parted 
With  Prayers  for  ihi  Provider. 

Guid.  Mony,  Youth P^ 
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Arv.  All  Gold  and  Silver  rather  turn  to  Dirt,1         hluoO 
As  'tis  no  better  reckon'd,  but  of  thofe 
Who  worfhip  dirty  Gods. 

Imo.  I  fee  you're  angry: 
Know,  if  you  kill  me  for  my  Fault,  I  ftiould 
Have  dy'd,    had  I  not  made  it.       fik\ 

Bel.  Whither  bound? 

Imo.  To  Aiilford'Haven. 

BeU  What's  your  Name  ? 

Imo.  Fidele,  Sir ;  I  have  a  Kinfman,  who 
Is  bound  for  Italy :  He  embark'd  -at  Milford, 
To  whom  being  going,   almoft  fpent  with  Hunger, 
I  am  fain  in  this  offence. 

Bel.  Prithee,  fair  Youth, 
Think  us  no  Churls;   nor  meafure  our  good  Minds 
By  this  rude  Place  we  live  in.     Well-encounter'd, 
'Tis  almoft  Night,  you  (hall  have  better  Cheer 
E'er  you  depart,  and  thanks  to  ftay  and  eat  it: 
Boys,  bid  him  welcome. 

Guid*  Were  you  a  Woman,  Youth, 
I  (hould  woe  hard,  but  be  your  Groom  in  honefty; 
I  bid  for  you,  as  I  do  buy, 

Arv.  I'll  make't  my  Comfort 
He  is  a  Man,  I'll  love  him  as  my  Brother: 
And  fuch  a  welcome  as  I'd  give  to  him, 
After  long  abfence,  fuch  is  yours.     Moft  welcome : 
Be  fprightly,   for  you  fall  'mongft  Friends. 

Imo.  'Mongft  Friends,  \Afide% 

If  Brothers:  would  it  had  been  fo,  that  they 
Had  been  my  Father's  Sons,  then  had  my  Prize 
Been  kfs9  and  fo  more  equal  ballafting 
To  thee,  Pofthumus. 

Bel.  He  wrings  at  fome  Diftrefs. 

Ctiid.  Would  I  could  free'r. 

Arv.  Or  I,  what  e'er  it  be, 
What  Pain  it  coft,  what  Danger;  Gods! 

BeU  Hark,  Boys.  \Whifpring. 

Imo.  Great  Men 
That  had  a  Court  no  bigger, than  this  Cave, 
That  d\\  attend  themfelves,  and  had  the  Virtue 
Which  their  own  Confcience  feal'd  them;  laying  by 
That  Nothing-gift  of  differing  Multitudes 

Could 
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Could  not  out-piece  thefe  twain.     Pardon  me  Gods, 
I'd  change  my  Sex  to  be  Companion  with  them, 
Since  Leonatus's  falfe. 

BeL  It  mall  befo: 
Boys,  we'll  go  drefs  our  Hunt.  Fair,  you  come  in; 
Difcourfe  is  heavy,  fading;  when  we  have  fupp'd 
We'll  mannerly  demand  thee  of  thy  Story. 
Sofar  as  thou  wilt  fpeak  it. 

Guid.  Pray  draw  near. 

Aw.  The  Night  to  th'  Owl, 
And  Morn  to  th'  Lark  lefs  welcome. 

Imo*  Thanks,  Sir. 

Arv.  I  pray  draw  near.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE     V.     Rome. 

Enter  two  Roman  Senators,  and  Tribunes, 

1  Sen.  This  is  the  Tenor  of  the  Emperor's  Writj 
That  fince  the  common  Men  are  now  in  A&ion 
'Gainft  the  Pannonians,  and  Dalmatians, 
And  that  the  Legions  now  in  Gallia^  are 
Full  weak  to  undertake  our  Wars  againft 
The  faln-off  Britains,  that  we  do  incite 
T.»;e  Gentry  to  this  Bufinefs.     He  creates 
Lucius  Pro-Conful :  and  to  you  the  Tribunes 
For  this  immediate  Levy,   he  commands 
His  abfolute  Commiflion.     Long  live  Cdfar* 

Tri.  Is  Lucius  General  of  the  Forces? 

z  Sen,  Ay.  tg  |j 

7W.  Remaining  now  in  Gallia  ? 

x  Sen.  With  thofe  Legions 
Which  I  have  fpoke  of,   whereunto  your  Levy 
Muft  be  fuppliant :  the  words  of  your  Commiflion 
Will  tie  you  to  the  Numbers  and  the  Time 
Of  their  difpatch. 

Tri.  We  will  difcharge  our  Duty.  [Exeunt. 
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ACT     IV.     SCENE      L 

SCENE     The    Foreft.     g 

Enter  Cloten  alone. 

Gtof.T  Am  near  to  th'  Place  where  they  fhould  meet,  if 
X  Pifaniohzve  map'd  it  truly.  How  fit  his  Garments 
ferve  me !  Why  fhould  his  Miftrefs,  who  was  made  by  him, 
that  made  the  Tailor,  not  be  fit  too?  The  rather,  faving 
reverence  of  the  Word,  for'tisfaid,  a  Woman's  fitnefs  comes 
by  fits :  Therein  I  muft  play  the  Workman,  I  dare  fpeak 
it  ro  my  felf,  for  it  is  not  Vain-glory  for  a  Man  and  his 
Glafs,  to  confer  in  his  own  Chamber;  I  mean,  the  Lines  of 
my  Body  are  as  well  drawn  as  his;  no  lefs  young,  more 
ftrong,  not  beneath  him  in  Fortunes,  beyond  him  in  the  ad- 
vantage of  the  time,  above  him  in  Biith,  alike  converfant 
in  general  Services,  and  more  remarkable  in  fingle  Oppofiti- 
ons;  yet  this  imperfeverant  Thing  loves  him  in  my  defpight; 
What  Mortality  is!  Pofttwrnw*  thy  Head,  which  now  is  grow* 
ing  upon  thy  Shoulders,  (hall  within  this  Hour  be  off,  thy 
Miftrefs  enforc'd,  thy  Garments  cut  to  pieces  before  thy 
Face  ;  and  all  this  done,  fpurn  her  home  to  her  Father,  who 
may,  happily,  be  a  little  angry  for  my  fo  rough  ufage;  but 
my  Mother  having  power  of  his  Teftinefs,  fhall  turn  all  in- 
to my  Commendations.  My  Horfe  is  ty'd  up  fafe,  out 
Sword,  and  to  a  fore  purpofe;  Fortune  put  them  into  my 
Hand ;  this  is  the  very  ctefcription  of  their  meeting  place, 
and  the  Fellow  dares  not  deceive  me,  [Exit. 

Enter  Bellarius,   Guiderius,    Arviragus,   and  Imogen  from 

the  Cave* 

Bel.  You  are  not  wells   Remain  here  in  the  Cave, 
We'll  come  to  you  after  Hunting. 

Arv.  Brother,  ftay  here: 
Are  we  not  Brothers  ? 

Imo.  So  Man  and  Man  fhould  be, 
But  Clay  and  Clay  differs  in  Dignity,, 
Whofe  Duft  is  both  alike*     I  am  very  flck. 
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Grid.  Go  you  to  Hunting,  I'll  abide  with  him. 

Into.  So  lick  I  am  not,  yet  I  am  not  well, 
But  not  fo  Citizen  a  wanton,   as 
To  feem  to  die,  e'er  tick :  So  pleafe  you,  leave  me, 
Stick  to  your  Journal  courfe ;  the  breach  of  Cuftom, 
Is  breach  of  all.  I  am  ill,  but  your  being  by  me 
Cannot  amend  me.  Society  is  no  Comfort 
To  one  not  fociable :    I  am  not  very  lick, 
Since  I  can  reafon  of  it.  Pray  you  truft  me  here, 
I'll  rob  none  but  my  felf,  and  let  me  die 
Stealing  fo  poorly. 

Guid.  I  love  thee  .•  I  have  fpoke  it, 
How  much  the  quantity,  the  weight  as  much, 
As  I  do  love  my  Father. 

Bel.  What?  how?  how! 

Arv.  If  it  be  fin  to  fay  fo9  Sir,  I  yoak  me 
In  my  Brother's  Fault:  I  know  not  why 
I  love  this  Youth,  and  I  have  heard  you  fay, 
Love's  reafon's  without  reafon.   The  Bier  at  Door, 
And  a  demand  who  is't  mall  die,  I'd  fay 
My  Father,  not  this  Youth. 

Bel.   Oh  noble  Strain  f 

0  worthinefs  of  Nature,   breed  of  Greatnefs ! 

•'  Cowards,  Father  Cowards,  and  bafe things,  Sire  bafe: 
tl  Nature  hath  Meal  and  Bran ;  Contempt  and  Grace. 
I'm  not  their  Father,   yet  who  this  ihould  be, 
Doth  miracle  it  felf;  lov'd  before  me  I 
ITis  the  ninth  hour  o'th*  Morn. 

Arv.  Brother,  farewel.  Jri 

Imo.  I  wifh  ye  fport. 

Arv.  You  health— -So  pleafe  you,  Sir. 

Imo.  Thefe  are  kind  Creatures.  Gods,  what  lies  I  have  heard  1 
Our  Courtiers  fay,  all's favage,  but  at  Court: 
Experience,  oh  how  thou  difprov'ft  Report. 
Th'  imperious  Seas  breed  Monfters;  for  the  Difti, 
Poor  Tributary  Rivers,  as  fweet  Fiih  ; 

1  am  fick  ftill,  heart-fick— —  Pifmio> 

I'll  now  taft  of  thy  Drug.  [Drinks  out  of  the  Viol. 

Guid.    I  could  not  ft ir  him; 
He  faid  he  was  gentle,  but  unfortunate? 

Dimo^ 
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Difhoneftly  affli&ed,  but  yet  honed. 

Arv.  Thusdidheanfwer  me,  yet  faid,  hereafter 
I  might  know  more. 

Bel.  To  th'  Field,    to  th' Field: 
We'll  leave  you  for  this  time,  go  in,  and  reft. 

Arv.  We'll  not  be  long  away. 

Bel.  Pray  be  not  fick, 
For  you  muft  be  our  Houfwife. 

Imo.  Well  or  ill, 
I  am  bound  to  you.  [Exit. 

Bel.  And  (halt  be  ever. 
This  Youth,  how  e'er  diftrefs'd,  appears  he  hath  had 
Good  Anceftors. 

Arv.  How  Angel-like  he  fings? 

Guid.  But  his  neat  Cookery? 

Arv.  He  cut  our  Roots  in  Characters, 
And  fauc'd  our  Broths,  as  Juno  had  been  fick, 
And  he  her  Dieter. 

Arv.  Nobly  he  yoaks 
A  fmiling  with  a  Ugh:   as  if  the  figh 
Was  that  it  was,  for  not  being  fuck  a  fmile: 
The  fmile  mocking  the  figh,  that  it  would  fly 
From  fo  divine  a  Temple,  to  commix 
With  Winds  that  Sailors  rail  at. 

Guid.  I  do  note, 
That  Grief  and  Patience  rooted  in  them  both, 
Mingle  their  fpurs  together, 

Arv.  Grow  Patience, 
And  let  the  (linking  Elder,  Grief,  untwine 
His  perifliirig  Root,  with  the  encreafing  Vine.' 

BeL  It  is  great  Morning.  Come  away:  who's  there? 

Enter  Cloten. 

Clot.  I  cannot  find  thofe  Runagates,  that  Villain 
Hath  mock'd  me.     I  am  faint. 

Bel.  Thofe  Runagates! 
Means  he  not  us?   I  partly  know  him,  'tis 
Cloten,  the  Son  o*  th'  Queen ;  I  fear  fome  Ambufh—  - 
I  faw  him  not  thefe  many  Years,  and  yet 
I  know  'tis  he:  we  are  held  as  Out-laws;  hence. 

Guid.  He  is  but  one;  you,  and  my  Brother  fearch 
What  Companies  are  near :  pray  you  away, 

Let 
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Let  me  alone  with  him.      [Exeunt  Bellarius  and  Arviragus. 

Clot.  Soft,  what  are  you 

That  fly  me  thus?  Some  Villain- Mountainers 

I  have  heard  of  fuch.     What  Slave  art  thou  ? 

Guid.  A  thing 
More  flavifli  did  I  ne'er,   than  anfwering 
A  Slave  without  a  knock. 

Clot.  Thou  art  a  Robber, 
A  Law-Breaker,  a  Villain ;  yield  thee,  Thief. 

Guid.   To  whom?   to  thee?  what  art  thou  i*  Have  not  I 
An  Arm  as  big  as  thine  f  a  Heart  as  big? 
Thy  Words  I  grant  are  bigger :   for  I  wear  not 
My  Dagger  in  my  Mouth.    Say  what  thou  art, 
Why  I  ihould  yield  to  thee? 

Clot.  Thou  Villain  bafe, 
Know'ft  me  not  by  my  Cloaths? 

Guid.  No,  nor  thy  Tailor,  Rafcal,  ;A 

Who  is  thy  Grandfather,  he  made  thofe  Cloaths, 
Which,  as  it  feems,  make  thee. 

Clot.  Thou  precious  Varlet ! 
My  Tailor  made  them  not. 

Guid.  Hence  then,   and  thank 
The  Man  that  gave  them  thee.  Thou  art  fome  Fool, 
I  am  loth  to  beat  thee. 

Clot.  Thou  injurious  Thief, 
Hear  but  my  Name,  and  tremble. 

Guid.  What's  thy  Name? 

Clot.  Cloten,   thou  Villain. 

Guid.  Clotcny  thou  double  Villain  be  thy  Name, 
I  cannot  tremble  at  it ;  were  it  Toad,  or  Adder,  Spider, 
3Twould  move  fooner. 

Clot.  To  thy  further  fear, 
Nay,  to  thy  meer  Confufion,  thou  fhalt  know 
I  am  Son  to  th*  Queen.  rbsH 

Guid.  I  am  forry  for't;   not  feeming 
So  worthy  as  thy  Birth^^  *\ 

Clot.  Art  not  afraid  f 

G  uid.  Thofe  that  I  reverence,  thofe  I  fear,  the  Wife : 
At  Fools  I  laugh,  not  /ear  them. 

Clot.  Die  the  Death : 
When  I  nave  (lam  thee  with  my  proper  Hand, 

r  _  .......  _    juts    _ 
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I'll  follow  thofe  that  ev'n  now  fled  hence, 
And  on  the  Gates  of  Lud's  Town  fet  your  Heads: 
Yield  Ruftick  Mountaineer.  \Ji!Jot  anc^  Exeunt* 

Enter  Bellarius  and  Arviragus. 
BeL  No  Company's  abroad. 

Arv,  None  in  the  World;  you  did  miftakehim  fure. 
BeL  I  cannot  tell ;    long  is  it  fince  I  faw  him, 
But  Time  hath  nothing  blurr'd  thofe  Lines  of  Favour 
Which  then  he  wore;  the  fnatches  in  his  Voice, 
And  burft  of  fpeaking  were  as  his :  I  am  abfolute 
'Twas  very  Cloten. 

Arv.  In  this  place  we  left  them ; 
I  wifti  my  Brother  make  good  time  with  him, 
You  fay  he  is  fo  fell. 

BeL  Being  fcarce  made  up, 
I  mean  to  Man ;  he  had  not  apprehenfiori 
Of  roaring  Terrors:    For  defeifr,  of  Judgment 
Is  oft  the  caufe  of  Fear.     But  fee  thy  Brother. 

£»m*Guiderius. 
Guid.  ThhCloten  was  a  Fool,   an  empty  Purfe, 
There  was  no  Mony  in't ;  Not  Hercules 
Could  have  knock-out  his  Brains,  for  he  had  none: 
Yet  I  not  doing  this,  the  Fool  had  born 
My  Head,  as  I  do  his. 
BeL  What  haft  thou  done? 
Guid.  I  am  perfed  what ;  cut  off  one  Cloten  $  Head, 
Son  to  the  Queen,  after  his  own  report, 
Who  call'd  me  Traitor,  Mountaineer,   and  fwore 
With  his  own  Hand  he'd  take  us  in, 
Difplace  our  Heads,  where,  thanks  to  th5  Gods,  they  grow, 
And  fet  them  on  Lud's  Town. 
BeL  We  are  all  undone. 

Guid.  Why,  worthy  Father,  what  have  we  to  lofe, 
But  that  he  fwore  to  take,  our  Lives  ?  the  Law 
Prote&s  not  us,  then  why  mould  we  be  tender, 
To  let  an  arrogant  piece  of  Flefli  threat  us? 
Play  Judge,  and  Executioner,  all  himfelf/ 
For  we  do  fear  no  Law.    What  Company 
Difcover  you  abroad  ? 
BeL  No  fingle  Soul 

:,  Can 
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Can  we  fet  Eye  on  ;  but  in  all  fafe  reafon 

Hemufthavefomc  Attendants.  Though  his  Honour 

Was  nothing  but  mutation,   ay  and  that 

From  one  bad  thing  to  worfe;   Not  Frenzy, 

Not  abfolute  Madnefs  could  fo  far  have  rav'd 

To  bring  him  here  alonr,  although  perhaps 

It  may  be  heard  at  Court,    that  fuch  as  we 

Cave  here,   haunt  here,  are  Out-laws,    and  in  time 

May  make  fomc  ftronger  head,  the  which  he  hearing, 

As  it  is  like  him,  might  break  out,  and  fwear 

He'd  fetch  us  in;  yet  is't  not  probable 

To  come  alone,  either  fo  undertaking, 

Or  they  fo  fufferiDg;  then  on  good  ground  we  fear, 

If  we  do  fear  this  B  dy  hath  a  Tail 

More  perilous  than  the  Head. 
Arv.  Let  Ord'nance 

Come,  as  the  Gods  forefay  ir,  howfoe'er 

My  Brother  hath  done  well. 
Bel.  I  had  no  mind 

To  hunt  this  day :    The  Boy  Fideles  ficknefs 

Did  make  my  way  long  forth. 
Guid.  With  his  own  Sword, 

Which  he  did  wave  agaicft  my  Throat,  IhavetVea 

His  Head  from  him :    1*11  throw't  into  the  Creek 

Behind  our  Rock,  and  let  it  to  the  Sea, 

And  tell  the  Fifties,  he's  the  Queen's  Son,  Clotert, 

That's  all  I  reiki  [Exit. 

Bel.   I  fear  'twill  be  reveng'd: 

Would,  Poluiorc,  thou  hadfr  not  done't:   though  Valour 

Becomes  thee  well  enough. 
Arv.  Would  I  had  done't, 

So  the  Revenge  alone  purfu'd  me:  Polidore, 

I  love  thee  Brotherly,  but  envy  much 

Thou  haft  robb'd  me  of  this  deed;   I  would  Revenges 

That  poflible  Strength  might  meet,  would  feek  us  through, 

And  pur  us  to  our  anfwer. 
Bel.  Well,  'tis  done: 

We'll  hunt  no  more  to  day,  nor  feek  for  danger 

Where  there's  no  profit.  I  prithee  to  our  Rock, 

You  and  Fidele  play  the  Cooks:  I'll  fcay 

[Till  hafty  Polidore  return,  and  bring  him 

Vol.  VI.  L  To 
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To  Dinner  prefently. 

Arv.  Poor  fick  Fidclel 
I'll  willingly  to  him;  to  gain  his  colour, 
I'd  let  a  Pan  ill  of  fuch  Clotens  blood, 
And  ptaife  my  felf  for  Charity.  [Exit. 

Bel.  O  thou  Goddefs, 
Thou  divine  Nature!  thy  felf  thou  blazon'ft 
In  thefe  two  Princely  Boys:  they  are  as  gentle 
As  Zephyrs  blowing  below  the  Violet, 
Not  wagging  his  fweet  Head  ;  and  yec,  as  rough, 
Their  Royal  Blood  enchaf'd,  as  the  rud'ft  Wind, 
That  by  the  top  doth  take  the  Mountain  Pine, 
And  make  him  ftoop  to  th'  Vail.     'Tis  wonder 
That  an  invifibJe  inftincl:  mould  frame  them 
To  Royalty  unlearn'd,  Honour  untaught, 
Civility  not  feen  from  other;    Valour,  ^ 

That  wildly  grows  in  them,   but  yields  a  crop 
As  if  it  had  been  fow'd:  yet  (till  it's  ftrange 
What  Cloten's  being  here  to  us  portends, 
Or  what  his  death  will  bring  us. 

Enter  Guiderius. 

Guid.  Where's  my  Brother? 
I  have  fent  Cloten's  Clot- pole  down  the  ftream, 
In  Embaflie  to  his  Mother;  his  Body's  hoftage 
For  his  Return.  [Solemn  Mnfick* 

BeL  My  ingenious  Inftrument, 
Hark  Polidure>  it  founds.   But  what  occafion 
Hath  Cadwall  now  to  give  it  motion?  Hark. 

Gmd.1%  heat Home?  bnA 

J  JH«^entJ  herif e  even  1ow'  H« w 

Gmd.  What  does  he  mean  ? 
Since  death  of  my  dear'fl  Mother 
It  did  not  fpeak  before.     All  folemn  things 
Shoifld  anfwer  folemn  Accident*.     The  matter? 
Triumphs  for  nothing,  and  lamenting  Toys, 
Is  Jollity  for  Apes,  and  Grief  for  Boys. 
Is  Cadivall  mad  ? 

Enter   Arviragus,    with  Imogen  dead9    bearing  her   in  his 

Arms. 

Bel.  Look,  here  he  comes, 
And  brines  the  dire  occafion  in  his  Arms, 

Of 
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Of  what  \vc  blame  him  for. 

Arv.  The  Bird  is  dead 
That  we  have  made  fo  much  on,     I  had  rather 
Have  skipt  from  fixteen  Years  of  Age,  to  fixty: 
To  have  turn'd  my  leaping  time  into  a  Crutch, 
Thin  have  fcen  this. 

Gnid.  Oh  f^eetefr,  fain  ft  Lilly  I 
My  Brother  wears  thee  not  the  one  half  fo  well. 
As  when  thou  grew'ft  thy  k\f. 

Bel.  Oil    MelanchuIIy, 
Who  ever  yet  could  found  thy  bottom?  Find 
The  Ooze,  to  fhew  what  Coaft  thy  fluggifh  care 
Might  eafilieft  harbour  in?    Thou  bleffcd  thir 
Jove  knows  what  Man  thou  might'ft  have  made :  but  I, 
Thou  dy'dft,  a  more  rare  Boy,  of  Melancholly. 
How  found  you  him  ? 

Arv.  Stark,  as  you  fee : 
Thus  fmiling  as  fome  Fly  had  tickled  Slumber, 
Not  as  Death's  Dart  being  laugh'd  at:  his  right  Cheek 
Repofing  on  a  Cuftiion. 

Guid.  Where? 

Arv.  O'th'  Floor: 
His  Arms  thus  leagu'd,  I  thought  he  flept,  and  put 
My  clouted  Brogues  from  off  my  Feet,   whofe  rudenefs 
Anfwer'd  my  Steps  too  loud. 

Guid.  Why,   he  but  deeps ; 
If  he  be  gone  he'll  make  his  Grave  a  Bed ; 
With  Female  Fairies  will  his  Tomb  be  haunted, 
And  Worms  will  not  come  to  thee. 

Arv.  With  faireft  Flow'rs 
Whilft  Summer  lafts,  and  I  live  here,  Fdele, 
I'll  fweeten  thy  fad  Grave:  thou  (hair  not  lack 
The  Flow'r  that's  like  thy  Face,  pale  Primrofe ;  nor 
The  azur'd  Hare-Belly  like  thy  V.  ins;  no  nor 
The  Leaf  of  Eglantine,  whom  nor  to  {lander, 
Out-fweetn'd  not  <hy  Breatl,:    the  Raddock  would 
With  charitable  Bill  ( Oh  Bill  fore  (haming 
Thofe  rich-left  Heirs,  that  let  their  Fathers  lye 
Without  a  Monument;    bring  thee  all  this, 
Yea,  andfurrMMofsbefides.  When  Flow'rs  are  none 

To  Winter-ground  thy  coarfe- — ~- 
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Guid.   Prithee  have  done, 
And  do  not  play  in  Wench-like  words  with  that 
Which  is  fo  ferrous.  Let  us  bury  him, 

And  not  protract  with  admiration,  what 
Is  dow  due  Debt.     To  th'  Grave. 
Arv.  Say,  where  (hall's  lay  him? 
Guid.  By  good  EuriphiU,   our  Mother. 
Arv.  Be't  fo : 
And  let  us,  Pclidore,  though  now  our  Voices 
Have  got  the  mannifh  crack,  (ing  him  to  th'  Ground 
As  once  to  our  Mother:    ufe  like  note,  and  words, 
Save  that  EuriphiU  muft  be  Ft  dele. 

Gmdm  Cadwall, 
I  cannot  fing:  I'll  weep,  and  word  it  with  thee, 
For  Notes  of  Sorrow,  out  of  tune,  are  worfe 
Than  Priefts,  and  Vanes  than  lie. 
Arv.    We'll  fpeak  it  then. 

BcL  Great  Griefs  I  fee  Med'cine  the  kfu  For  Clow* 
Is  quite  forgot.     He  was  a  Queen's  Son,  Boy 5, 
A;  d  though  he  came  our  Enemy,  remember 
H;  was  paid  for  that :  The  Mean,  and  Mighty,  rotting 
Together,  have  one  Duft,  yet  Reverence, 
That  Angel  of  the  World,  doth  make  diftinction 
Of  place  'twixt  high  and  low.  Our  Foe  was  Princely, 
And  though  you  took  his  Life,  as  being  our  Foe, ' 
Yet. bury  him,  as  a  Prince. 

Guid.  Pray  thee  fetch  him  hicher, 
T':tr{Jtes  Body  is  as  good  as  Ajax, 
Whtn  neither  are  alive. 

Arv.  If  you'll  go  fetch  him, 
We'll  fay  our  Song  the  whillt:   Brother  begin. 

Guid.  Nay  Cadwall,we  muft  lay  his  Head  to  th'Eaft, 
My  Father  hath  a  reafon  tort. 
Arv.  'Tis  true. 

Guid.  Come  on  then,   and  remove  him. 
Arv*  So,  begin. 

SONG. 
Guid.  Fear  no  mere  the  Heat  otti  Suny 
Nor  the  fur  ions  Winters  ragesy 
Thou  thy  worldly  task^  hafl  done, 
Home  art  gone,  and  take  thy  Wages, 

Golden 
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Golden  Lads  and  Girls  all  muft, 
As  Chimney-Sweepers  come  to  Duft. 

Arv.  Fear  no  more  the  Frown  o*  tV  Great* 
Thou  art  pafi  the  Tyrant's  Jlrokey 
Care  no  more  to  Cloath  and  Eaty 
To  thee  the  Reed  is  as  the  Oakj 
The  Scepter,    Learning,  Phyjlck^  muft, 
All  follow  this,  and  come  to  Duft. 
Guid.   Fear  no  more  the  Lightning  fiajb. 
Arv.  Nor  tW  all  dreaded  Thunder-ftone. 
Guid.  Fear  no  Slander,  Cenfure,  rafl). 
Arv.  Thou  haft  finiJUd  Joy  and  Moan* 
Borh.  All  Lovers  youngs  all  Lovers  muft9 

Confign  to  thee,  and  come  to  Duft. 
Guid.  No  Exorcifer  harm  thee. 
Arv.  Nor  no  Witchcraft  charm  thee. 
Guid.  Ghoft  unlaid  forbear  thee. 
Arv.   Nothing  ill  come  near  thee. 
Both.  Quiet  confummation  have, 

And  renowned  be  thy  Grave, 
Enter  Bellarius  with  the  Body  of  Cloten, 
Guid.  We  have  done  our  Obfcquies: 
Come  lay  him  down. 

Bel.  Here's  a  few  Flow'rs,  but  about  Midnight  more; 
The  Kerbs  that  have  on  them  cold  Dew  o'th*  Night 
Are  ftrewings  fitt'ft  for  Graves :  upon  their  Faces— 
You  were  as  Flow'rs,  now  wither'd;  even  fo 
Thefe  Herbclecsfhall,  which  we  upon  you  ftrew. 
Gome  on,  away,  apart  upon  our  Knees-— — 
The  Ground  that  £ave  them  firft,  has  them  again : 
Their  Pleafures  here  are  paft,  foare  their  Pain.  [Exeunt. 

[Imogen  awakes. 
Yes,  Sir,  to  Mi  If  or  d- Haven,  which  is  the  way  ?■ 


I  think  you-— by  yond  Bufh? — pray  how  far  thither f-       — 

'Ods  pittikins- — can  it  be  Gx  Mile  yet?— 

I  have  gone  all  Nigh'— -'faith,  I'll  lye  down  and  deep. 
Butfoft!  no  Bedfellow!— Oh  Gods,  and  Goddeffes! 

[Seeing  the  Body. 
Thefe  Flow'rs  are  like  the  Pleafures  of  the  World ; 
This  bloody  Man  the  care  on't.     I  hope  I  dream ; 
For  fo  I  thought  I  was  a  Cave-keeper, 
And  Cook  to  honed  Creatures.     But  'tis  not  fo : 

L  5  'Twa 


2814  Cymbeline. 

'Twas  but  a  bolt  of  nothing,  (hot  at  nothing, 
Which  the  Brain  makes  of  Fumes.     Our  very  Eyes, 
Are  ibmetimes  like  our  Judgments,  blind.     Good  Faith 
I  tremble  ftiil  with  f eai ;  but  if  there  be 
Yet  left  in  Heav'n,  as  fmall  a  drop  of  pity 
As  a  Wren's  Eye:  fear'd  Gods,  apart  or  it. 
The  Dream's  here  ftill ;    even  when  I  wake>  it  is 
Without  me,  as  within  me;  not  imagin'd,  hit. 
A  headlefs  Man!— f — The  Garments  ofPoflhumus? 
I  know  the  fhape  of's  Leg,  ti»is  is  his  Hand, 
His  Foot  Mercurial,  his  Martial  Thigh, 

The  Brawns  of  Hercules :  but  his  Jovial  Face 

Murther  in  Heav'n  ! How  !- 'tis  gone— -Pifanio!— — 

All  curfes  madded  Hecuba  gave  the  Greeks, 

And  mine  to  boot,  be  darted  on  thee!  thou 

Confpii'd  with  that  irregulous  Devil,  Cloten^ 

Have  here  cut  off  my  Lord.  To  write,  and  read, 

Be  henceforth  treacherous.     Dimn'd  Pifanio 

Hath  with  his  forg'd  Letters— -damn'd  Pifamo!-» 

From  this  moft  braveft  VtfTel  of  the  World 

Struck  the  main  top !  Oh  Pefihumus,  alas, 

Where  isthyHead?  where'sthat?  Ay  me,  ay,  where's  that? 

Vtfanio  might  have  k'ill'd  thee  at  the  Heart, 

And  left  his  Head  on.     How  mould  this  be,  Pifanio  I 

'Tis  he  and  Cloten.     Malice  and  Lucre  in  them 
Have  laid  this  woe  here.     Oh  'tis  pregnant,  pregnant  ! 
The  Drug  he  gave  me,  which  he  (aid  was  precious 
And  Cordial  to  me,  have  I  not  found  it 
Murd'rous  to  th'Senfes?  that  confirms  it  heme: 
This  is  Pifanio' s  deed,  and  Cloten  :  Oh! 
Give  colour  to  my  pale  Cheek  with  thy  Blood, 
That  we  the  horridcr  may  feern  to  thofe 
Which  chace  to  find  us.   Oh,  my  Lord!  my  Lord  ! 
Enter  Lucius,  Captains,  and  a  Soothfajer.  - 

Cap.  To  them,  the  Legions  garrifon'd  in  Gallia 
After  your  will,  have  crofs'd  the  Sea,  attending 
You  here  at  Milford-Havm,  with  your  Ships : 
Thy  are  in  readinefs. 

Luc.  But  what  from  Rome  f 

Cap.  The  Senate  hath  ftirr'd  up  the  Confiners, 
And  Gentlemen  of  Italyy  moft  willing  Spirits, 

That 
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Thit  promife  Noble  Service  :  and  they  come 
Under  the  Conduct  of  bold  lac  hi  mo, 
Sjenna's  Brother. 

Luc*  When  expect  you  them  ? 

Cap.  With  the  next  benefit  o'th'  Wind. 

Luc.  This  forwardnefs 
Make  our  hopes  fair.     Command  our  prefent  numbers, 
Be  muttered,  bid  the  Captains  look  to't.     Now,  Sir, 
What  have  you  dr.^m'd  of  late  of  this  War's purpofe? 

Sooth*  Laft  Night  the  very  gods  fhcw'd  me  a  Vifion 
( I  feaft,  and  pray'd  for  their  Intelligence)  thus  : 
I  faw  Jove's  Bird,  the  Roman  Eagle  wing'd 
From  the  Spungy  South,  to  this  part  of  the  Wed, 
There  v^mfh'd  in  the  Sun-beams,  which  portends, 
Unlefs  my  Sins  abufe  my  Divination, 
Succefs  to  th'  Roman  Holt. 

Luc.  Decani  often  fo, 
And  never  falfe.     Soft  ho,  what  Trunk  is  here? 
Without  his  top?  the  ruin  fpeaks,  that  fometime 

It  was  a  worthy  building.     How!  a  Page! — 

Or  dead,  or  deeping  on  him?  but  dead  rather: 
For  -Nature  doth  abhor  to  make  his  bed 
With  the  defunct,  or  fiecp  upon  the  dead, 
Let's  fee  the  Boy's  Face. 

Cap.  He's  alive,  my  Lord. 

Luc,  He'll  then  in  thud  us  of  his  Body,     Young  on$» 
Inform  us  of  the  Fortunes,  for  it  feems 
They  crave  to  be  demanded  :  who  is  this 
Thou  mak'ft  thy  bloody  Pillow?   Or  who  was  he 
That,  otherwife  than  noble  Nature  did, 
Hath  alter'd  that  good  Pidure?  What's  thy  Intereft 
In  this  fad  wrack?  How  came't?  Who  is't? 
What  art  thou? 

Imo.  I  am  nothing;  or  if  not, 
Nothing  to  be,  were  better:  This  was  my  M after, 
A  very  valiant  Britain,  and  a  good, 
That  here  by  Mountainers  lyes  flain :  Ala<! 
There  are  no  more  fuch  Mailers:  I  may  wander 
From  Eaft  to  Occident,  cry  out  for  Servic* 
Try  many,  all  good,  ferve  truly,  never 
Find  fuch  another  Matter, 
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Luc*  Tack,  good  Youth ! 
Thou  mov'ft  no  lefs  with  thy  complaining,   than 
Thy  Mafter  in  bleeding :  Say  his  name,  good  Friend. 

Imo*  Richard duCjmp  :  If  I  do  lye,  and  do 
No  harm  by  it,  though  the  Gods  hear,  I  hope  \_Afide. 

They'll  pardon  it.     Say  you,  Sir  ? 
Luc.  Thy  name? 
Imo*  FideUy  Sir. 

Luc.  Thou  doft  approve  thy  felf  the  very  fame; 
Thy  Name  well  fits  thy  Faith,  thy  Faith,  thy  Name. 
Wilt  take  thy  change  with  me?  I  will  not  fay 
Thou  fhalt  be  fo  well  mafter'd,  but  be  fure 
No  lefs  belov'd.     The  Roman  Emperor's  Letters 
Sent  by  a  Conful  to  me,  (hould  no  fooner 
Than  thine  own  worth  prefer  thee:  Go  with  me. 

Imo.  rilfoilow,  Sir.  But  firft  an't  pleafe  the  Gods, 
I'll  hide  my  Mafter  from  the  Flies  as  deep 
As  thefe  poor  Pickaxes  can  dig:  and  when 
With  wild  Wood-leaves  and  Weeds  I  ha'  ftrew'd  his  Grave, 
And  on  it  faid  a  Century  of  Pray'rs, 
Such  as  I  can,  twice  o'er,  I'll  weep,  and  figh, 
And  leaving  fo  his  fervice,  follow  you, 
So  pleafe  you  entertain  me. 
Luc.  Ay,  good  Youth, 
And  rather  Father  thee,  than  Mafter  thee.  My  Friends, 
The  Boy  hath  taught  us  manly  Duties:  Let  us 
Find  out  the  prettied  Dazied-plot  we  can, 
And  make  him  with  our  Pikes  and  Partizans 
A  Grave;  come,  Arm  him:   Boy,  he  is  preferr'd 
By  thee,  to  us,  and  he  fhall  be  inrerr'd 
As  S  >ldiers  can.     Be  cheaiful,  wipe  thine  Eyes, 
§:>me  falls  are  means  the  happier  to  arife.  [Exeunt* 

S   C  E  N.  E  II.     The  Palace. 

Enter  Cymbeline,  Lords,  and  Pifanio. 
Cym.  Again;  and  bring  me  word  how 'tis  with  her; 
A  Fever  with  the  abfence  of  her  Son; 
AMadnefs,  of  which  her  Life's  iri  danger;  Heav'ns! 
How  deeply  you  at  once  do  touch  me.     Imogen, 
The  great  part  of  my  Comfort,  gone  I  My  Queen 
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Upon  a  defperate  Bed,  and  in  a  time 
When  fearful  Wars  point  at  me  J  Her  Son  gone, 
So  needful  for  this  prefent !  It  ftrikes  me,  paft 
The  hope  of  Comfort.     But  for  thee,  Fellow, 
Who  needs  muft  know  of  her  Departure,  and 
Doft  feem  fo  ignorant,  we'll  inforce  it  from  thee 
By  a  (harp  torture, 

Pifl  Sir,  my  Life  is  yours, 
I  humbly  fet  it  at  your  Will :  But  for  my  Miftrefs, 
I  nothing  know  where  (he  remains  ;  why  gone, 
Nor  when  (he  purpofes  return.    Befeech  your  Highnefs, 
Hold  me  your  Loyal  Servant. 

Lord.  Good  my  Liege, 
The  Day  that  (he  was  miffing,  he  was  here  ; 
I  dare  be  bound  he's  true,  and  (hall  perform 
All  parts  of  his  Subjection  loyally.    For  Cloten, 
There  wants  no  diligence  in  feeking  him, 
And  will  no  doubt  be  found. 

Cym.  The  time  is  troublefomc  ; 
We'll  flip  you  for  a  Sealon,  but  with  Jealoufie 
Do's  yet  depend. 

Lord.  So  pleafe  your  Majefty, 
The  Roman  Legions  all  from  Gallia  drawn, 
Are  landed  on  your  Coaft,  with  large  fupply 
Of  Roman  Gentleman,  by  the  Senate  fent. 

Cym.  Now  for  the  Counfel  of  my  Son  and  Queen, 
I  am  amaz'd  with  matter. 
Lord.  Good  my  Liepe, 
Your  Preparation  can  affront  no  lefs 
Than  what  you  hear  of. 
Come  more,  for  more  you're  ready  ; 
The  want  is,  but  to  put  thefe  Powers  in  Motion, 
That  long  to  move. 

Cym.  I  thank  you ;  Jet's  withdraw 
And  meet  the  time,  as  it  fetks  us.  We  fear  not 
What  can  from  Italy  annoy  us,  but 
We  grieve  at  Chances  here.     Away.  [Exeunt, 

P*f.  I  heard  no  Letter  from  my  Mafter,  fince 
I  wrote  him  Imogen  was  (lain.  'Tis  ftrange  ; 
Nor  hear  I  from  my  Miftrefs,  who  did  promife 
To  yield  me  often  tidings.    Neither  know  I 

What 
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; 
What  is  betide  to  Cloten,  but  remain 

Perplext  in  all.    The  Heav'ns  ftill  muft  work  ; 

Wherein  Iamfalfe,  Iamhoneft;  not  true,  to  be  true. 

Thefe  prefent  Wars  (hall  find  I  love  my  Country, 

Even  to  the  Note  o'th*  King,  or  111  fall  in  them  ; 

All  other* Doubts,  by  time  let  them  be  clear'd. 

Fortune  brings  in  fome  Boats,  that  are  not  fteer'd.       [Exit. 

SCENE     III.     Ihe  Street. 

Enter  Bellarius,  Guiderius,  and  Arvira'gus. 

Gut.  The  Noife  is  round  about  us. 

Bel.  Let  us  from  it. 

Arv.  What  Pleafure,  Sir,  find  we  in  Life,  to  lock  it 
From  Aftion,  and  Adventure  ? 

Guid.  Nay,  what  hope 
Have  we  in  hiding  us  ?   this  way  the  Romans 
Muft,  or  for  Britains  flay  us,  or  receive  us 
For  barbarous  and  unnatural  Revolts 
During  their  ufe,  and  flay  us  after. 

Bel.  Sons, 
We'll  higher  to  the  Mountains,  there  fecure  us. 
To  the  King's  Party  'here's  no  going  ;  newnefs 
Of  Clotens  Death,  we  being  not  known,  not  mufter'd 
Among  the  Bands,  may  drive  us  to  a  render 
Where  we  have  liv'd ;  and  fo  extort  from's  that 
Which  we  have  done,  whofe  anfwer  would  be  Death 
Drawn  on  with  Torture. 

Guid.  This  is,  Sir,  a  doubt 
In  fuch  a  time,  nothing  becoming  you, 
Nor  fatisfying  us. 

Arv.  It  is  not  likely, 
That  when  they  hear  the  Roman  Horfes  neigh^ 
Behold  their  quarter 'd  Fires,  have  both  their  Eyes 
And  Ears  fo  cloy'd  importantly  as  now, 
That  they  will  wafte  their  time  upon  our  Note, 
To  know  from  whence  we  are* 

Bel.  Oh,  I  am  known  )  g 

Of  many  in  the  Army  ;  many  Years, 
Though  Clot  en  then  but  young,  you  fee,  not  wore  him 
From  my  remembrance.  And  befides,  the  King 
Hath  not  deferv'd  my  Service,  nor  your  Loves      V 

*    ~~  '         ~  I   Who 


Cymbeline.  i  S  x  9 

Who  find  in  my  Exile,  the  want  of  Breedi«g» 
The  certainty  of  this  hard  Life,  ay  hopelefs 
To  have  the  Courtefie  your  Cradle  promis'd, 
But  to  be  ftili  hot  Summer's  tanhngs,  and 
The  fhrinking  Slaves  of  Winter. 

Gnid.  Than  be  fo, 
Better  to  ceafe  to  be  ;  pray,  Sir,  to  th5  Army; 
I,  and  my  Brother  are  not  known;  yourfilf 
So  out  of  Thought,  and  thereto  fo  o'er-grown, 
Cannot  be  quefiiorfd. 

Arv.  By  this  Sun  that  (nines 
I'll  thither  ;  what  thing  is  it,  that  Inever 
Did  fee  Man  die,  fcarce  ever  look'd  on  Blood, 
But  that  of  coward  Hares,  hot  Goats,  and  Venifon? 
Never  beftrid  a  Horfe  fave  one,  that  had 
A  Rider  like  my  felf,  who  ne'er  wore  Rowel, 
Nor  Iron  on  his  heel?  I  am  aftiam'd 
To  look  upon  the  holy  Sun,  to  have 
The  Benefit  of  his  bleft  Beams,  remaining 
So  long  a  poor  unknown. 

Guid.  By  Heav'ns  I'll  go, 
If  you  will  blefs  me,  Sir,  and  give  me  leave, 
I'll  take  the  better  care  ;  but  if  you  will  not, 
The  hazard  therefore  due  fall  on  me,  by 
The  Hands  of  Romans. 

Arv.  So  fay  I,  Amen* 

Bel.  No  reafon  I,  fince  of  your  Lives  you  fet 
So  flight  a  valuation,  mould  referve 
My  crack'd  one  to  more  care.   Have  with  you,  Boys. 
If  in  your  Country  Wars  you  chance  to  die> 
That  is  my  Bed  too,  Lads,  and  there  I'll  lye. 
Lead,  lead ;  the  time  feems  long,  their  Blood  thinks  Scorn 
'Till  it  flie our,  and  fhew  them  Princes  born.  [Exeunt. 


ACTV.     SCENE   I. 

SCENE  A  Field  between  the  Britifh  and  Ro- 
man Camps. 

Enter  Pofthumus  with  a  bloody  Handkerchief. 
Pofl.^W EA  bloody  Cloth,  I'll  keep  thee;  for  I  am  wi/ht 
X   Thou  ftiould'ft  be  colour'd  thus.  You  married  ones, 

If 
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If  each  of  you  would  take  this  Courfe,  how  many 
Mud  murther  Wives  much  better  than  themfelves 
For  wrying  but  a  Jitde  /   Oh  Pifanio  \ 

Every  good  Servant  does  not  all  Commands 

No  Bond,  but  to  do  juft  ones,   Gods !  if  you 

Should  have  ta'en  Vengeance  on  my  Faults,  I  never 

Had  liv'd  to  put  on  this ;  fo  had  you  faved 

The  noble  Imogen  to  repent,  and  ftrook 

Me,  wretch,  more  worth  your  Vengeance.  But  alack 

You  fnatch  from  hence  for  little  Faults ;  that's  love 

To  have  them  fall  no  more  ;  you  fome  permit 

To  fecond  ills  with  ills,  each  worfe  than  other, 

And  make  them  dread  it,  to  the  doers  thrift  ;\ 

But  Imogen  is  your  own,  do  your  beft  Wills, 

And  make  me  bleft  to  obey.    I  am  brought  hither 

Among  th'  Italian  Gentry,  and  to  fight 

Againft  my  Lady's  Kingdom  ;  'tis  enough 

That,  Britain,  I  have  kili'd  thy  Miftrefs :  Peace, 

I'll  give  no  wound  to  thee;  therefore,  good  Heav'ns, 

Hear  patiently  my  purpofe.    I'll  difrobe  me 

Of  thefe  Italian  Weeds,  and  fuit  my  felf 

As  do's  a  Britain  Peazant  ?  fo  I'll  fight 

Againft  the  part  I  come  with  ;  fo  I'll  die 

For  thee,  O  lmogeny  even  for  whom  my  Life 

Is  every  Breath,  a  Death;  and  thus  unknown, 

Pitied,  nor  hated,  to  the  Face  of  Peril 

My  felf  I'll  dedicate.    Let  me  make  Men  know 

More  Valour  in  me,  than  my  Habit's  fhow ; 

Gods,  put  the  Strength  o'th'  Leonati  in  me ; 

To  ftiame  the  guife  o'th'  World,   I  will  begin, 

The  Fafhion  lefs  without,  and  more  within.  [Exit, 

Enter  Lucius,  Iachirao,  and  the  Roman  Armj  at  we  Door ; 
and  the  Britain  Army  at  another  :  Leonatus  Pofthumus 
following  like  a  poor  Soldier.  They  march  over,  and  g§ 
out.  Then  enter  again  in  Skirmijh  Iachimo,  and  Poft- 
humus ;  he  vanqnijheth  and  difarmeth  Iachimo,  and  then 
leaves  him. 

lack  The  heavinefs  and  guilt  within  my  Bofom, 
Takes  off  my  Manheod  ;  I  have  bely'd  a  Lady, 
The  Princefs  of  this  Country ;  and  the  Air  on't 
Revengingly  enfeebles  me :  Or  could  this  Carle,1 
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A  very  drudge  of  Nature's,  have  fubdu'd  me 
In  my  profeffion?  Knighthoods,  and  Honours  born, 
As  I  wear  mine,  are  Titles  but  of  Scorn  ; 
If  that  thy  Gentry,  Britain,  go  before 
This  Lowt,  as  he  exceeds  our  Lords,  the  odds 
Is,  that  we  fcarce  are  Men,  and  you  are  Gods.         [Exit, 
The    Battel  continues,  the  Britains  fly,  Cymbeline  is  taken; 
then  enter  to  his  Rejcuey  Bellarius,  Guiderius,  and  Arvi- 
ragus. 

Bel.  Stand,  ftand,  we  have  the  Advantage  of  the  Ground, 
The  Lane  is  Guarded  :  Nothing  routs  us,  but 
The  Villany  of  our  Fears. 

Guid.  Arv.  Stand,  ftand  and  fight. 
Enter  Pofthumus,  and  Seconds  the  Britains.     They  Refcue 
Cymbeline,  and  Exeunt. 
Then  enter  Lucius,  Iachimo,  and  Imogen. 
Luc.  Away,   Boy,  from  the  Troops  and  fave  thy  felf ; 
For  Friends  kill  Friends,  and  the  Diforder's  fuch 
As  War  were  hood-winkVl. 
lack  'Tis  their  frefh  Supplies. 
Luc.  It  is  a  Day  turn'd  ftrangely  ;  or  betimes 
Let's  re-inforce,  or  fly.  \Exeunt. 

Enter  Pofthumus,   and  a  Britain  Lord. 
Lord.  Cam/ft  thou  from  where  they  made  the  ftand  t 
Pofl.  I  did. 
Though  you  it  feems  came  from  the   Fliers. 
Lord.  I  did. 

' Poft.  No  blame  to  you,  Sir,  for  all  was  loft, 
But  that  the  Heav'ns  fought  ;  the  King  himfelf 
Of  his  Wings  deftirute,  the  Army  broken, 
And  but  the  backs  of  Britains  feen ;  all  flying 
Through  a  ftraight  Lane,  the  Enemy  fulKhearted, 
Lolling  the  Tongue  with  flaught'ring,  having  work 
More  plentiful,  than  Tools  to  do'r,  ftrook  down 
Some  mortally,  fome  flightly  touch'd,  fome  falling 
Meerly  through  Fear,  that  the  ftraight  paf>  was  damm'd 
With  dead  Men,  hurt  behind,  and  Cowards  living 
To  die  with  length'ned  fhame. 
Lord.  Where  was  this  Lane  ? 

?oft.  Clofe  by  the  Battel,  ditch'd,  and  wall'd  with  Turf, 
Which  gave  Advantage  to  an  ancient  Soldier, 

An 
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An  honeft  one  I  warrant,  who  deferv'd 

So  long  a  breeding,  as  his  white  Beard  came  to* 

In  doing  this  for's  Country.    Athwart  the  Lane, 

He,  with  two  Striplings,  Lads  more  like  to  run 

The  Country  bafe,  than  to  commit  fuch  Slaughter^ 

With  Faces  fit  for  Masks,  or  rather  fairer 

Than  thofe  for  Prefervation  cas'd,  or  ihame, 

Made  good  the  Paffage,  cry'd  to  thofe  that  fled,] 

Our  Britain's  Hearts  die  flying,  not  our  Men, 

To  darknefs  fleet  Souls  that  fly  backward  ;  ftand, 

Or  we  are  Romans,  and  will  give  you  that 

Like  Beads,  which  you  fhun  beaftly,  and  may  fave 

But  to  look  back  in  front :  Stand,  ftand.  Thefe  three. 

Three  thoufand  confident,  in  aft  as  many  ; 

For  three  Performers  are  the  File,  when  all  £  L 

The  reft  do  nothing.    With  this  word  ftand,  ftandj 

Accommodated  by  the  place  ;  more  Charming 

With  their  own  Noblenefs,  which  could  have  turn'd 

A  DiftafF  to  a  Lance,  gilded  pale  Looks ; 

Part  ihame,partSpirit  renew'd,that  fome  turn'dCoward 

But  by  Example  (Oh  a  Sin  in  War, 

Damn'd  in  the  firft  Beginners)  'gan  to  look 

The  way  that  they  did,  and  to  grin  like  Lions 

Upon  the  Pikes  o'th'  Hunters.    Then  began 

A  flop  i'th'  Chafer,  a  Retire  ;  anon 

A  Rout,  confufion  thick.  Forthwith  they  flie 

Chickens,  the  way  which  they  ftoopt  Eagles  j  Slaves 

Theftridesthe  Vi&orsmade  ;  and  now  our  Cowards 

Like  Fragments  in  hard  Voyages  became 

The  Life  o'th'  need ;  having  found  the  back  door  open 

Of  the  unguarded  Hearts,  Heav'ns,  how  they  wound, 

Some  fUin  before,   fome  dying;  feme  their  Friends 

O'er-born  i'th'  former  wave,  ten  chae'd  by  one, 

Are  now  each  one  the  Slaughter-man  of  twenty  ; . 

Thofe  that  would  die,  or  e'er  refift,  are  grown 

The  mortal  Bugs  o'th'  Field. 

Lord,  This  was  a  ftrange  chance ; 
A  narrow  Lane,  an  old  Man,  and  two  Boys. 

Poft.  Nay,  do  not  v/onder  at  it ;  you  are  made 
Rather  to  wonder  at  the  things  you  hear, 
Than  to  work  any.    Will  you  Rhime  upon't* 

And 
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And  vent  it  for  a  Mock'ry  ?  Here  is  one :  ^ 

*'  Two  BoySy  an  old  Man  twice  a  Boy,  a  Lane% 
JJ  P  refer  vd  the  Britains,  was  the  Romans  bane. 

Lord.  Nay,  be  not  angry,  Sir. 

Pofi.  Lack,  to  what  end  } 
Who  dares  not  ftand  his  Foe,  I'll  be  his  Friend  ; 
For  if  he'll  do,  as  he  is  made  to  do, 
I  know  he'll  quickly  fly  my  Friendfhip  too. 
You  have  put  me  into  Rhyme. 

Lord.  Farewel,  you're  angry.  [Exit, 

Pofi.  Still  going  ?  this  is  aLord ;  oh  noble  Mifery 
To  be  i'th'  Field,  and  ask  what  News  of  me  ; 
Today,  how  many  would  have  given  their  Honours 
To  have  fav'd  their  Carkafles  ?  took  heel  to  do't, 
And  yet  died  to.   I,  in  mine  own  woe  charm'd, 
Could  not  find  Death,  where  I  did  hear  him  groan, 
Nor  feel  him  where  he  ftrook.  Being  an  ugly  Monfter, 
'Tis  ftrange  he  hides  him  in  frefrt  Cups,  foft  Beds, 
Sweet  Words  ;  or  hath  more  Minifters  than  we 
That  draw  his  Knives  i'th*  War.  Well  Twill  find  him; 
For  being  now  a  Favourer  to  the  Britain, 
No  more  a  Britain,  I  have  refum'd  again 
The  part  I  came  in.   Fight  I  will  no  more, 
But  yield  me  to  the  verieftMind,  that  fhall 
Once  touch  my  Shoulder.   Great  the  Slaughter  is 
Here  made  by  th'  Roman ;  great  the  anfwer  be, 
Britains  mud  take.    For  me,  my  Ranfom's  Death, 
On  either  fide  I  come  to  fpend  my  Breath  ; 
Which  neither  here  1*11  keep,  nor  bear  agen, 
But  end  it  by  fome  means  for  Imogen. 

Enter  two  Caf  tains,  and  Soldiers. 

i  Caf,  Great  Jufiter  be  prais'd,  Lucius  is  taken, 
'Tis  thought  the  old  Man,  and  his  Sons,  were  Angels, 

2  Caf.  There  was  a  fourth  Man,  in  a  filly  Habit, 
That  gave  th*  Affront  with  them. 

1  Caf.  So  'tis  reported  ; 

But  none  of  *em  can  be  found.  Stand,  who's  there  ? 

Pofi.  A  Roman, 
Who  had  not  now  been  drooping  here,  if  Seconds 
Had  anfwer'd  him. 

2  C*f,  Lay  Hands  on  him  5  a  Dog, 
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A  Leg  of  Rome  fhall  not  return  to  teli 

What  Crows  have  peckt  them  here ;  he  brags  his  Service 

As  if  he  were  of  Note  ,•  bring  him  to  th*  King. 

Enter  Cymbeline,  Bellarius,  Guiderius,  Arviragus,  Pifa- 
nio,  and  Roman  Captives,  The  Captains  prefent  Pofthu- 
mus  to  Cymbeline,  •who  delivers  him  over  to  a  Gaoler* 

SCENE    II.    A  Prifon. 

Enter  Pofthumus,  and  two  Gaolers. 

i  GaoL  You  mail  not  now  be  ftoIn,you  have  locks  upon  you ; 
So  graze,  as  you  find  Pafture. 

z  GaoL  Ay,  or  a  Stomach.  [Exeunt  Gaolers. 

Pofl.  Mod  welcome  Bondage  >  for  thou  art  a  way, 
I  think,  to  Liberty ;  yet  am  I  better 
Than  one  that's  fick  o'th'  Gout,  fince  he  had  rather 
Groan  fo  in  perpetuity,  than  be  cur'd 
By  th*  fure  Phyfician,  Death  ;  who  is  the  Key 
T'  unbar  thefc-  Lock.  My  Confcience,  thou  art  fetter'd 
More  than  my  Shanks,  and  Wrifts;  you  good  Gods  give  me 
The  penitent  Inftrument  to  pick  that  Bolt, 
Then  free  for  ever.    IYt  enough  I  am  forry  ? 
So  Children  temporaj  Fathers  do  appcafe; 
Gods  are  more  full  of  Mercy.     Muft  I  repent, 
I  cannot  do  it  better  than  in  Gyves, 
Defir'd,  more  than  conftrain'd  ;  to  fatisfie 
If  of  my  Freedom  'tis  rhe  main  part,  take 
No  ftri&er  render  of  me,  than  ray  All. 
I  know  you  are  more  clement  than  vile  Men, 
Who  of  their  broken  Debtors  take  a  third, 
A  fixtb,  a  tenth,  letting  them  thrive  again 
On  their  abatement ;  that's  not  my  Defire. 
For  Imogens  dear  Life,  take  mine,  and  though 
'Tis  not  fo  dear,  yet  'tis  a  Life  ;  you  coin'd  it; 
'Tween  Man,  and  Man,  they  weigh  not  every  ftamp  ; 
Though  light,  take  Pieces  for  the  Figure's  fake, 
You  rather,  mine  being  yours  ;  and  fo  great  Powers, 
If  you  will  take  this  Audit,  take  this  Life, 
And  cancel  thofe  old  Bonds.  Oh  Imogen  I 
I'll  fpeak  to  thee  in  Silence.  [He  /Iteps. 

Solemn 
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mn  Alufich,  Enter,  as  in  an  Apparition,  Sicilius  Leonatusj 
Father  to  Poll  hum  us,  an  old  Man,  attired  like  a  Warrior  y 
leading  in  his  Hand  an  ancient  Matron,  his  Wife,  and  Aio~ 
ther  to  Poftrmmu',  with  Aiuftck^  before  them.  Then  after 
other  Aluficl^  follows  the  two  young  Leonati,  Brothers  to 
Pofthumus,  ivith  wounds  as  they  died  in  the  Wars^  They 
sircle  Pofthumus  round  as  he  lyes  jleeping. 

Sici.  No  more  thou  Thundet-Mafler 

Shew  thy  fpite,  on  mortal  Flits  : 
With  Mars  fall  our,  with  Juno  chide,  that  thy  Adulteries 

Rate*,  and  Revenges. 
Hath  my  poor  B  >y  done  ought  but  wtlJ, 

Whofe  Face  I  never  faw  ? 
I  dy'd  whilft  in  the  Womb  he  ftay'd, 

Attending  Nature's  Law. 
Whofe  Father  then,  (as  Men  report, 

Thou  Orphans  Father  art.) 
Thou  mouldft  have  been,  and  ihielded  Hid 

From  his  Earth-vexing  Smart. 
Moth.  Lucina  lent  not  me  her  aid, 

But  took  me  in  my  throes, 
That  from  me  was  Pofthumus  ript, 

Came  crying  'mongft  his  Foes. 
A  thing  of  pity. 

Sici.  Great  Nature  like  his  Anceftry,' 

Moulded  the  fluff  fo  fair; 
That  he  deferv'd  the  praife  o'th'  World, 

As  great  Sicilius  Heir. 
i   Bro.  When  once  he  was  mature  for  Man; 

In  Britain  where  was  he 
That  could  ftand  up  his  Parallel, 

Or  Rival  objed  be, 
In  Eye  of  Imogen,  that  be  ft 

Could  deem  his  Dignity? 
Moth.  With  Marriage  therefore  was  he  mock^ 

To  be  exil'd,  and  thrown 
From  Leonati  Seat,  and  caft 

From  her  his  deareft  one  s 
Sweet  Imogen  ! 

Sici.  W  iy  did  you  fufFer  Iachimo^ 

Shght  thing  of  Italy, 
Vo't.  VI.  M  To 
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To  tai:;t  his  nobler  Heart  and  Brain, 

With  needlefs  jealoufie, 
And  to  become  the  geek  and  fcorn 
O'trT  others  villany  / 
2  Bro.  For  this,  from  (tiller  feats  we  came, 
Our  Parents,  and  us  twain, 
That  ftriking  in  our  Count's  caufe, 

Fell  bravely,  and  were  flain, 
Our  Fealty,  and  Tenantius  right, 
With  Honour  to  maintain. 
i   Bro,  Like  hardiment  Pcfthumus  hath 
To  Cymbeline  performed  ,* 
Then  Jupiter,  thou  King  of  gods, 

Why  haft  thou  thus  adjourn  d, 
The  Graces  for  his  Merits  due, 
Being  all  to  dolours  tur,n'd  % 
Ski.  Thy  Cry ftal  Window  ope ;  look  out ; 
No  longer  exercife 
Upon  a  valiant  Race,  thy  hard), 
And  potent  injuries. 
Moth.  Since,  Jupiter ,  our  Son  is  good, 

Take  off  his  miferies. 
Ski.  Peep  through  thy  Marble  Manfion,  help, 
Or  we  poor  Ghofts  will  cry 
To  th*  fhining  Synod  of  the  reft, 
Againft  thy  Deity. 
2  Breth.  Help,  Jupiter,  or  we  appeal, 
And  from  thy  juftice  flie. 
Jupiter  defends  in  Thunder  and  Lightning,  fitting  upon  an  Eagle  : 
he  throws  a  Thunder -bolt.     The  Ghofts  fall  on  their  knees, 
jupit.  No  more  you  petty  Spirits  of  Region  low 
OrTend  our  hearing;  hulli !  How  dare  you  Ghofts 
Accufe  the  Thunderer,  whofe  Bolt,  you  know, 
Sky-planted,  batters  all  rebelling  Coafts. 
Poor  fhadows  of  Eliz,ium,  hence,  and  reft 
Upon  your  never-withering  Banks  of  Flowers. 
Be  not  with  mortal  accidents  oppreft,  \Y 

No  care  of  yours  it  is,  you  know  'tis  ours. 
Whom  heft  I  love,  I  crofs ;  to  make  my  gift, 
The  more  delay'd,  delighted.     Be  content, 
Your  low-laid  Son,  our  Godhead  will  uplifts 

Mis 


Cymbeline.  2.817 

JHtis  Comforts  thrive,  his  Trials  well  are  fpentj 

Our  Jovial  Star  reign'd  at  his  Birth,  and  in 

Our  Temple  was  he  married :  Rife,  and  fade, 

He  fhall  be  Lord  of  Lady  Imogen , 

And  happier  much  by  his  Affliction  made, 

This  Tabler  lay  upon  his  Breaft,  wherein  [J upit.  drops  a  Tab kh 

Our  pleafure,  his  full  Fortune,  doth  confine, 

And  fo  away:  no  farther  with  your  din 

Exprefs  Impatience,  left  you  ftirupmine; 

Mount  Eagle,  to  my  Palace  Cryftalline.  [_Jfcendh 

Stci.  He  came  in  thunder,  his  Coeleftial  breath 
Was  fulphurous  to  fmell;   the  holy  Eagle 
Stoop'd,  as  to  foot  us:  his  Afcenfion  is 
More  fweet  than  our  bkft  Fields;  his  Royal  Bird 
Prunes  the  immortal  wing,  and  cloyes  his  Beak, 
As  when  his  God  is  pleas'd. 

All.  Thanks,  Jupiter. 

Ski.  The  Marble  Pavement  clofes,  he  is  enter'd 
His  radiant  Roof:  Away,  and  to  be  bleft 
Let  us  with  care  perform  his  great  beheft.  {jPaniJB* 

Poft.   Sleep,  thou  haft  been  a  Grandfire,  and  begot 
A  Father  to  me  :  and  thou  haft  created 
A  Mother,  and  two  Brothers.     But,  oh  fcorn! 

Gone they  went  from  hence  fo  foon  as  they  were  born  j 

And  fo  I  am  awake.     Poor  wretches  that  depend 

On  Greatnefs  Favour,  Dream  as  I  have  done, 

Wake,  and  find  nothing.     But,  alas,  I  fwerve  : 

Many  Dream  not  to  find,  neither  deferve, 

And  yet  are  fteep'd  in  Favours;  fo  am  I 

That  have  this  Golden  chance,  and  know  ,not  wh^"' 

What  Fairies  h*unt  this  ground?  a  Book  f   Oh  rare  one! 

Be  not,  as  is  our  fang! ed  World,  a  Garment 

Nobler  than  thatic  covers.     Let  thy  effects 

So  follow,  to  be  moft  unlike  our  Courtiers, 

As  good,  as  promife. 

Reads. 

WHen  as  the  Lions  Whelp  /hall,  t o  him f elf  unknown y  with' 
out  fecking  final,  and  be  embracd  by  apiece  of  tender 
Air  ;  And  when  from  a  fiately  Cedar  [bait  be  lept  brdnces% 
which  being  dead  many  years,  JJjall  after  revive,  be  jointed 
%o  the  old  Stocky   and  frefjly  grow,   then  pall  P&ftButiiiis 

M  t  etid 
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<*4  fyj  ?nijeries,  Britain  />?  Fortunate,  and  flotirift  m  Peace 

ana  Plenty. 

'  Tis  fbll  a  Dream;  or  z\te  fuch  (luff  as  Mad-men 

Tongue,  and  Brain  not  :  'Tis  either  both,  or  nothing; 

Or  (enfelefs  fpeaking,  or  a  fpeaking  fuch 

As  Senfe  cannot  untie.     But  what  it  is, 

The  Action  of  my  Life  is  like  it,  which  I'll  keep 

If  but  for  Sympathy. 

Enter   Gaoler, 
Gaol.  Come,  Sir,  are  you  ready  for  Death  ?  ' 
Poft.  Over-roafted  rather  :  ready  long  ago. 
Gao.  Hanging  is  the  word,  Sir,  if  you  be  ready  for  that, 
you  are  well  Cookt. 

Poft.  So  if  I  prove  a  good  repaft  to  the  Spectators,  the 
dim  pays  the  fhor. 

Gao.  A  heavy  reckoning  for  you,  Sir  :  but  the  comfort  is, 
you  fhali  be  called  to  no  more  payment&*fear  no  more  Ta- 
vern Bill?,  which  "ari&ften  the  fadnefs  oT  parting,  as  the  pro- 
curing of  mirth;  you  came  in  faint  for  want  of  meat,  depait 
reeling  with  too  much  drink;  forry  that  you  have  paid  too 
much,  and  forry  that  you  are  paid  too  much:  Purfe  and 
Brain,  both  empty;  the  Brain  the  heavier,  for  being  too 
light;  the  Purfe  too  light,  being  drawn  of  heavinefs.  Oh, 
of  this  con  trad  id  ion  you  Ihall  now  be  quit  :  Oh  the  charity 
cf  a  penny  Cord,  it  fums  up  thoufands  in  a  trice;  you  have 
no  true  Debtor,  and  Creditor,  but  it ;  of  what's  pad,  is, 
and  to  come,  the  difebarge;  your  Neck,  Sir,  is  Pen,  Book, 
and  Counters;  fo  the  Acquittance  follows. 

Poft-.  I  am  merrier  to  die,  than  thou  art  to  live. 
Gao.  Indeed,  Sir,  he  that  deeps,  feels  not  the  Tooth-Ache: 
but  a  Man  that  were  to  ilecp  your  Sleep,  and  a  Hangman  to 
help  him  to  Bed,  I  think  he  would  change  places  with  his 
Officer  :  for  look  you,  Sir,  you  know  not  which  way  you 
ihall   go. 

Poft  Yes  indeed  do  I,  Fellow. 

Gao.  Your  Death  has  Eyes  in's  Head  then  ;  I  have  not 
feen  him  fo  pi&ur'd  :  you  muft  either  be  directed  by  fome 
that  take  upon  them  to  know,  or  to  take  upon  your  klf  that 
which  I  am  fure  you  do  not  know  :  or  Jump  the  after-en- 
quiry on  your  own  peril;  and  how  ycu  fhall  fpeed  in  your 
journies  end,  I  ihink  you'll  return  never  to  tell  one. 
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Pofl.  I  tell  thee,  Fellow,  there  are  none  want  Eyes,  to, 
direct:  them  the  way  I  am  going,  but  fuch  as  wink,  and  will 
not  ufe  them, 

Gao.  What  an  infinite  mock  is  thif,  that  a  Man  fliould 
have  the  bed  ufe  of  Eyes,  to  fee  the  way  of  blindncfs:  I  am 
fure  fuch  hanging's  the  way  of  winking. 

Enter  a  AUtfcnger. 

Mef.  Knock  off  his  Manacles,  bring  your  Prifoner  to  the 
King. 

Tofl,  Thou  bring'ft  good  News,  I  am  call'd  to  be  made  free. 

Gao.  I'll  be  hang'd  then. 

Tofl.  Thou  flialt  be  then  freer  than  a  Gaoler;  no  bolts  for 
the  Dead.  [Exeunt. 

Gao.  Unlefs  a  Man  would  marry  a  Gallows,  and  beget 
young  Gibbets,  I  never  faw  one  fo  prone.  Yet  on  my  Con- 
science, there  are  verier  Knaves  defire  to  live,  for  all  he  be 
a  Roman  z  and  there  be  fome  of  them  too  that  die  againft 
their  wills;  fo  fliould  I,  if  I  were  onef  I  would  we  were 
all  of  one  mind,  and  one  mind  good;  O  there  were  defla- 
tion of  Gaolers  and  Gallowfes  :  I  fpeak  againft  my  prefent 
Profit,  but  my  wifh  hath  a  preferment  in't.  '\_Exit. 
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£#/tfrCymbsline,  Beltarius,  Guiderius,    Arviragus,  Pifanio, 

and  Lords. 

Cym.  Stand  by  my  fide,  you,  whom  the  gods  have  made 
Preiervers  of  my  Throne:  Wo  is  my  Heart, 
That  the  poor  Soldier  that  fo  richly  fought, 
Whofe  rags  /ham'd  gilded  Arms,  whofe  naked  bread 
Stept  before  Targets  of  proof,  cannot  be  found  : 
He  fhall  be  happy  that  can  find  him,  if 
Our  Grace  can  make  him  fo. 

Bel.  I  never  faw 
Such  Noble  Fury  in  fo  poor  a  Tiling; 
Such  precious  deeds,  in  one  that  piomis'd  nought 
But  beggary  and  poor  looks.  *    i, 

'■Cym.'  No  tidings  of  him? 

Tif.  He  hath  been  fearch'd  among  the  dead,  and  living, 
Put  no  trace  of  him, 

M  3  qm. 
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Cym.  To  my  grief,  I  am 
The  heir  of  his  reward,  which  I  will  add 
To  you,  theLivcr,  Heart,  and  Brain  of  Britain, 

[To  Bell.  Guid.  and  Arvirag, 
By  whom,  I  grant,  fne  lives,     'Tis  now  the  time 
To  ask  of  whence  you  are.     Report  it. 

Bell.  Sir, 
In  Cambria  are  we  born,  and  Gentlemen  r 
Further  to  boaft,  were  neither  true,  nor  mod  eft, 
Unit  is  [  add,  we  are  honeft. 

Cym.  Bow  your  knees, 
Arjfe  my  Knights  o'th'  Battel,  I  create  you 
Companions  to  our  Perfon,  and  will  fit  you 
With  Dignities  becoming  your  Eflates. 

Enter  Cornelius  and  Ladies, 
There's  buiinefs  in  thefe  Faces :  why  fo  fadly 
Greet  you  our  Victory?  you  look  like  the  Rom  am* 
And  not  o'th*  Court  of  Britain* 

Car.  Hail,  great  King, 
To  four  your  happinefs,  I  muft  report 
The  Queen   is  dead. 

Cym.  Whom  worfe  than  a  Phyfician 
Would  this  report  become;  but  I  confider, 
IVly  Med'cine  Life  may  be  prolonged,  yet  Death 
Will  feize  the  Dodor  too.     How  ended  (he? 

Qr.  With  horror,  madly  dying,  like  her  felfs 
Which,  being  cruel  to  the  World,  concluded 
Moil:  cruel  to  her  k\f.     What  Ihe  confeft, 
I  will  report  fo  pleafe  you.     Thefe  her  Women 
Can  trip  me,  if  I  err;  who  with  wet  Cheeks 
Were  prefent  when  (he  finifh'd. 

Cym.  Prithee  fay. 

Cor.  Firft,  ihe  confefs'd  flie  never  lov'd  you  ;  only 
Affected  Greatnefs  got  by  you,  not  you: 
Married  your  Royalty,  was  Wife  to  your  place, 
Abhorr'd  your  Perfon. 

Cym.   She  alone  knew  this  : 
And  bur  ihe  fpoke  it  dying,  I  would  not 
B  lieve  her  Lios  in  opening  it.     Proceed. 

Cor.  Your  Daughter,  whom  ihe  bore  in  hand,  to  love 
Wi  h  fnch  integrity,  fhe  did  confefs 
Was  a  Scoipion  to  her  fight,  whofe  life,  But 
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But  that  her  flight  prevented  it,  fhe  had 
Ta'en  off  by  Poifon. 

Cym.  O  moft  delicate  Fiend  ! 
Who  is't  can  read  a  Woman?  is  there  more? 

Cor.  More,  Sir,  and  worfe.     She  did  confefs  (he  had 
For  you  a  mortal  Mineral,  which  being  took, 
Should  by  the  minute  feed  on  life,  and  lingring, 
By  inches  wade  you.     In  which  time,  fhepurpos'd 
By  watching,  weeping,  tendance,  kiffing,  to 
Overcome  you  with  her  fliew  :  yes,  and  in  time. 
When  fhe  had  fitted  you  with  her  craft,  to  work 
Her  Son  into  th'  adoption  of  the  Crown  : 
But  failing  of  her  end  by  his  ftrangc  abfence, 
Grew  fhamelefs  defperate,  open'd,  in  defpight 
Of  Heav'n,  and  Men,  her  purpofes :  repented 
The  evils  fhe  hatch'd,  were  not  erTcded  :  fo 
Defpairing,  died. 

Cym.  Heard  you  all  this,  her  Women  ? 
Lady.  We  did,  fo  plcafe  your  Highnefr. 
Cym.   Mine  Eyes 
Were  not  in  fault,  for  (he  was  beautiful : 
Mine  Ears  that  heard  her  flattery,  nor  my  Heart, 
That  thought  her  like  herfeeming.     It  had  been  vicious 
To  hive  miftrufted  h:r :  yet,  O  my  Daughter ! 
That  it  was  folly  in  me,  thou  may'ft  fay, 
And  prove  it  in  thy  feeling.   Heav'n  mend  all. 
Enter  Lucius,  Iachimo,  and  other  Roman  Prifoners,  Lebna- 

'  tus  behind,  and  Imogen. 
Thou  com'ftnot,  Cairn,  now  for  Tribute,  that 
The  Britains  have  rac'd  out,  though  with  the  lofs 
Of  many  a  bold  one  ;  whofe  Kinfmen  have  made  fait 
That  their  good  Souls  may  be  appeas'd,  with  (laughter 
Of  you  their  Captives,  which  our  felf  have  granted, 
So  think  of  your  Eflate. 

Luc.  Confider,  Sir,  the  chance  of  War;  the  day 
Was  yours  by  accident:  had  it  gone  with  us, 
We  mould  not  when  the  Blood  was  cool,  have  threatned 
Our  Prifoners  with  the  Sword.     But  fince  the  gods 
Will  have  it  thus,  that  nothing  but  our  lives 
May  be  call'd  ranfome,  let  it  come  :  fufficeth, 
A  Romany  with  a  Roman's  Heart  can  fuffer  : 

M  4  'Aughjfus 
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jittguftm  lives  to  think  on't;  and  fo  much 

For  my  peculiar  care.     This  one  thing  only 

I  will  entreat,  my   Boy,  a  Britain  horn, 

Let  him  be  ranfom'd  :  never  M alter  had 

A  Page  To  kind,  fo  duteous,  diligent^. 

§d  tender  over  his  Occafions,  true,  1  v{o8  ?id? 

So  feat,  fo  Nurfe-hke  ;  let  his  Virtue  join 

With  my  rcqueft,  which  I'll  make  bold,  your  Highnefs 

Onnot  deny  :  he  hath  done  no  Britain  harm, 

Though  ta  hafh  ferv'd  a  Roman.     Save  him,  Sir, 

And  ipkre  no  Blood  befide. 

Cjmm  I  have  furely  feen  him; 
His  favour  is  familiar  to  me  :  Boy, 
Thou  hsft  looked  thy  felf  into  my  grace, 
A  nd  a- 1  mine  own.     I  know  not  why,  nor  wherefore, 
To  fay,  live  Boy  :  ne'er  thank  thy  Mafter,  live; 
And  ask  of  Cjmbel'me  what  Boon  thou  wilt, 
Fitting  my  bounty,  and  thy  ftate,  I'll  give  it: 
Yea,  though  thou  do  demand  aPrifoner, 
The  Noblcft  ta'en. 

Imo.  I  humbly  thank  your  Highnefs. 

Luc.  I  do  not  bid  thee  beg  my  Life,  gpod  Lad, 
And' yet  V  know  thou  wilt. 

Imo.  No,  no,  alack,  noitd* 

There's  other  work  in  hand;  I  fee  a  thing 
Bitter  to  me  as  Death;  your  Life,  good  Mailer, 
IVftift  muffle  for  it  fclf. 

Luc.  The  Boy  diidains  me,       qu  bnoi 
He  leaves  me,  fcorns  me  :  briefly  die  their  joys, 
That  place  them  on  the  truth  of  Girls,  and  Boys. 
Why  /lands  he  fo  perplext?  .  ohioW  ' 

Cym.  What  wouldft  thou  Boy? 
J  love  thee  more  and  more  :  think  more  and  more, 
What's  be  A  to  ask.     Know'ft  him  thou  Jook'ft  on?  fpeak, 
WjIc  have  him  Jive?  Is  he  thy  Kin?  thy  Friend? 

Imo.  He  is  a  Roman,  no  more  Kin  to  me, 
Tin '■"?'  I  to  your  Highnefs,  who  being  born  your  VafTal 
Am  fomP?h<n£  nearer„ 

Cym.  Wherefore  ey'ft  thou  him  fo? 

lm*.   Ill  tell  you/  Sir,  in  private,  if  you  pleafe 
To  jjivc  me  hearing. 
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Cjm.  Ay,  with  all  my  Heart. 
And  lend  my  heft  attention.     What's  thy  Matttfet 

I  mo.  ft  dele  9   Sir. 

C)w.    rhou'rt  my  good  Youth,  my  Page, 
I'll  be  thy  Matter:  walk  with  me,  (peak  freely, 

Bel  Is  not  this  Boy  reviv'd  from  Death? 

Arv.  One  Sand  another 
Not  more  refcmbles  that  fweet  Rofie  Lad, 
Who  dy'd,  and  was  Ftdeie  :  what  think  you? 

Gut.   The  fame  dead  thing  alive. 

BeU  Peace,  peace,  fee  further;  he  Eyes  us  not,  forbear, 
Creatures  may  be  alike  ;  were't  he,  I  am  fure 
He  would  have  fpoke  to  us. 

Gut.   But  we  fee  him  dead. 

BcL   Be  iilent  :  lei's  fee  further. 

Pifi  Ic  is  my  Miftrcfs  :  \_Afidc. 

Since  fhc  is  living,  let  the  time  run  or, 
To  good,  or  bad. 

Cjm.   Come,   (land  thou  by  our  fide. 
Make  thy  demand  aloud.    Sir,  ftcp  you  forth,    rTfllachimo. 
Give  anfwer  to  this  Boy,  and  do  it  freely, 
Or  by  our  Greatnefs,  and  the  grace  of  it 
Which  is  our  Honour,  bitter  Torture  (hall 
Winnow  the  truth  from  falfhood.     O.i,  fpeak  to  him. 

Imo.  My  Boon  is,  that  this  Gentkman  may  tender 
Of  whom  he  had  this  Ring. 

Poft.  What's  that  to  him? 

Cjm.  That  Diamond  upon  your  Finger,  fay 
How  came  it  yours? 

Iach.  Thou'lt  torture  me  to  leave  unfpoken,  that 
Which  to  be  fpoke  would  torture  thee. 

Cjm.  How?  me? 

Iach.  I  am  glad  to  be  conftrain'd  to  utter  that 
Which  torments  me  to  conceal.     By  Villany 
I  got  this  Ring;  'twas  Leonatm  Jewel, 
Whom  thou  didftbamfli  :  and,  which  more  may  grieve  ther? 
As  it  doth  me,  a  Nobler  Sir  ne'er  liv'd 
'Twixt  Sky  and  Ground.     Wilt  thou  hear  more,  my  Lord? 

Cjm.  All  that  belongs  to  this. 

Iach.  That  Paragon,  thy  Daughter, 
for  whom  my  Heart  drops  Blood,  and  my  falfe  Spirits 
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Quail  to  remember.     Give  me  leave,  I  faint—     [Swoond*, 
Cym.  My  Daughter,  what  of  her  ?  Renew  thy  ftrength 
I  had  rather  thou  (houldft  live,  while  Nature  will, 
Than  die  e'er  I  hear  more  :  flrive  Man,  and  fpeak. 

lach.  Upon  a  time,  unhappy  was  the  Clock 
That  ftruck  the  Hour,  it  was  in  Rome,  accurs'd 
The  Manfion  where,  'twas  at  a  Feaft,  oh  would 
Our  Viands  had  been  poifon'd!  or  at  leaft 
Thofe  which  I  heav'd  to  head :  the  good  Pofthumus— 
What  fhould  I  fay  ?  he  was  too  good  to  be 
Where  ill  Men  were,  and  was  the  beft  of  all 

Amongft  therar'ft  of  good  ones fitting  fadly,l 

Hearing  us  praife  our  Loves  of  Italy 

For  Beauty,  that  made  barren  the  fwelPd  boaft 

Of  him  that  beft  could  fpeak;    for  Feature,  laming 

The  Shrine  of  Venus*  or  ftraight-pight  Minerva* 

Poftures,  beyond  brief  Nature  ;  for  Condition, 

A  Shop  of  all  the  qualities,  that  Man 

Loves  Woman  for,  befides  that  hook  of  Wiving/ 

Fairnefs,  which  ftrikes  the  Eye 

Cym*  I  ftand  on  Fire.     Come  to  the  matter. 

lach.  All  too  foon  I  (hall, 
Unlefs  thou  wouldft  grieve  quickly.  This  Pofthnmus, 
Moft  like  a  noble  Lord,  in  love,  and  oae 
That  had  a  Royal  Lover,  took  his  hint, 
And,  not  difpraifing  whom  we  prais'd,  therein 
He  was  as  calm  as  Virtue,  he  began 
His  Miftrefs  Picture,  which  by  his  Tongue,  being  made, 
And  then  a  mind  put  in't,  either  our  brags 
Were  crack'd  in  Kitching-Trulls,  or  hisDefcription 
Prov'd  us  unfpeaking  Sots. 

Cym.  Nay,  nay,  to  th'  purpofe. 

lack  Your  Daughter's  Chaftity;  there  it  begins; 
He  fpake  of  her,  as  Dian  had  hot  Dreams, 
And  (he  alone  were  cold;  whereat,  I  wretch 
Made  fcruple  of  his  praife,  and  wag'd  with  him 
Pieces  of  Gold,  'gainft  this,  which  then  he  wore 
Upon  his  Honour'd  Finger ;  ro  attain 
In  fuit  the  place  of's  Bid,  and  win  this  Ring, 
By  hers,  and  mine  Adultery  ;  he,  true  Knight, 
Ko  leffer  of  her  Honour  confident 

Than 
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Than  I  did  truly  find  her,  flakes  this  Ring, 

And  would  fo,  had  it  been  a  Carbuncle 

Of  Phoebus  Wheel ;  and  might  fo  fafely,  had  it 

Been  all  the  worth  of*s  Car.     Away  to  Britain 

Poft  I  in  this  dcfign  :  well  may  you,  Sir, 

Remember  me  at  Court,  where  I  was  taught 

Ofyour  chafte  Daughter,  the  wide  difference 

'Twixt  Amorous,  and  Villainous     Iking  thu*  quench'd 

Of  hope,  not  longing ;  mine  Italian  Brain, 

'Gan  in  your  duller  Britain  operate 

Moft  vilely  :  for  my  Vantage  excellent. 

And  to  be  brief,  my  practice  fo  prevaiFd 

That  I  return'd  with  fimular  proof  enough, 

To  make  the  Noble  Leonatns  mad, 

By  wounding  his  belief  in  her  Renown, 

With  Tokens  thus,  and  thus;  averring  notes 

Of  Chamber- Hanging,  Pictures,  this  her  Bracelet 

(  Oh  cunning  how  I  got  it)  nay  fome  marks 

Of  fecret  on  her  Perfon,  that  he  could  not 

But  think  her  bond  of  Chaflity  quite  crack'd, 

I  having  ta'en  the  forfeit;  whereupon, 

Metlvnks  I  fee  him  now 

Pofi.  Ay,  Co  thou  do'ft,  [Coming  forward. 

Italian  Fiend !  Ay  mc,  moft  credulous  Fool, 
Egregious  Murtherer,  Thief,  any  thing 
That's  due  to  all  the  Villains  paft,  in  being, 
To  come— —Oh  give  me  Cord,  Knife,  or  Poifon, 
Some  upright  Jufticer.     Thou  King,  fend  out 
For  Torturers  ingenious :  it  is  I 
That  all  th*  abhorred  things  o'th5  Earth  amend 
By  being  worfe  than  they.     I  am  Pofthttmns, 
That  kiil'd  thy  Daughter:  Villain-like,  I  lie, 
That  caus'd  a  leffer  Villain  than  my  felf, 
A  facrilegious  Thief  to  do't.     The  Temple 
Of  Virtue  was  fhe;   yea,  and  ihe  her  felf. 
Spit,  and  throw  Stones,  caft  myre  upon  me,  fet 
The  Dogs  o'th*  Street  to  bait  me  :  every  Villain 
Be  call'd  Pofihumus  Leonatns,  and 
Be  Villainy  lefs  than  'twas.     Oh  Imogen! 
My  Queen,  my  Life,  my  Wife  i  oh  Imogen^ 
Imogen,  Imogen* 

Imoi 
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Imo.  Peace,  my  Lord,  hear,  hear— — 

Poft.  Shaft's  have  a  Play  of  this  § 
Thou  fcornful  Page,  therelie  thy  part.     [Striking  her,  fhe falls. 

Pif.  Oh  Gentlemen,  help, 

Mine  and  your  Miftrefs Oh,  my  Lord  Pofthumusl 

You  ne'er  kill'd  Imogen  'till  now help,  help ! 

Mine  Honour  Jd  Lady* 

Cym.  Does  the  World  go  round  ? 

Pop.  How  come  thefe  Staggers  on  me  ? 

Pif.  Wake  my  Miftrefs. 

Cym.  If  this  be  fo,  the  gods  do  mean  to  ftrike  me 
To  death  with  mortal  joy. 

Pif.  How  fares  my  Miftrefs. 

Imo.  Oh  get  thee  from  my  fight, 
Thou  gav'ft  me  Poifon  :  dangerous  Fellow  hence. 
Breath  not  where  Princes  are. 

Cym.  The  tune  of  Imogen. 

Pif.  Lady,  the  gods  throw  Stones  of  Sulphur  on  me,  if 
That  Box  I  gave  you,  was  not  thought  by  me 
A  precious  thing,  I  had  it  from  the  Queen. 

Cym.  New  matter  ftill. 

Imo.  It  poifon'd  me. 

Corn.  Oh  gods ! 
I  left  out  one  thing  which  the  Queen  confefs'd, 
Which  muft  approve  thee  honeft.     If  Pifmio 
Have,  faid  (he,  given  his  Miftrefs  that  Confection 
Which  I  gave  him  for  Cordial,  me  is  ferv'd, 
As  I  would  ferve  a  Rat. 

Cym.  What's  this,  Cornelius* 

Com.  The  Queen,  Sir,  very  oft  impoitun'd  me 
To  temper  Poifons  for  her;  ftill  pretending 
The  fat  is  fact  ion  of.  her  Knowledge,  only 
In  killing  Creatures  vile,  as  Cats  and  Dogs 
Of  no  efteem;  I  dreading,  that  her  purpofe 
Was  of  more  danger,  did  compound  for  her 
A  certain  fluff,  which  being  ta'en,  would  feize 
The  prefent  power  of  Life,  but  in  fhort  time, 
All  Offices  of  Nature  mould  again 
Do  their  due  Functions.     Have  you  ta'en  of  it  I 

Imo.  Moft  like  I  did,  for  I  was  dead. 

Be.!.  My  B~>y<,  there  was  our  Error. 

Gwd. 
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Guid.  This  is  Aire  Fidele. 

/mo.  Why  did  you  throw  your  wedded  Lady  from  you? 
Think  that  you  are  upon  a  Rock,  and  now 
Throw  me  again. 

Pofi.  Hang  there  like  Fruit,  my  Soul, 
'Till  the  Tree  die. 

Cjm.  How  now,  my  Flefh  ?  my  Child  ? 
What,  mak*ft  thou  me  a  dullard  in  this  Ad? 
Wilt  thou  not  fpeak  to  me  ? 

/mo.   Your  Bleffing,  Sir.  [Kneeling. 

Bel.  Though  you  did  love  this  Youth,  I  blame  you  not, 
You  had  a  Motive  for't. 

Cjm.  My  tears  that  fall 
Prove  Holy- water  on  thee;  /mogen, 
Thy  Mother's  dead. 

/mo.  I  am  forry  for't,  my  Lord. 

Cjm.  Oh,  (he  was  naught;  and  long  of  her  it  was 
That  we  meet  here  fo  ftrangdy ;  but  her  Son 
Is  gone,  we  know  not  how,  nor  where. 

Ptf.  My  Lord, 
Now  fear  is  from  me,  I'll  fpeak  truth.    Lord  Cloten, 
Upon  my  Lady's  miffing,  came  to  me 
With  his  Sword  drawn,  foam'd  at  the  Mouth,  and  fwore 
If  I  difcover'd  not  which  way  fhe  was  gone, 
It  was  my  inffant  death.    By  accident 
I  had  a  feigned  Letter  of  my  Matter's 
Then  in  my  Pocket,  which  directed  her 
To  feek  him  on  the  Mountains  near  to  Milford, 
Where  in  a  frenzy,  in  my  Mailer's  Garments, 
Which  he  inforc'd  from  me,  away  he  pofts 
With  unchaft  purpofe,  and  with  Oath  to  violate 
My  Lady's  honour  j  what  became  of  him, 
I  further  know  not. 

Cm.  Let  me  end  the  Story;  I  flew  him  there. 

Cym.  Marry,  the  gods  forefend. 
I  would  not  thy  good  deeds  ftould  from  my  Lips 
Pluck  a  hard  Sentence:  Prithee  valiant  youth 
Deny't  again. 

Gut.  I  have  fpoke  it,  and  I  did  it. 

Cjm.  He  was  a  Prince. 
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Gui.  A  moftincivilone.   The  wrongs  he  did  me 
Were  nothing  Prince-like;  for  he  did  provoke  me 
With  Language  that  would  make  me  (purn  the  Seai 
If  it  could  fo  roar  to  me.     I  cut  off's  Head, 
And  am  right  glad  he  is  not  (landing  here 
To  teil  this  tale  of  mine. 

Cym.  I  am  forry  for  thee; 
By  thine  own  Tongue  thou  art  condemn'd,  and  muft 
Endure  our  Law;  thou'rt  dead. 

Jmo.  That  headlefs  Man  I  thought  had  been  my  Lord- 
Cym.  Bind  the  Offender, 
And  take  him  from  our  prefence. 

Bel.  Srav,  Sir  Kin?. 
This  Man  is  better  than  the  Man  he  flew, 
As  well  defcended  as  thy  Mf,  and  hath 
More  of  thee  merited,  than  a  Band  of  Clotens 
Had  ever  fear  for.     Let  his  Arms  alone, 
They  were  not  born  for  bondage. 

Cym.  Why  old  Soldier, 
Wilt  thou  undo  the  worth  thou  art  unpaid  for 
By  tafting  of  our  wrath?  how  ofdefcent  iuoO 

As  good  as  we  ? 
Arv.  In  that  he  fpake  too  far. 
Cym.  And  thou  malt  die  for't. 
Bel.  We  will  die  all  three, 
But  I  will  prove  that  two  on's  are  as  good 
As  I  have  given  out  of  him.     My  Sons,.  I  muft 
For  mine  own  part,  unfold  a  dangerous  Speech* 
Though  haply  well  for  you. 
jirv.  Your  danger's  ours. 
Gui.  And  our  good  his. 
Bel.  Have  at  it  then,  by  leave 
Thou  hadft,  great  King,  a  Subject,"  who 
Was  call'd  Bellarins. 

Cym.  What  of  him?  he  is  a  banifh'd  Traitors 
Bel.  He  it  is  that  hath 
AiTum'd  this  Age;  indeed  a  banifti'd  Mar? 
I  know  not  how  a  Traitor. 

Cym.  Take  him  hence, 
The  whole  World  mail  not  fave  him; 
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Bel.  Not  too  hot ; 
Firft  pay  me  for  the  Nurfing  of  thy  Sons, 
And  let  it  be  confifcate  all,  fo  foon 
As  I  have  receiv'd  it. 

Cym.  Nurfing  of  my  Sons  ? 

Bel.  I  am  too  blunt,  and  fawcy ;  here's  my  Knee : 
E'er  I  arife,  I  will  prefer  my  Sons, 
Then  fpare  not  the  old  Father.     Mighty  Sir, 
Thefe  two  young  Gentlemen  that  call  me  Father, 
And  think  they  are  my  Sons,  are  none  of  mine, 
They  are  the  I  due  of  your  Loins,  my  Liege, 
And  blood  of  your  begetting. 

Cym.  How?  my  IfTue? 

Bel.  So  f  ure  as  youi  your  Father's ;  I,  old  Morgan^ 
Am  that  Bellarius,  whom  you  fometime  banifh'd ; 
Yourpleafure  was  my  near  Offence,  my  Punimment 
It  felf,  an8  all  my  Treafon  that  I  fuffer'd, 
Was  all  the  harm  I  did.     Thefe  gentle  Princes, 
For  fuch,  and  fo  they  are,  thefe  twenty  Years 
Have  I  train'd  up;  thofe  Arts  they  have,  as  I 
Could  put  into  them.   My  breeding  was,  Sir, 
As  your  Highnefs  knows,  their  Nurfe  Eftriphile, 
Whom  for  the  Theft  I  wedded,  ftole  thefe  Children 
Upon  my  Banifhment:  I  mov'd  her  to't, 
Having  received  the  Punimment  before 
For  that  which  I  did  then.     Beaten  for  Loyalty, 
Excited  me  to  Treafon.     Their  dear  lofs, 
The  more  of  you  'twas  felt,  the  more  it  fhap'd 
Unto  my  end  of  ftealin^  them.     But  gracious  Sir, 
Here  are  your  Sons  again ;  and  I  mull:  lofe 
Two  of  the  fweet'ft  Companions  in  the  World. 
The  benedi&ion  of  thefe  covering  Heav'ns 
Fall  on  their  Heads  like  dew,  for  they  are  worthy 
To  in-lay  Heav'ns  with  Stars. 

Cym.  Thou  weep'fT,  and  fpeak'ft: 
The  Service  that  you  three  have  done,  is  more 
Unlike,  than  this  thou  teirft.  I  loft  my  Children-** 
If  thefe  be  they,  I  know  not  how  to  wi(h 
A  pair  of  worthier  Sons. 
Bel.  Be  pleas'd  a  while — 


This  Gentleman,  whom  I  call  Poise/ore, 
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Mod  worthy  Prince,  as  yours,  is  true  Gmderiuss 
This  Gentleman,  my  Cadwall^  *drviragHsy 
Your  younger  Princely  Son  ;  he,  Sir,  was  kpc 
In  a  rnoft  curious  Mantle,  wrought  by  th'Hand 
Of  his  Queen  Mother,  which  for  more  probation 
I  can  with  eafe  produce. 

Cym*  GmderiHi  had 
Upon  his  Neck  a  Mole,  a  fanguine  Star, 
It  was  a  Mark  of  wonder. 

Bel.  This  is  he;  . 
Who  hath  upon  him  ftill  that  natural  ftamp : 
It  was  wife  Nature's  end,  in  the  donation, 
To  be  his  Evidence  now. 

Cym.  Oh,  what  am  I 
A  Mother  to  the  birth  of  three?  Ne'er  Mother 
Rejoic'd  deliverance  more;  bleft,  may  you  be, 
That  after  this  ftrange  ftarting  from  your  Orbs, 
You  may  reign  in  them  now  :  Oh  Imogen, 
Thou  hid  loft  by  this  a  Kingdom. 

I  mo.  No,  my  Lord : 
I  have  got  two  Worlds  by't.     Oh  my  gentle  Brothers* 
Have  we  thus  mei  ?   Oh  never  fay  hereafter 
B  .it  I  am  trueft  Speaker.    You  cali'd  me  Brother 
When  I  was  but  your  Sifter:  I  you  Brother, 
When  we  were  fo  indeed.. 

Cym.  Did  you  e'er  meet? 

Arv.  Ay,  my  £Ood  Lord. 

Qui.  And  at  fir  ft  meeting  lov'd, 
Continued  fo,  until  we  thought  he  died. 

Corn.  By  the  Queen's  Dram  (he  fwallow'd. 

Cym.  O  rare  inftm<5t  ! 
When  fhall  I  hear  all  through?  this  fierce  abridgment 
Hath  to  it  circumftantial  Branches,  which 
DiflincHon  fhould  be  rich  in.     Where?  how  liv'd  you? 
And  when  came  you  to  ferve  our  Roman  Captive? 
H  >w  parted  with  your  Brother?  How  firft  met  them  < 
Why  fled  you  from  the  Court?  And  whether  thefe? 
And  your  three  Motives  to  the  Battel;   with 
I  know  not  how  much  more  fhould  be  demanded, 
And  all  the  other  by  dependances 
From  chance  to  chance?  But  not  the  time;  nor  place 
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Will  ferve  our  long  Interrogatories.     See, 

Pofthnmus  Anchors  upon  Imogen; 

And  (he,  like  harmless  Lightning,  throws  her  Eye 

On  him,  her  Brothers,  Me,  her  Mailer,  hitting 

Each  object  with  a  Joy  :  the  Counter-change 

Is  feverally  in  all.     Let's  quit  this  ground, 

And  fmoak  the  Temple  with  our  Sacrifices. 

Thou  art  my  Brother,  fo  well  hold  thee  ever.  [To  Bellarius. 

Into.  You  are  my  Mother  too,  and  did  relieve  me  2 
To  fee  this  gracious  feafon ! 

Cym.   All  o'er-joy'd 
Save  thefe  in  Bonds,  let  them  be  joyful  too> 
For  they  (hall  tafle  our  Comfort. 

Into.  My  gr>od  Mallei,  I  will  yet  do  youfervice. 
Lmcn  Happy  be  you. 

Cym.  The  forlorn  Soldier  that  fo  nobly  fought 
He  would  have  well  b:com'd  this  place,  and  grae'd 
The  thinkings  of  a  King, 

Poft.  I  am,  Sir, 
The  Soldier  that  did  Company  thefc  three 
In  poor  befeeming:  'twas  a  fitment  for 
The  purpofe  I  then  follow'd.     That  I  was  he, 
Speak,  facbimo,  I  had  you  down,  and  might 
Have  made  your  finifh. 

Inch,  I  am  down  again  : 
But  now  my  heavy  Confcience  finks  my  Knee, 
As  then  your  Force  did.     Take  that  Life,  befecdiyou. 
Which  I  fo  often  owe :  but  your  Ring  fir  ft, 
And  here  your  Bracelet  of  the  trueft  Princefs 
That  ever  fwore  her  Faith. 
Poft.  Kneel  rot  to  me : 
The  power  that  I  have  on  you,  is  to  fpare  yon  : 
The  malice  towards  you/to  forgive  you.     Live, 
And  deal  with  others  better. 

Cym.  Nobly  doom'd : 
We'll  learn  our  freenefs  of  a  Son-in-Law; 
Pardon's  the  word  to  all. 

Arv.  You  holp  us,  Sir, 
As  you  did  mean  indeed  to  be  our  Brother, 
Joy'd  are  we,  that  you  are. 

Pofl.  Your  Servant,  Princes,     Good  my  Lord  of  Rome 
Vol.     VI.  N  Call 
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Call  forth  your  Soothfaycr :  As  I  flept,  methouglu 
Great  Jupiter  upon  his  Eagle  back'd  bsbsufiib 
Appear'd  to  me,  with  other  fprightly  (hews  ;^  moriW 
Of  mine  own  Kindred.     When  I  wak'J,  I  found    . 
This  Label  on  my  bofom  ;  whofe  containing        ,.-. g 
Is  (o  from  Senfc  in  hardnefs,  that  I  can      vrtorimH^HT 
Make  no  Colle&ion  of  it.     Let  him  ftje^bsffl  I  rhiriW 
His  skill  in  the  conduction.  n£g  bloD-wio!  137  sirb  \0 

Luc.  Phtlarmonus.  !0q 

Sooth.  Here,  my  good  Lord.  fauo%  ^3 

Luc.  Read,  and  declare  the  meaning. 

Reads. 

lT\  T    ft   ( rT* 

WHen  as  a  Lions  Whelp  /bail,  to  him f elf  unknown,  with- 
out  fceking  find,  and  be  embraced  by  a  piece  of  tender 
Air  ;  And  when  from  a  flately  Cedar  fiall  be  l$pt  branches, 
which  being  dead  many  years,  jhall  after  revive,  be  jointed 
to  the  old  Stoc\  and  frefoly  grow,  then  Jhall  Poftrrumus 
end  his  Miferies,  Britain  be  Fortunate,  and  flouriJJ)  in  Peace 
and  Plenty. 

Thou,  Leonatus,  art  the  Lion's  Whelp,  3 

The  fit  and  apt  Conduction  of  thy  Name 

Being  Leonatus,  doth  import  fo  much  :  q     • 

The  piece  offender  Air,  thy  Virtuous  Daughter*  !0  r^g 

Which  we  call  Mollis  Aer,   and  Mollis  Aer    rfjoold  19*3 

We  term  it  Mulier :  which  Mulier  I  divine 

Is  this  moft  conftant  Wife,  who  even  now 

Anfwering  the  Letter  of  the  Oracle, 

Unknown  to  you,  unfought,  were  dipt  about 

Wirh  this  moft  tender  Air. 

Cym.  This  hath  fome  feeming. 

Sooth.  The  lofty  Cedar,  Royal  Cymbeline, 
Perfonates  thee;  And  thy  lopt  Branches,  point 
Thy  two  Sons  forth:  who  by  Bellarius  ftoli'n 
F  )r  many  years  thought  dead,  are  now  reviv'd, 
Tothe  Majeftick  Cedar  join'd;  whofe  Iflue 
Promifes  Britain,  Peace  and  Plenty. 

Cym.  Well, 
My  Peace  wewill  begin:   And  Caius  Lucius, 
Although  the  Victor,  wefubmit  to  Cafar, 
Aid  to  the  Roman  Empire;   promiflng 

To 
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To  pay  our  wonted  Tribute,  from  the  which      ^  Iifi; 
We  were  diffuaded  by  our  wicked  Queen, 
Whom  Heav'ns  in  juftice  both  on  her,  and  hers, 
Have  laid  mod  heavy  hand. 

Sooth.  The  Fingers  of  the  Powers  above,  do  tune 
The  Harmony  of  rhis  Peace  :  the  Vifion 
Which  I  made  known  to  Lucius  e'er  the  ftroke 
Of  this  yet  fcarce-cold  Battel,  at  this  in/tant 
Is  full  accomplished.     For  the  Roman  Eagle 
From  South  to  Weft,  on  Wing  foaring  aloft 
Leffen'd  her  ft  If,  and  in  the  Beams  o'th'  Sun 
So  vaniiVd;  which  forefhew'd  our  Princely  Eagle 
Th'  Imperial  Ccfar,  mould  again  unite 
His  favour,   with  the  Radiant  Cymbeline, 
Which  mines  here  in  the  Weft. 

Cym.  Laud  we  the  gods; 

And  let  our  crooked  Smoaks  climb  to  their  Noftrils 

From  our  bleft  Altars.     Publifh  we  this  Peace 

To  all  our  Subjects.     Set  we  forward  :  let 

A  Roman,  and  a  Britifh  Enfign  wave 

Friendly  together ;  fo  through  Lud's  Town  marchf 

And  in  the  Temple  of  great  Jupiter 

Our  Peace  we'll  ratifie.     Seal  it  with  Feafts. 

Set  on  there  :  Never  was  a  War  did  ceafe 

E'er  bloody  hands  were  wafh'd,  with  fuch  a  Peace. 

[Exeunt  omnest 
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Dramatis 


AMtiochus,  a  Tyrant  of  Greece.  '    \ 

Pericles,  "Prince  of  Tyre. 


Hellicanus,  1    ^    L,r^  ^  T  rc# 

Lfcanes,        J  ••'      J 

Symonides,  King  of  Pcntapoliso^\VV\  X 

Cleon,  Governor  0/Tharfus. 

Lyfimachus,  Governor  of  Metaline. 

Cerimon,  *  L^  0/  Ephefus. 

Thaliard,  Servant  to  Antiochus. 

Leonine,  a  Murtherery  Servant  to  Dionyfia. 

Gower. 

Lords,  &c. 

Knights  tilting  in  Honour  of  Thaifa. 

Hcfperides,  "Daughter  to  Antiochus. 
Dionyfia,  Wife  to  Cleon.        ^w&  *0 
Thaifa,  "Daughter  to  Symonides.  *^ 

Marina,  "Daughter  r*  Pericles  fi^M^S^!n 
Lychorida,  Nurfe  to  Marina.  -»pun A  oup  munod  33 
Philoten,  daughter  to  Cleon.  f  *J  tf- 

Diana,  a  Goddefs  appearing  to  Pericles.  ^ 

«5W/*r x,  "Pirates,  Ftfhermen*  *nd.  Mefjengers. 
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1  «  *  winosJ 


Z?»ter  Gower. 


OJing  a  Seng  that  old  was  Jung, 
From  AJJjes  ancient  Gower  *i  come, 
Ajfuming  Alan's  Infirmities, 
To  glad  your  Ear,  andpleafe  your  Eyes; 
It  hath  been  fung  at  Feftivals, 
On  Ember  Eves,  and  Holy- Days, 


wo£) 


f!Ol(  I 


And  Lords  and  Ladies  in  their  Jives, 

Have  read  it  for  relatives.  &!S$t 


yj 


for  reft 

The  purchdce  is  to  make  Men  glorious.  ll&fA 

JRt  bonum  quo  Antiquius,  to  melius. 
If  you,  born  in  thefe  latter  times. 
When  Wit's  more  ripe,  accept  my  Rhimes ; 
And  that  to  hear  an  old  Man  jing,  VfcW 

May  to  your  wifhes  pleafure  bring  : 
I  Life  would  wijb,  and  that  I  might 
Wafte  it  for  you  like  Taper -light.  %V&&- 

This  Anciocb,  then,  Antiochus  the  great, 
Built  up  this  City  for  his  chief  eft  Seat', 
The  fair  eft  in  all  Syria. 
/  tell  you  what  mine  Authors  fay  : 

N  4  Thit 
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This  King  unto  him  tooh^  a  Peer, 

Who  died>  and  left  a  Female  Heir, 

So  buckfime,  blithe,  and  f mil  of  face, 

As  Heavn  had  lent  her  all  his  nracc  : 

With  whom~the  Father  liking  took* 

And  her  to  Inceft  did  provoke. 

Bad  Child,  worfe  Father,  to  entice  his  own 

To  evil  JJjould  be  done  by  none  : 

Bat  cuftom,  what  they  did  begin. 

Was  with  long  ufet  counted  no  Sin* 

The  beauty  of  this  finful  Dame, 

JMade  many  Princes  thither  frame, 

To  fee^  her  as  a  Bed-fellow, 

In  Marriage  pleafures,  Play-fellojv : 

Which  to  prevent,  he  made  a  Law, 

To  keep  her  ft  ill,  and  Men  in  awe* 

That  who  fo  asf^t  her  for  his  Wife, 

His  Riddle  told  not,  loft  his  Life:  K>m*\ 

So  for  her  many  a  Wight  did  die9 

As  jon  grim  looks  do  teftifie. 

What  enfues  to  the  judgment  of  your  Eye, 

I  give  my  caufe,  who  beft  can  teftifie.  [Exit. 

•  bnA 
Enter  Antiochus,  Prince  Pericles,  and  Followers. 

Ant.  Young  Prince  o£Tyre,  you  have  at  large  receiv'd 
The  danger  of  the  task  you  undertake. 

Per.  I  have,  Antiochus,  and  with  a  Soul  emboldned 
With  the  glory  of  her  praife,  think  death  no  hazard, 
In  this  enterprize. 

Ant.  Mufick,  bring  in  our  Daughter,  clothed  like  a  Brida 
For  embracements,  even  of  Jove  hirrifelf ; 
At  whole  conception,  'till  Lucina  reign'd, 
Nature  this  dowry  gave,  to  glad  her  prefence, 
The  Senate  Houfe  o%f  Planets  all  did  fir, 
To  knit  in  her  their  beft  Perfections. 

Enter  Hefperides. 

Per.  See  where  flic  comes,  apparell'd  like  the  Spring, 
Graces  her  Subjects,  and  her  Thoughts  the  King, 
Of  every  Virtue  gives  Renown  to  Men: 
Her  Face  the  Book  of  praifes,  where  is  read 
Nothing  but  curious  Pleafures,  as  from  thence 

Sorrow 
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Sorrow  were  ever  rackt,  and  tefty  wrath 
Could  never  be  her  mild  Companion. 
You  gods  that  made  me  Man,  and  fway  in  love, 
That  have  inflam'd  defire  within  my  Breaft, 
To  tafte  the  Fruit  of  yon  celeftial  Tree, 
Or  die  in  the  adventure,  be  my  helps, 
As  I  am  Son  and  Servant  to  your  will, 
To  compafs  fuch  a  boundlefs  happinefs. 

Ant.  Prince  Pericles. 

Per,  That  would  be  Son  to  great  Antiochus. 

Ant.  Before  thee  ftands  this  fair  Hefperidesy 
With  golden  Fruit,   but  dangerous  to  be  touch'd: 
For  Death  like  Dragons  here  affright  thee  hard: 
Her  Face,  like  Hcav'n,  enticeth  thee  to  view 
Her  countlefs  Glory,  which  defert  muft  gain: 
And  which  without  defert,  becaufe  thine  Eye 
Prefumes  to  reach,  all  the  whole  heap  muft  die. 
Yon  fometimes  famous  Princes  like  thy  felf 
Drawn  by  report,  adventrous  by  defire, 
Tell  thee  with  fpeechlefs  Tongues,  and  femblance  pale, 
That  without  covering  fave  yon  field  of  Stars, 
Here  they  ftand  Martyrs  flain  in  Cupid's  Wars: 
And  with  dead  Cheeks  advife  thee  to  defift, 
For  going  on  Death's  Net,  whom  none  refift. 

Per.  Antiochus  I  thank  thee,  who  hath  taught 
My  frail  mortality  to  know  it  felf, 
And  by  thofe  .fearful  objects  to  prepare 
This  Body,  like  to  them,  to  what  I  muft : 
For  Death  remembred,  mould  be  like  a  Mirrour, 
Who  tells  us,  Life's  but  breath,  to  truft  in  error : 
I'll  make  my  Will  then,  and  as  fick  Men  do, 
Who  know  the  World,  fee  Hcav'n,  but  feeling  woe, 
Gripe  not  at  earthly  Joys,  as  erft  they  did. 
So  I  bequeath  a  happy  Peace  to  you 
And  all  good  Men,  as  every  Prince  fliould  do, 
My  riches  to  the  Earth  from  whence  they  came: 
Bur  my  unfpotted  fire  of  Love  to  you.         [To  Hefperides. 
Thus  ready  for  the  way  of  Life  or  Death,  \  * 

I  wait  the  fharpeft  blow,  Antiochnsy 
Scorning  advice.     Read  the  conclusion  then. 


Vji 


1 1 


iQ?  Ant. 
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Ant.  Which  read  and  not  expounded,  'tis  decreed 
As  thefe  before  fo  thou  thy.  felf  (halt  bleed: 

Hefp.  Of  all  faid  yet,  may  thou  prove  profperou?, 
Of  all  faid  yet,  I  wifTi  thee  happinefs.         [Ex. HefperidesV 

Per.  Like  a  bold  Champion  I  aflume  the  Lifts, 
Nor  ask  advice  of  any  other  thought,  ^,  " 

But  faithfulnefs,  and  courage.     ,[h  ^  ,no3bl^0  jnfiM^a 

The  Riddle. 
lam  no  Kper,  yet  I  feed  l  w^li  bnA 

On  Mother's  fiefl  which  did  me  breed: 
I  [ought  a  Husband,  in  which  labour y 
I  found  that  kindnefs  in  a  Father. 
He's  Father,  Son,  and  Husband  mild, 
I  Mother,  Wife,  and  yet  his' Child. 
How  they  may  be,   and  jet  in  two, 
As  you  will  live,  refolve  it  you. 

Sharp  Phyfick  is  the  hit?  but  O  you  Powers !     ,,  jdsirn  sW 

That  gives  Heav'n  countlefsEyes  to  view  Mensa&s, 

Why  could  they  not  their  fights  perpetually?  wo„  t^ 

If  this  be  true,  which  makes  me  pale  to  read  it,    2y£Q  vj10q 

Fiir  Glafs  of  light,  I  lov'd  you,  and  could  dill,  ^j^w  vdll   ' 

Were  not  this  glorious  Casket  ft  or  'd  with  ill  r 

But  I  muft  tell  you,  now  my  thoughts  revolt ;  foifan       ..^ 

For  he's  no  Man  on  whom  perfe&ioos  wait, 

That  knowing  Sin  within,  will  touch  the  Gate: 

You're  a  fair  Viol,  and  your  fenfe  the  firings,     vo£j       <^ 

Who  finger'd  to  make  Man  his  lawful  Mufick,     rg  jw  ^9f{\^ 

Wou'd  draw  Heav'n  down,  aad  all  the  gods  to  hearken, 

But  being  plaid  upon  before  your  time,     \  u&  w„  ^  3i  }T 

Hell  only  danceth  at  fo  harfh  a  chime  ^  nhnt 

Good  footh  I  care  not  for  you.  |^w  2^ 

Ant.  Prince  Pericles,  touch  not  upon  thy  Life, 
For  that's  an  Article  within  our  Law,  <JOy  ,,g 

As  dangerous  as  the  reft :  Your  time's  expir'd,         -  rfiirfv/> 
Either  expound  now,  or  receive  your  Sentence.     t  0jt 

Per.  Great  King,  ladlo : 

Few  love  to  hear  the  Sins  they  love  to  a&,  jJocj  ^nA 

"T would  braid  your  felf  too  near  for  me  to  tell  it; 
Who  hath  a  Book  of  all  that  Monarch*  do, 
Hc'b  more  fecure  to  keep  it  ftiur,  than  ftewn: 

For 
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For  Vice  repeated,  is  like  the  wandring  Wind, 

Blows  duft  in  others  Eyes,  to  fpread  it  felf ; 

And  yet  the  end  of  all  is  bought  thus  dear, 

The  breath  is  gone,  and  the  (ore  Eyes  fee  clear. 

Toftop  the  air  would  hurt  them,  the  blind  Mole  caft 

Copt  Hills  toward  Heav'n,  to  tell  the  Earth  is  throng'd 

By  Man's  oppreffion,  and  the  poor  Worm  doth  die  foft. 

Kings  are  Earth's  Gods:  In  Vice  their  Law's  their  will, 

And  if  Jove  ftray,  who  dares  fay,  Jove  doth  ill. 

It  is  enough  you  know  it,  and  'tis  fit; 

What  being  more  known,  grows  worfe  to  fmother  it. 

All  love  the  Womb  that  there  being  bred, 

Then  give  my  Tongue  like  leave  to  love  my  Head. 

Ant.  Hea/n  that  I  had  it;  he  has  found  the  meaning, 
But  I  will  gloze  with  him.     Young  Prince  of  Tyrey 
Though  by  the  tenour  of  our  find  Edid, 
Your  Expofition  mif-interpreting, 
We  might  proceed  to  cancel  off  your  days; 
Yet  hope,  fucceeding  from  fo  fair  a  Tree, 
As  your  fair  felf,  doth  tune  us  otherwife: 
Forty  Days  longer  we  do  refpite  you, 
If  by  which  time  our  fecret  be  undone, 
This  mercy  ftiews,  we'll  joy  in  fuch  a  Son: 
And  until  then,  your  entertain  fhall  be 
As  doth  befit  our  honour,  and  your  worth.  [Exit* 

Manet  Pericles  folus. 

Per.  How  Courtefie  would  feem  to  cover  Sin,       >  ai'uc 
When  what  is  done  is  lrke  an  Hypocrite, 
The  which  is  good  in  nothing  but  in  fight;  :/uoW 

If  it  be  true  that  I  interpret  falfe, 

Then  were  it  certain  you  were  not  fo  bad,  >H 

As  with  foul  Inceft  to  abufe  your  Soul : 
Where  now  you're  both  a  Father  and  a  Son, 
By  your  untimely  clafpings  with  your  Child,  I  ioT 

(Which  pleafures  fits  an  Husband,  not  a  Father,) 
And  fhe  an  eater  of  her  Mother's  flefti, 
By  the  defiling  of  her  Parents  Bed, 
And  both  like  Serpents  are,  who  though  they  feed 
On  fweeteft  Flowers,  yet  they  Poifon  breed. 
Antioch  farewel,  for  wifdom  fc^s9  thofe  Men 
Blufli  not  in  a&idns  blacker  than  the  night, 

Will 
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Will  (hew  no  courfe  to  keep  them  from  the  light: 
One  Sin,  I  know,  another  doth  provoke; 
Murder's  as  near  to  Lull:,  as  flame  to  fmoaki 
Poifon  and  Treafon  are  the  Hands  of  Sin, 
Ay,  and  the  Targets  to  put  off  the  fhame  i 
Then  left  my  Life  be  cropt  to  keep  you  clear* 
By  flight  I'll  fhun  the  danger  which  I  fear. 

Enter  Antiochus. 
Ant.  He  hath  found  the  meaning, 
For  which  we  mean  to  have  his  Head  r 
He  muft  not  live  to  trumpet  forth  my  infamy* 
Nor  tell  the  World  Antiochus  doth  fin 
In  fuch  a  loathed  manner. 
And  therefore  inftantly  this  Prince  muft  die* 
For  by  his  fall  my  honour  muft  keep  high. 
Who  attends  us  here? 

Enter  Thaliard. 
Thai.  Doth  your  Highnefs  call? 
Ant.  Thaliardy  you  are  of  our  Chamber* 
And  our  mind  partakes  her  private  Actions 
To  your  fecrefie ;  and  for  your  faithfulnels 
We  will  advance  you,  Thaliard. 
Behold,  here's  Poifon  and  here's  Gold, 
We  hate  the  Prince  of  Tyrey  and  thou  muft  kill  him, 
It  fits  thee  not  to  ask  the  reafon  why : 
Becaufe  we  bid  it :  Say,  is  it  done?  ^  ^  '  Ai\»  bnA 

Thai.  My  Lord,  'tis  done. 

Enter  a  Afejfenger. 
Ant.  Enough.    Let  your  breath  cool  your  felf,    telling 
your  hafte. 

Mef.  My  Lord,  Prince  Pericles  is  fled. 
Ant.  As  thou  wilt  live,  fly  after ;  and  as  an  Arrow,  fhpjC 
from  a  well  experient  Archer,  hits  the  mark  his  Eye  doth 
level  at:  So  do  thou  never  return,  unlefs  thou  fay,   Prince 
Verities  is  dead. 

Thai.  My  Lord,  if  I  can  get  him  within  my  Piftol's 
length,  I'll  make  him  fare'  enough :  So  farewel  to  your  High- 
nefs. [Exit. 

Ant.  Thaliard  adieu,  'till  Pericles  be  dead, 
My  Heart  can  lend  no  fuccour  to  my  Head.  [Exit. 
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Enter  Pericles,  Hellicanus,  with  other  Lords. 
Per.  Let  none  difturb  us : 
Why  fhould  this  change  of  thoughts, 
The  fad  Companion  dull-ey'd  melancholy, 
By  me  fo  us'd,  aGueft  as  not  an  hour, 
In  the  days  glorious  walk  or  peaceful  Night, 
The  Tomb  where  grief  fhould  deep,  can  breed  me  quiet, 
Here  pleafures  court  mine  Eyes,  and  mine  Eyes  (hun  them 
And  danger  which  I  feared,  is  at  Antiech,  ' 

Whofe  arm  fcems  far  too  fliort  to  hit  me  here 
Yet  neither  pleafures  art  can  joy  my  Spirits, 
Nor  yet  the  others  diftance  comfort  me: 
Then  it  is  thus,  that  paflions  of  the  Mind 
That  have  their  firft  conception  by  mif-dread 
Have  after  nourifhment  and  Life  by  care  • 
And  what  was  flrft  by  fear,  what  might  be  done, 
Grows  elder  now,  and  cares  it  be  not  done. 
And  fo  'tis  with  me,  the  great  Antiochus, 
'Gainft  whom  I  am  too  little  to  contend, 
Since  he's  fo  great,  can  make  his  will  his  ad, 
Will  think  me  fpeaking,  though  I  fwear  to  filence 
Nor  boots  it  me  to  fay  I  honour  him,  *  * 

If  he  fufped  I  may  difhonour  him. 
And  what  may  make  him  blufli  in  being  known 

S^L1}0^?0^011*^  Which  itm'1^  be  known, 
With  hoflile  Forces  hell  o'er-fpread  the  Land 

And  with  the  flint  of  War  will  look  fo  huge, ' 

Amazement  (hall  drive  Courage  from  the  State- 

Our  Men  be  vanquiih'd,  e'er  they  do  refill 

And  Subjects  punifh'd,  that  ne'er  thought  offence, 

which  care  of  them,  not  pity  of  my  fejf 

Who  once  no  more  but  as  the  tops  of  Trees 

Which  fence  the  Roots  they  grow  by,  and  defend  them, 

Make  both  my  Body  pine,  and  Soul  to  languifh  ! 

Andpumfh  that  before  that  he  would  punifli.  ' 

1  Lord.  Joy  and  ail  comfort  in  your  facred  Breaft 

2  Lord.  And  keep  your  mind 'till  ye  return  to  us 
Peaceful  and  comfortable., 

™*  Pe*ce>  P_eac5>.  a°d  give  experience  Tongue  : 
They  do  abufe  the  King  that  flatter  him 
For  flattery  is  the^Belfows  blows  up  fin/ 

The 
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The  thing  the  which  is  flatter'd,  but  a  fparfc™*]  ^JW 
To  which  that  fpark  gives  heart  and  ftronger  glowing; 
Whereas  reproof  obedient  and  in  order, 
Fits  Kings  as  they  are  Men,  for  they  may  err, 
When  Signior  Sooth  here  doth  proclaim  Peace, 
He  flatters  you,  makes  War  upon  your  Life. 
Prince,  pardon  me,  or  ftrike  me  if  you  pleafe, 
I  cannot  be  much  lower  than  my  Knees. 

Per.  All  leave  us  elk  :  but  let  your  cares  o'er-Jook 
What  Shipping,  and  what  Lading's  in  our  Haven, 
And  then  return  to  us:  HeJlicanus,  thou  haft 
Mov'd  us;  what  feed  thou  in  our  Looks  ? 

Hell.  An  angry  brow,  dread  Lord.  ,™U        I  lUtf 
Per.  If  there  be  fuch  a  Dart  in  Princes  frown?, 
How  durft  thy  Tongue  move  anger  to  our  Face? 

Hell.  How  dares  the  Planets  look  up  unto  Heav'n^ 
From  whence  they  have  their  nouriftiment? 
Per.  Thouknow'ft  I  have  power  to  take  thy  Life  from  tfcee^ 
Hell.  I  have  ground  the  Ax  my  felf, 
Do  you  but  ftrike  the  blow. 

Per.  Rife,  prithee  rife,  fit  down,  thou  art  no  Flatterer, 
I  thank  thee  for  it,  and  Heav'n  forbid,^™ 
That  Kings  fhould  let  their  Ears  hear  their  faults  hid. 
Fit  Counfellor,  and  Servant  for  a  Prince, 
Who  by  thy  wifdom  makes  a  Prince  thy  Servant, 
What  would'ft  thou  have  me  do?    fci 

Hell.  To  bear  with  patience  fuch  griefs,  w*  ' 
As  you  your  felf  do  lay  upon  your  felf* 

Per.  Thou  fpeak'ft  like  a  Phyfician,  HelUcanus, 
That  minifters  a  potion  unto  me, 
That  thou  wouldft  tremble  to  receive  thy  felf. 
Attend  me  then ;  I  went  to  Antioch^  ^8U 
Where  as  thou  know'ft,  (againft  the  Face  of  Death) 
I  fought  the  purchace  of  a  glorious  Beauty, 
From  whence  an  IiTue  I  might  propagate, 
Are  Arms  to  Princes,  and  bring  Joys  to  Subjects. 
Her  Face  was  to  mine  Eye  beyond  all  wonder, 
The  reft  (hark  in  thine  Ear)  as  black  as  Inceft, 
Which  by  my  knowledge  found,  the  finful  Father, 
Seem'd  not  to  ftrike,  but  fmooth  :  But  thou  know'ft  this* 
?Tis  time  to  fear,  when  Tyrants -Teem  to  kifsa 

Which 
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Which  fear  fo  grew  in  me,  I  hither  fled,  *ri'I 

Under  tjbe  covering  of  a  careful  Night, 

Who  feem  d  my  ^ood  Protector  :  and  being  here, 

Bethought  me  what  was  pail,  what  might  iucceed  ; 

I  knew  him  tyrannous,  and  Tyrants  feais 

Decreafe  not,  but  grow  fafter  than  the  years : 

AncJ  fhould  he  think,  as  no  doubt  he  doth, 

That  I  mould  open  to  the  lifttning  Air, 

How  many  worthy  Princes  Blood  were  fhed, 

To  keep  his  Bed  of  blacknefs  unlaid  ope, 

To  lop  that  doubr,  he'll  fill  this  Land  with  arms, 

And  make  pretenceof  wrong  that  I  have  done  him, 

When  all  for  mine,  if  I  may  call  offence, 

Muft  feel  Wars  blow,  who  fears  not  innocence  : 

Which  love  to  all,  of  which  thy  felf  art  one, 

Who  now  rcproved'ft  me  for  if. 

Hell.  Alas,  Sir.  y$t\ 

Per.  Drew  Sleep  out  of  my  Eyes,  Blood  from  my  Cheeks, 
Mufings  into  my  Mind,  with  a  thoufand  doubts 
How  I  might  flop  their  tempeft  e'er  it  came, 

And  finding  little  comfort  to  relieve  them, 

I  thought  it  Princely  Charity  to  grieve  for  them, 

HclU  Well,  my  Lord,  fince  you  have  given  me  leave  to  fpeak, 

Freely  wiij  I  fpeak,     j4ntiocbns  you  fear, 

And  juftly  too,  I  think,  you  fear  the  Tyranr. 

Who  either  by  publick  War  or  private  Treafon,         nrlW 

Will  take  away  your  J.ife.  40  djiw  wd 

Therefore,  my  Lord,  go  travel  for  a  while,  •<{  zh 

'Till  that  his  rage  and  anger  be  forgot ; 

Or  'till  the  Deftinies  do  cut  the  thread  of  his  Life : 

Your  Rule  direct  to  any,  if  to  me,       jibluow  uo 

Day  ferves  not  Light  more  faithful  than  Til  be. 

Per.  I  do  not  doubt  thy  Faith,      von>l .  .-riW 

But  mould  he  wrong  my  Liberties  in  my  abfence  ? 
Hell.  We'll  mingle  our  bloods  together  in  the  Earth, 

From  whence  we  had  our  being  and  our  birth. 

Per.  Tyre,  I  now  look  from  thee  then,  and  to  Tharfus 

Intend  my  travel,  where  I'll  hear  from  thee  ; 

And  by  whofe  Letters  I'll  difpofe  my  felf:  ^riW 

The  care  \  had  and  have  of  Subjects  good? 

On  thee  I  lay5  whofe  wifdom's  flrengthcan  bear  it. 
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I'll  take  thy  Word  for  Faith,  not  ask  thine  Oath, 
Who  fli iins  not  to  break  one,  will  fure  crack  both  : 
But  in  our  Orbs  we  live  fo  round  and  fafe, 
That  time  of  both  rfiis  truth  (hall  ne'er  convince, 
Thou  (heweft  a  Subject's  ihine,  I  a  true  Prince.      [Exeunt* 

Enter  Thaliard  foln&. 

Thai.  So,  this  is  Tyre,  and  this  is  the  Court,  here  muft 
I  kill  King  Pericles,  and  if  I  do  it  not,  I  am  fure  to  be  hang'd 
at  home  :  it  is  dangerous. 

Well,  I  perceive  he  was  a  wife  Fellow,  and  had  good  dis- 
cretion, that  being  bid  to  ask  what  he  would  of  the  King, 
defired  he  might  know  none  of  his  Secrets.  Now  do  I  fee 
he  had  f  :me  reafon  for  it :  For  if  a  King  bid  a  Man  be  a  Vil- 
lain, he  is  bound  by  the  Indenture  of  his  Oath  to  be  one. 

Hufht,  here  come  the  Lords  of  Tyre. 
Enter  Mellicanus,  Efcanes,  with  other  Lords  of  Tyre. 

Hell,  You  (hall  not  need,  my  Fellow-Peers  of  Tyre, 
Further  to  queftion  me  of  your  King's  departure. 
His  feal'd  Commiflion  left  in  truft  with  me, 
Doth  fpeak  Sufficiently,  he's  gone  to  travel. 

Thai.  How,  the  King  gone  ? 

Hell.  If  further  yet  you  will  be  Satisfied, 
Why  (as  it  were  unlicens'd  of  your  Joves) 
He  would  depart?  I'll  give  fome  light  unto  you. 
Being  at  Antioch 

Thai.  What  from  Antioch  ? 

Hell.  Royal  Antiochns  (on  whatcaufe  I  know  not) 
Took  fome  difpleafure  at  him,  at  leaft  he  judg'd  fo: 
And  doubting  that  he  had  erred  or  finned, 
To  me  w  his  forrow,  he  would  correct  himfelf ; 
So  puts  himfelf  unto  the  Shipman's  toy), 
With  whom  each  minute  threatens  Life  or  Death. 

Thai.  Well,  I  perceive  I  (hall  not  be  hang'd  now,  al- 
though I  would;  but  fince  he's  gone,  the  King's  Seas  muft 
pleafe  :  he  'fcap'd  the  Land,  to  periih  at  the  Sea :  I'll  pre- 
fent  my  felf.     Peace  to  the  Lords  of  Tyre. 

Hell.   Lord  Thaliard  from  Antiochns  is  welcome. 

Thai.  From  him  I  come 
With  MefTage  unto  Princely  Pericles, 
JJut  fince  my  Landing  I  have  underftoods 

Your 
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Your  Lord  hath  betook  himfelf  to  unknown  Travels, 
My  MciTage  muft  return  from  whence  it  came. 

Hell.  We  have  no  reafon  to  defire  ir, 
Commended  to  our  Mafter,  not  to  us  ; 
Yet  e'er  you  fhall  depart,  this  we  defire, 
As  Friends  to  Antioch,  we  may  Feaft  in  Tyre.  [Exeunt* 

Enter  Cleon  the  Governor  of  Tharfus,  with  Dionyfia 

and  others. 

Qe.  My  Dionyfia>  fhall  we  reft  us  here, 
And  by  relatirg  Tales  of  others  Griefs, 
See  if  'twill  teach  us  to  forget  our  own  ? 

Bio.  That  were  to  blow  at  Firein  hopetoquench  if, 
For  who  digs  Hills  becaufe  they  do  afpire, 
Throws  down  one  Mountain  to  caft  up  a  higher: 
O  my  diftrefled  Lord,  even  fuch  our  Griefs  are, 
Here  they're  but  felt,  and  feen  with  Mifchiefs  Eyes, 
But  like  to  Grove?,  being  topt,  they  higher  rife. 

Cle.  O  Dionyfia^ 
Who  wanteth  Food,  and  will  not  fay  he  wants  it,'    - 
Or  can  conceal  his  Hunger  'till  he  famifh  ? 
Our  Tongues  and  Sorrows  do  found  deep  : 
Our  Woes  into  the  Air,  our  Eyes  to  weep, 
'Till  Tongues  fetch  Breath  that  may  proclaim 
Them  louder,  that  if  Heav'n  (lumber,  while 
Their  Creatures  want,  they  may  awake 
Their  helpers  to  comfort  them. 
I'll  rhen  difcourfe  our  Woes  felt  feveral  Years^ 
And  wanting  Breath  to  fpeak,  help  me  with  Tears. 

Dio.  Til  do  my  beft,  Sir. 

ClcThisTharfus,  o'er  which  I've  the  Government, 
A  City,  on  whom  Plenty  held  full  Hand, 
For  Riches  ftrew'd  her  felf  even  in  the  Streets, 
Whofe  Towers  bore  heads  fo  high,  they  kift  the  Cloudy 
And  Strangers  ne'er  beheld,  but  wonder'd  at; 
Whofe  Men  and  Dames  fo  jetted  and  adorn'd, 
Like  one  anothers  Glafs  to  trim  them  by ; 
Their  Tables  were  ftor'd  full,  to  glad  the  fight, 
And  not  fo  much  to  feed  on,  as  delighr, 
All  Poverty  was  fcorn'd,  and  Pride  fo  great, 
The  Name  of  Help  grew  odious  to  repeat. 

Dio.  Oh  'tis  true. 
Vol.  VI.  O  Or, 
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Cle.  But  fee  what  Heav'n  can  do  by  this  our  Change  i 
Thefe  Mouths,  who  but  of  late,  Earth,  Sea,  and  Air, 
Were  all  too  little  to  content  and  pleafe, 
Although  they  gave  their  Creatures  in  abundance  ; 
As  Houfes  are  defiTd  for  want  of  tife, 
They  are  now  ftarv'd  for  want  of  Exercife  ; 
Thofe  Pallats,  who,  not  yet  to  favers  younger* 
Mi: ft  have  Inventions  to  delight  the  Tafte, 
Would  now  be  glad  of  Bread,  and  beg  for  it ; 
Thefe  Mothers  who  to  nouzle  up  their  Babes, 
Tnought  nought  too  curiou?,  are  ready  now, 
To  eat  thofe  little  Darlings  whom  they  lov'd, 
So  fharp  are  hungers  Teeth,  that  Man  and  Wife, 
Draw  Lots  who  firft  fhalldyeto  lengthen' Life. 
Here  ftands  a  Lord,  and  there  a  Lady  weeping, 
Mere  many  fink,  yet  rhofe  which  fee  them  fall, 
Have  fcarce  Strength  left  to  give  them  Burial- 
Is  not  this  true  \ 

Dio.  Our  Cheeks  and  hollow  Eyes  do  witnefs  it, 

Cle.  O  let  thofe  Cities  that  of  Plenty's  Cup, 
And  her  Profperities  fo  largely  taft, 
With  their  fuperfluous  Riots  hear  thefe  Tears ; 
The  Mifery  of  Tharfis  may  be  theirs. 

Enter  a  Lord, 

Lord.  Where's  the  Lord  Governor  \  t 

Cle.  Here,  fpeak  out  thy  Sorrows,  which  thou  brirglt. 
in  hafte,  for  Comfort  is  too  far  for  us  to  expect. 

Lord.   We  have  defcried,  upon  our  neighbouring  Shore* 
A  portly  fail  of  Ships  make  hitherward. 

Cle.  I  thought  as  much. 
One  Sorrow  never  comes  but  brings  an  Heir, 
That  may  fucceed  as  his  Inheritor  : 
And  fo  in  ours :  Some  neighbouring  Nation, 
Taking  Advantage  of  our   Mifery, 
That  ftuft  the  hollow  VefTels  with  their  Pow'r, 
To  beat  us  down,  the  which  are  down  already> 
And  make  a  Conqueft  of  unhappy  me, 
Whereas  no  Glory  is  got  to  overcome. 

Lord.  That's  the  leaft  Fear. 
For  by  the  femblance  of  their  Flags  difplaid, 
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They  bring  us  Peace,  and  come  to  us  as  Favourers, 
Not  as  Foes. 

Ctc.  Thou  fpeak'ft  like  Hymns  untutor'd  to  repeat, 
Who  makes  the  faircft  Shew,  means  moft  Dtceit. 
But  bring  they  what  they  will,  and  what  they  can, 
\Vhat  need  we  fear,  the  Ground's  the  loweft, 
And  we  are  half  way  there  :   Go  tell  their  General  we  at" 

tend  him  here, 
To  know  for  what  he  comes,  and  whence  he  comes, 
And  what  he  craves. 
Lord.  I  go,  my  Lord. 

Cle.  Welcome  is  Peace,  if  he  on  Peace  confift  ; 
tf  Wars,  we  are  unable  to  refift. 

Enter  Pericles  with  Attendants. 
Per.  Lord  Governor,  for  fo  we  hear  you  are, 
Let  not  our  Ships  and  number  of  our  Men, 
Be  like  a  Beacon  fir'd,  to  ama£e  your  EyeSj 
We've  hea^d  your  Miferies  as  far  as  Tyre, 
And  fcen  the  Defolation  of  your  Streets: 
Nor  come  we  to  add  Sorrow  to  your  Tears> 
But  to  releafe  them  of  their  heavy  load, 
And  thefe  our  Ships,  you  happily  may  think 
Are  like  the  Trojan  Horfe,  was  ftufc  within, 
With  bloody  Veins  expecting  overthrow, 
Are  ftor'd  with  Corn  to  make  your  needy  Bread, 
And  give  th?m  Life,  whom  hunger  fhrv'd  half  dead* 

Omnes.  The  Gods  of  Greece  protect  you. 
And  we'll  pray  for  you. 

Per.   A  rife,  I  pray  you,  arife; 
We  do  not  look  for  Reverence,  but  for  Love, 
And  harbourage  for  our  felf,  our  Ships,  and  Men*. 

Ctc,  The  which  when  any  fhall  not  gratifie, 
Or  pay  you  with  Unthmkfulnefs  in  Thought, 
B?it  our  Wives,  our  Children,  or  our  felves, 
The  Cmfe  of  Heav'n  and  Men  fucceed  their  Evils? 
'Till  when,  the  which,  Ihope,  ifhallne'er  be-feen, 
Your  Grace  is  welcome  to  our  Town  and  us. 

Per.  Which  welcome  we'll  accept,  Feaft  here  a  while 
Until  our  Stars  that  frown,  lend  us  a  Smile,  \Exca>ii< 
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ACT    II.     S  C  E  N  E  I. 

Enter  Gower. 
Gow.TJTEr*  have  you  feen  a  mighty  King, 

-*-  -■»  His  Child,  I  wis,  to  Incefi  bring  . 
A  better  Prince  and  benign  Lord, 
That  will  prove  awful  both  in  Deed  and  Word. 
Be  quiet  then,  as  Men  Jhould  be, 
*Till  he  hath  f  aft  Necefflty  : 
riljbewjou  thofe  in  Troubles  Reign, 
Lojing  a  Mite,  a  Mountain  gain  : 
The  Good  in  Converfation, 
To  whom  I  give  my  Beniz^on, 
Is  fiill  at  Tharfus,  where  each  Man 
Thinks  all  is  writ  he  fpol^n  can  : 
And  to  remember  what  he  does. 
Build  his  Statue  to  make  him  glorious  : 
But  Tjdings  to  the  contrary. 
Are  brought  f  your  Eyes,  what  needfpeal^I. 

Dumb  Show. 
Enter  at  one  Door  Pericles  talking  with  Cleon,  all  the  Train 
with  them.  Enter  at  another  Door,  a  Gentleman  with  a 
Letter  to  Pericles;  Pericles  (hews  the  Letter  to  Cleon,  Peri- 
cles gives  the  Meflenger  a  Reward,  and  Knights  him. 

\Exit  Pericles  at  one  Door,  and  Cleon  at  another. 

Good  He  Hi  can  that  ft  aid  at  home, 

IVot  to  eat  Honey  like  a  Drone, 

From  others  Labours',  for  though  he  ftrive 

To  killen  bad,  keep  good  alive : 

And  to  fulfil  his  Prince  s  Defire, 

Sav*d  one  of  all  that  haps  in  Tyre: 

How  Thaliard  came  full  bent  with  Sin, 

And  had  intent  to  murther  him ; 

And  that  in  Tharfus  was  not  befty 

Longer  for  him  to  make  his  reft  : 

He  doing  fo,  put  forth  to  Seas, 

Where  when  Aim  bin,  there  s  feldom  Eafe% 
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For  now  the    Wind  begins  to  blow9 
Thunder  above,  and  Deeps  below* 
Makes  fach  unquiet,  that  the  Ship 
Should  Hotife  him  Jafe,  is  wrackt  and  Jplit, 
jind  he,  good  Prince,  having  all  lofty 
By  Waves,  from  Coaft  to  Coaft  is  toft : 
ui II  Per i [ben  of  Man,  of  Pelf 
Ne  ought  efcapend  but  himfelf; 
'Till  Fortune  tir'd  with  doing  bad, 
Threw  him  afoore  to  give  him  glad: 
jind  here  he  comes ;  what  ftoall  be  next* 
Pardon  old  Gower,  thus  longs  the  Text* 

Enter  Pericles  wet. 

Per.  Yet  ceafe  your  Ire,  you  angry  Stars  of  Heav'n, 
Wind,  Rain,  and  Thunder;  remember  earthly  Man 
Is  but  a  SubfUnce  that  muft  yield  to  you : 
And  T,  as  fits  my  Nature,  do  obey  you. 
Alas,  the  Seas  hath  caft  me  on  the  Rocks, 
Wamt  me  from  Shore  to  Shore,  and  left  my  Breath 
Nothing  to  think  on,  but  enfuing  Death ; 
Let  it  fuffice  the  greatnefs  of  your  Powers, 
To  have  bereft  a  Prince  of  all  his  Fortunes, 
And  having  thrown  him  from  your  watry  Grave, 
Here  to  have  Death  in  Peace,  is  all  he'll  crave. 
Enter  three  Fifiermen. 

i  Fifty.  Whar,  to  pelch  ? 

2  Fifty.  Ha,  come  and  bring  away  the  Nets. 
I  Fijh.  What  patch  Breech,  I  fay. 

3  Fifty.  What  fay  you,  Mafter  ? 

i  Fifty.  Look  how  thou  ftirreft  now. 
Come  away,  or  Til  fetch  thee  with  a  Wannion. 

3  Fijh.  Faith,  Mafter,  I  am  thinkingof  the  poor  Men 
That  were  caft  away  before  us,  even  now. 

i  Fijh.  Alas,  poor  Souls,  it  griev'd  my    Heart  to  hear 
What  pitiful  Cries  they  made  to  u%  to  help  them, 
When,  well-a-day,  we  could  fcarcely  help  our  felves* 

$  Fijh.  Nay,  Mafter,  faid  not  I  as  much, 
When  I  faw  the  Porpus  how  he  bounc'd  and  tumbled? 
They  fay,  they  are  half  Fifti,  half  Flefli ; 
A  Plague  on  them,  they  ne'er  come  but  I  look  to  be  wafliN 

O  3  Mafter, 
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Mafter,  I  marvel  how  the  Fifties  live  in  the  Sea  5 

i.  &Jb.  Why,  as  Men  do  a  Land, 
The  great  ones  eat  up  the  little  ones : 
1  can  compare  our  rich  Mifers,  to  nothing  fo  fitly 
As  to  a  Whale  ;  he  plays  and  tumbles, 
Driving  the  poor  Fry  before  him, 
And  at  laft  devours  them  all  at  a  Mouthful. 
S  ch  Whales  have  I  heard  on  a'th  Land, 
Who  never  leave  gaping,  'till  they  fwallow'd 
The  whole  Parifh,  Church,  Steeple,  Bells  and  all. 

Per.  A  pretty  Moral. 

3  Fijh.  But,  Mafter,  if  I  had  been  the  Sexton ; 
I  would  have  been  that  Djy  in  the  Belfrey. 

2  Fiji?.  Why,  Man  ? 

3  Fifh.  Becaufe  he  mould  have  fwallow'd  me  toot 
And  when  I  had  been  ip  his  Belly, 

I  would  have  kept  fuch  a  jangling  of  the  Bells, 
That  he  mould  never  hive  left, 

'Till  he  call:  Bells,  Steeple,  Church  and  Parifh  tp  again. 
But  if  the  good  King  Sjmonides  were  of  my  mind, 

Per.  Sjmonides. f 

3  Ftp.  We  would  purge  the  Land  of  thefe  Drones, 
That  rob  the  Bee  of  her  Honey. 

Per.  How  from  the  fenny  fubjeel:  of  the  Sea 
Thefe  Fifhers  tell  the  Infirmities  of  Men, 
And  from  their  watry  Empire  recollect,' 
All  that  may  Men  approve,   or  Men  detect. 
Peace  be  at  your  Labour,  honeft  Fi mermen. 

z  Fifh.  Honeft,  good  Fellow,  what's  that,  if  it  be  a  Dajj 
fits  you, 
Search  out  of  theKalender,  and  no  body  look  after  it  \ 

Per.  Y'may  fee  the  Sea  hath  caft  me  upon  your  Coaft. 

z  Fifh.  What  a  drunken  Knave  was  the  Sea, 
To  c&ft  thee  in  our  way. 

Per.  A  Man  whom  both  the  Waters  and  the  Wind, 
In  that  vaft  Tennis-Cqurr,  hath  made  the  Ball 
For  them  to  play  upon,  intreats  you  pity  him : 
He  asks  of  you,  that  never  us'd  to  beg. 

i  Ftjh.  No,  Friend,  cannot  you  beg  ? 
Here's  them  in  our  Country  of  Greece, 
Get  more  with  Begging,  than  we  can  do  with  Westing. 

z  Fijh. 
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%  Fiji?.  Canft  thou  catch  any  Fifties  then  ? 

Per.  I  never  pra&is'd  it. 

2  Fiji?.  Nay,  then  thou  wilt  ftarve  fure;  for  here's  no- 
thing to  be  got  now-a-days,  unlefs  thou  canft  fifh  for't. 

Per.  What  I  have  been,  I  have  forgot  to  know; 
But  what  I  am,  Want  teaches  me  to  think  on  ; 
A  Man  thronged  up  with  Cold,  my  yeins  are  chill, 
And  have  no  more  of  Life,  than  may  fuffice 
To  give  my  Tongue  that  heat  to  ask  your  help : 
Which  if  you  (hall  refufe,  when  I  am  dead, 
For  that  I  am  a  Man,  pray  fee  me  buried. 

1  Fiji?.  Die  ko-tha,  now  Gods  forbid,  I  have  a  Gown  here, 
come  put  it  on,  keep  thee  warm;  now  afore  me  a  handfome 
Fellow:  Come,  thou  fhalt  go  home,  and  we'll  have  Flefh 
for  all  Day,  Fifh  for  fafting  Days  and  more;  or  Puddings 
and  Flap-jacks,  and  thou  fhalt  be  welcome. 

Per.   I  thank  vou,  Sir. 

2  Fi/Jj.  Hark  you,  my  Friend,  you  faid  you  could  not  beg. 
Per.   I  did  but  crave. 
2  Fi/Jj.  Bar  crave?  then  I'll  turn  Craver  too, 

And  (o  I  fh all  fcape  whipping. 

Per.  Why,  are  all  your  Beggars  whipt  then? 

2  Fifo.  Oh  not  all,  my  Friend,  not  all  ;  for  if  all  your 
Beggars  were  whipt,  I  would  wifti  no  better  Office,  than 
to  be  Beadle.    Bur,  Matter,   Til  go  draw  the  Net. 

Per.  How  well  this  honeft  Mirth  becomes  their  Labour  ? 

1  Fifh.  Hnrk  you,  S  r,  do  you  know  where  ye  are  § 

Per.   Not  well. 

t  Fifh.   I  tell  you,  this  is  called  Pantapolis> 
And  our  King,  the  good  Sjmonides. 

Per.  The  good  King  SymonideSy  do  you  call  him  ? 

i  Fifi.  Ay,  Sir,  and  he  deferves  (o  to  be  call'd, 
For  his  peaceable  Reign,  and  good  Government. 

Per.  He  is  a  hapn-y  King,  (ince  he  gains  from 
His  Subjects,  thename  of  good,  by  his  Government. 
How  far  is  his  Court  diftant  from  this  Shore? 

x  Ftp.    Marry,  Sir,    half  a  Day's  Journey  ;  and  I'll  tell 
you,  he  hath  a  fair  Daughter,  and  to  morrow  is  het  Birth- 
day, and  there  are  Princes  and  Knights  come  from  all  parts  of 
I  the  World,  to  Juft  and  Turney  for  her  Love. 
Ptr*  Were  my  Fortunes  equal  to  my  Defires, 
o4  1 
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I  could  wiih  to  make  one  there. 

i  Fijh*  Oh  Sir,  things  muft  be  as  they  may;  and  what  a 
Man  cannot  get,  he  may  lawfully  deal  for  his  Wife's  Soul. 
Enter  the  two  Fifier-men  drawing  up  a  Net, 

2  Fijb*  Help,  Matter,  help,  here's  a  Fifh  hangs  in  the  Net, 
like  a  poor  Man's  Right  in  the  Law,  'twill  hardly  comeout.  Ha 
bots  on'r,  'tis  come  at  lafr,  and  'tis  turned  to  a  rufty  Armor. 

Per.  An  Armor,  Friends !  I  pray  you  let  me  fee  it. 
Thanks,  Fortune,  yet  that  after  all  Crofles, 
Thou  giv'ft  me  fomewhat  to  repair  my  felf ; 
And  though  it  was  mine  own,  part  of  mine  Heritage, 
Which  my  dead  Father  did  bequeath  to  mr, 
With  this  ilrid  Charge,  even  as  he  left  his  Life: 
Keep  it,  my  Pericles,  it  hath  been  a  Shield 
Twixt  me  and  Death;  and  pointed  to  this  Brayfe  ; 
For  that  it  fav'd  me;  keep  it  in  like  neceffiry; 
The  which  the  Gods  protect  thee,  Fame  may  defend  thee. 
It  kept  where  I  kepr,  I  fo  dearly  lov'd  ir, 
*Tiil  the  rough  Seas,  that  fpares  not  any  Man, 
Took  it  in  rage,  though  calm'd  hath  given 't  again: 
I  thank  thee  for't,  my  Shipwrack  now's  no  ill, 
Since  I  have  here  my  Father's  Gift  in's  Will, 

i  Fifh.  What  mean  you,  Sir  \ 

Per.  To  beg  of  you,  kind  Friends,  this  Coat  of  Worth, 
For  it  was  fometime  Target  to  a  King, 
I  know  it  by  this  Mark;  he  lov'd  me  dearly, 
And  for  his  fake,  I  wifh  the  having  of  it  ; 
And  that  you'd  guide  me  to  your  Sovereign's  Cour, 
Where  with  it  I  may  appear  a  Gentleman ; 
And  if  that  ever  my  low  Fortune's  better, 
I'll  pay  your  Bounties;  'till  then  reft  your  Debror. 

1  Fifty,  Why,  wilt  thou  turney  for  the  Lady  ? 
Per.  I'll  fhew  the  veitue  I  have  born  in  Arms. 

i  Fifb.  Why,  take  it,  and  the  Gods  give  thee  good  on'r. 

2  Fijlo.  But  hark  you,  my  Friend,  'twas  we  that  made  up 
this  Garment  through  the  rough  Seams  of  the  Waters;  there 
are  certain  Condolements,  ce« tain  Vails;  J  hnpe,  Sir,  if  you 
Thrive,  you'll  remember  from  whence  you  had  them. 

Per.  Believe  it  I  will; 
By  your  furtherance  I  am  cloath'd  in  Steel, 
And  fpight  of  all  the  rupture  of  the  Sea, 

This 
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This  Jewel  holds  his  building  on  my  Arm  ; 

Unto  thy  value  I  will  mount  my  felf 

Upon  a  Courfer,  whofe  delightful  fteps, 

Shall  make  the  Gazer  joy  to  fee  him  tread  : 

Only,  my  Friend,  I  yet  am  unprovided  of  a  pair  of  Bafes. 

2  Fiji?.  We'll  fure  provide,  thou  flialt  have 
My  beft  Gown  to  make  thee  a  pair ; 
And  I'll  bring  thee  to  the  Court  my  felf. 

Per.  Then  Honour  be  but  a  Goal  to  my  Will, 
This  Day  Til  rife,  or  elfe  add  ill  to  ill.  [JExeunt. 

Enter  Symonides  with  Attendants^  and,  Thaila. 
King.  Are  the  Knights  ready  to  begin  the  Triumph  f 
1  Lord.  They  are,  my  Liege,  and  ftay  your  coming, 
To  prefent  themfelves. 

King.  Return    them  ;    we  are  ready,  and  our  Daughter 
In  Honour  of  whofe  Birth,  thefe  Triumphs  are,  [here. 

Sits  here  like  Beauty's  Child,  whom  Nature  gat, 
For  Men  to  fee,  and  feeing  wonder  at. 

Thai.  It  pleafeth  you,  my  royal  Father,  to  exprefs 
My  Commendations  great,  whofe  Merit's  lefs. 

King.  It's  fit  it  mould  be  fo;  for  Princes  are 
A  Model  which  Heav'n  makes  like  it  felf: 
As  Jewels  lofe  their  Glory,  if  neglected, 
So  Princes  their  Renowns,  if  not  refpecled. 
'Tis  now  your  Honour,   Daughter,  to  entertain 
The  Labour  of  each  Knight,  in  his  Device. 

Thai.  Which  to  preferve  mine  Honour,  I'll  perform. 

[The  fir  ft  Knight  pajfes  by. 
King.  Who  is  the  firft  that  doth  prefer  himfelf? 
Thai.  A  Knight  of  Sparta^  my  renowned  Father, 
And  the  Device  he  bears  upon  his  Shield, 
Is  a  black  yEthiop  reaching  at  the  Sun  ; 
The  word,  Lux  tua  vita  mihi. 

King.  He  loves  you  well,  that  holds  his  Life  of  you. 

[The  fecond  Knight. 
Who  is  the  fecond,  that  prefents  himfelf  ? 

Thai.  A  Prince  of  M*cedon>  my  royal  Father, 
And  the  Device  he  bears  upon  his  Shield, 
Is  an  arm'd  Knight,  that's  conquered  by  a  Lady. 
The  Motto  thus  in  Spanifh^  PucPerdoleera  keeper  for  fa. 

[The  third  Knight. 
King.  And  what's  the  third  I  Thai. 
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Thai.  The  third  of  Antioch\  and  his  Device 
A  wreath  of  Chivalry;  the  word,  MePompey  provexit  apex, 

[The  fourth  Knight. 
King.  What  is  the  Fourth  ? 

Thai.  A  burning  Torch  that's  turned  upfide  down ; 
The  word,  Qui  me  ality  me  extinguit. 

King.  Which  ftiews  that  Beauty  hath  his  Power  and  Will, 
Which  can  as  well  enflame,  as  it  can  kill. 

[The  fifth  Knight. 
Thai.  The  fifth,  an  Hand  environed  with  Clouds, 
Holding  out  Gold,  that's  by  the  Touch-ftone  try'd  : 
The  Motto  thus,  Sic  fpettanda  fides. 

[Thefixth  Knightf 

King*  And  what's  the  fixth  and  laft,  the  which  the 
Knight  himfelf  with  fuch  a  graceful  Courtefie  deliver'd  ? 

Thai.  He  Teems  to  be  a  Stranger ;  but  hisPrefent  is 
A  wither'd  Branch,  that's  only  green  at  top ; 
The  Motto,  In  hac  fpe  vivo. 

King.  A  pretty  Moral; 
From  the  dejected  State  wherein  he  is, 
He  hopes  by  you  his  Fortunes  yet  may  fiourifh. 

i  Lord.  He  had  need  mean  better  than  his  outward  Shew 
Can  any  way  fpeak  in  his  juft  commend :' 
For,  by  his  rufty  outfide,  he  appears 
To'ave  praftis'd  more  the  Whipftock  than  the  Lance. 

z  Lord.  He  well  may  be  a  Stranger,  for  he  comes 
To  an  honour'd  Triumph  ftrangely  furnim'd. 

3  Lord.   And  on  fee  purpofe  let  his  Armour  ruft 
Until  this  Day,  to  fcowre  it  in  the  Duft. 

King.  Opinion's  but  a  Fool,  that  makes  us  fcan 
The  outward  Habit  by  the  inward  Man. 
But  flay,  the  Knights  are  coming, 

We  will  withdraw   into  the  Gallery.  [Exeunt. 

[Great  Shout  s,  and  all  cry.  The  mean  Knight. 
Enter  the  King  and  Knights  from  Tilting. 

King.  Knights,  to  fay  you're  welcome,  were  fuperfluous. 
To  place  upon  the  Volumn  of  your  Deeds, 
As  in  a  Title  Page,  your  worth  in  Arms, 
Were  more  than  you  expect,  or  more  than's  fir, 
Since  every  worth  in  (hew  commends  it  klf; 

Prepare 
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Prepare  for  Mirth,  for  Mirth  comes  at  a  Feafl. 
You  are  Princes,  and  my  Guefrs. 

Thai.  But  you,  my  Knight  and  Guett, 
To  whom  this  wreath  of  Victory  I  give, 
And  Crown  you  King  of  this  Day's  happinefs. 
Per.  'Tis  more  by  Fortune,  Lady,  than  by  Merits 
King,  Call  it  by  what  you  will,  the  Day  isyoursj 
And  here,  I  hop.°,  is  none  that  envies  it. 
|n  framing  an  Aitift,  Art  hath  thus  decreed, 
To  make  tome  good,  but  others  to  exceed, 
And  you  her  lahout'd  Scholar:  Come,  Queen  o*ih'  Feaft, 
For,  Daughter,  fo  you  are,  here  fake  your  Place  : 
Martial  the  refr,  as  thy  deferve  their  grace. 

Knights.  We  are  honour'd  much  by  good  Symonides. 
King.  Your  Prefence  glads  our  Days,  Honour  we  love. 
For  who  hates  Honour,  hates  the  Gods  above. 
Marjh.  Sir,  yonder  is  your  Place. 
Per.  Some  other  is  more  fir. 
1  Knight.  Contend  not,  St,  for  we  are  Gentlemen, 
That  neither  in  our  Hearts,   nor  outward  Eyes, 
Envy  the  Great,  nor  do  the  Low  defpife. 
Per.  You  are  right  courteous  Knights. 
King.  Sir,  fir,  fit. 
By  Jove^  I  wonder,  that  is  King  cf  Thoughts, 
Thefe  Cates  refift  me,  he  not  thought  upon. 
Thai.  By  Juno,  that  is  Queen  of  Marriage, 
Al!  Viands  that  I  eat  do  feem  unfavoury, 
VVifhing  him  my  Meat;  fure  he's  a  gallant  Gentleman. 

King.  He's  but  a  Country  Gentleman  ;  has  done  no  more 
Than  other  Knights  have  done,  has  broken  a  Staff, 
Or  fo;  Jet  it  pafs. 

Thau  To  me  he  feems  a  Diamond  to  Glafs. 
Per.  Yon  King's  to  me,  like  to  my  Father's  Picture, 
Which  tells  me  in  that  Glory  once  he  was, 
And  Princes  fat  like  Stars  about  his  Throne,  , 

And  he  the  Sun,  for  them  to  reverence; 
None  that  beheld  him,  but  like  leffer  Lights, 
Did  vail  their  Crowns  to  his  Supremacy ; 
Where  now  his  Son,  like  a  Glo-worm  in  the  Night, 
The  which  hath  Fire  in  Darknefs,  none  in  Light;        x 
Whereby  I  fee  that  Time's  the  King  of  Men, 

For 
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For  he's  their  Parents,  and  he  is  their  Grave, 

And  gives  them  what  he  will,  not  what  they  crave. 

King.  What,  are  you  merry,  Knights  ? 

Knights.  Who  can  be  other  in  this  Royal  Prefence  ? 

King.  Here,  with  a  Cup  that's  ftirr'd  unto  the  brim, 
As  you  do  love,  fill  to  your  Miflrefs  Lips, 
We  drink  this  Health  to  you. 

Knights.  We  thank  your  Grace. 

King.  Yet  paufe  a  while, 
Yon  Knight  doth  fit  too  melancholy,  . 

As  if  the  Entertainment  in  our  Court, 
Had  not  a  fhew  might  countervail  his  worth. 
Note  it  not  you,  Thaifa  ? 

Thai.  What  is't  to  me,  my  Father  ? 

King.  O,  attend,  my  Daughter, 
Princes,  in  this,  mould  live  like  Gods  above, 
Who  freely  give  to  every  ore  that  come  to  honour  them  s 
And  Princes  not  doing  fo,  are  like  to  Gnats, 
Which  make  a  found,  but  kill'd  are  wondred  at : 
Therefore  to  make  his  entrance  now  more  fweet, 
Here  fay  we  drink  this  Handing  Bowl  of  Wine  to  him. 

Thai.  Alas,  my  Father,  it  befits  not  me, 
Unto  a  ftranger  Knight  to  be  fo  bold, 
He  may  my  Proffer  take  for  an  Offence, 
Since  Men  take  Womens  Gifts  for  Impudence. 

King.  How  !  do  as  I  bid  you,  or  you'll  move  me  elfe. 

Thai.  Now,  by  the  Gods,  he  could  not  pleafe  me  better. 

King.  And  furthermore  tell  him, 
We  defire  to  know  of  him, 
Of  whence  he  is,  his  Name  and  Parentage. 

Thai.  The  King  my  Father,  Sir,  hath  drunk  to  you. 

Per*  I  thank  him. 

Thai.  Wifhing  it  fo  much  Blood  unto  your  Life. 

Per.  I  thank  both  him  and  you,  and  pledge  him  freely. 

Thai.  And  further  he  defires  to  know  of  you, 
Of  whence  you  are,  your  Name  and  Parentage. 

Per.  A  Gentleman  of  Tjre,  my  Name  Pericles, 
My  Education  been  in  Arts  and  Arms, 
Who  looking  for  Adventures  in  the  World, 
Was  by  the  rough  Seas  reft  of  Ships  and  Men. 
And  after  Shipwrack,  driv'n  upon  this  Shore* 

Thar. 
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Thai.  He  thanks  your  Grace;  names  himfelf  Pericles, 
A  Gentleman  t>f  Tyre,  who  only  by  Misfortune  of  the  Seas, 
Bereft  of  Ships  and  Men,  caft  on  the  Shore. 
I    King.  Now,  by  the  Gods,  I  pity  his  Misfortune, 
And  will  awake  him  from  his  Melancholy. 
Come,  Gentlemen,  we  fit  too  long  on  Trifles, 
And  wafte  the  time,  which  looks  for  other  Revels. 
Ev'n  in  your  Armors,  as  you  are  addreft, 
Will  very  well  become  a  Soldier's  Dance  : 
I  will  not  have  excufe,  with  faying  that 
loud  Mufick  is  too  harm  for  Ladies  Heads, 
Since  they  love  Men  in  Arms,  as  well  as  Beds. 

[They  dance. 
So,  this  was  well  ask'd,  'twas  well  performed, 
Come,  Sir,  here's  a  Lady  that  wants  breathing  too  : 
And  I  have  heard,  you  Knights  of  Tjre, 
Are  excellent  in  making  Ladies  trip, 
And  that  their  Meafures  are  as  excellent. 

Per.  In  thofe  that  pra&ife  them,  they  are,  my  Lord. 

King.  Oh  that's  as  much,  as  you  would  be  deny'd 
Of  your  fair  Courtefie,  unclafp,  unclafp.  [They  dance. 

Thanks,  Gentlemen,  to  all ;  all  have  done  well, 
But  you  the  beft.    Pages  and  Lights,  to  conduct 
Thefe  Knights  unto  their  feveral  Lodgings : 
Yours,  Sir,  we  have  giv'n  order  to  be  next  our  own. 

Per.  I  am  at  your  Grace's  pleafure. 

King.  Princes,  it  is  too  late  to  talk  of  Love, 
And  that's  the  mark  I  know  you  level  at : 
Therefore  each  one  betake  him  to  his  Reft, 
To  Morrow,  all  for  fpeeding  do  their  befh 
Enter  Hellicanus,  and  Efcanes. 

Hell.  No,  Efcanes,  know  this  of  me, 
Amiochus  from  Inceft  liv'd  not  free: 
For  which,  the  moft  high  Gods  not  minding 
Longer  to  with-hold  the  Vengeance  that 
They  had  in  ftore,  due  to  his  heinous 
Capital  Offence  ;  even  in  the  height  and  pride 
Of  all  his  Glory,  when  he  was  feated  in 
A  Chariot  of  an  ineftimable  Value,  and  his  Daughter 
With  him;  a  Fire  from  Heav'n  came  and  flirivel'd 
Up  thofe  Bodies,  even  to  loathing,  for  they  fo  flunk 

That 


2:870        Pericles,  Prince  of  Tyre. 

That  all  thofe  Eyes  ador'd  them,  e'er  their  fall, 
Scorn  now  their  Hand  fhould  give  them  Burial. 

Efca.  ft  was  very  ftrange. 

Hell.  And  yet  but  Juftice  ; 
For  though  this  King  were  great,1 
His  Greatnefs  was  no  guard  to  bare  Heav'ns  fhaftj 
By  Sin  had  his  reward. 

Efca.  'Tis  very  true. 

Enter  two  or  three  Lords, 

1  Lord,  See,  not  a  Man  in  p-ivate  Conference; 
Or  CounfeJ,  hath  refpect  with  him  but  he. 

2  Lord.  Tt  fhall  no  longer  grieve  without  reproof. 
I  Lord.   A,nd  curft  be  he  that  will  not  fecond  it. 
1  Lord.  Follow  me  then  :  Lord  Hellican,  a  word. 
Hell.  With  me?  and  welcome^  happy  Day,  my  Lords* 
1  Lord.  Know  that  our  Griefs  are  rifen  to  the  top, 

And  now  at  length  they  over-flow  their  Banks. 

Hell.  Your  Griefs,  for  what?  wrong  not  your  Prince  yod 

love. 
1  Lord.   Wrong  not  your  felf  then,  noble  Hellican% 
But  if  the  Prince  do  live,  let  us  falute  him, 
Or  know  what  Ground's  made  happy  by  his  Breath: 
If  in  the  World  he  live,  we'll  feek  him  out: 
If  in  his  Grave  he  reft,  we'll  find  him  there* 
And  be  refolv'd,  he  lives  to  govern  us: 
Or  dead,  give's  Caufe  to  mourn  his  Funeral* 
And  leave  us  to  our  free  Election. 

1  Lord.  Whofe  death  indeed,  the  flrongeft  iri  our  cenfure* 
And  knowing  this  Kingdom  is  without  a  Head, 
Like  goodly  Buildings  left  without  a  Roof, 
Soon  fall  to  ruin :  Your  noble  felf, 
That  beft  knows  how  to  rule,  and  how  to  reign, 
We  thus  fubmit  unto  our  Soveraign. 
Omn.  Live,   noble  Hellican. 
HelU  Try  Honours  Caufe;  forbear  you r  SufFr ages  t 
If  that  you  love  Prince  Pericles,  forbear: 
(Take  I  your  wifh,   t  hap  into  the  Seas, 
Where's  hourly  troubled  for  4  M  1  ,res  eafej 
A  twelve  M-nrh  loi^e,  i -:  m    entreat  you 
To  forbear  the  abfeifare  of  your  King; 
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If  in  which  time  expir'd,  he  not  return, 

I  (hall  with  aged  Patience  bear  your  Yoke. 

But  if  I  csnnot  win  you  to  this  Love, 

Go  fearch  like  Nobles,  like  noble  Subje&s, 

And  in  your  fearch,  fpend  your  adventurous  worth, 

Whom  if  you  find,  and  win  unto  return, 

You  (hall  like  Diamonds  fit  about  his  Crown. 

1  Lord.  To  Wifdom,  he's  a  Fool  that  will  not  yield, 
And  lince  Lord  HelUcan  enjoineth  us, 
We  with  our  Travels  will  endeavour. 

Hell.  Then  you  love  us,  we  you,  and  we'll  clafp  Hands, 
When  Peers  thus  knit,  a  Kingdom  ever  (lands.      [Exeunt. 

Enter  the  King  redding  of  a  Letter  at  one  Door,  and  the 
Knights  meet  him. 

1  Knight.  Good  morrow  to  the  good  Symonides. 

Ktng.  Knights,  from  my  Daughter  this  I  kt  you  know, 
That  for  this  twelve  Month,  (hell  not  undertake 
A  married  Life :  Her  Reafon  to  her  felf  is  only  known, 
Which  yet  from  her  by  no  means  can  I  get. 

2  Knight.  May  we  not  get  accefs  to  her,  my  Lord  ? 
King.  Faith,  by  no  means,  (he  hath  fo  ftri&ly 

Ty'd  her -to  her  Chamber,  that  'tis  impoffible: 
One  twelve  Moons  more  (he'll  wear  Diana's  Livery : 
This  by  the  Eye  of  Cynthia  hath  (he  vow'd, 
And  on  her  Virein  honour  will  not  break. 

3  Knight.  Loth  to  bid  farewel,  we  take  our  leaves.  [Exe* 
King.  So,  they  are  well  difpatch'd, 

Now  to  my  Daughter's  Letter;  (he  tells  me  here, 

She'll  wed  the  ftranger  Knight, 

Or  never  more  to  view  nor  Day  nor  Light. 

3Tis  well,  Miftrefs,  your  choice  agrees  with  mine, 

I  like  that  well;  nay,  how  abfolute  (he's  in't, 

Not  minding  whether  I  diflike  or  no. 

Well,  I  do  commend  her  choice,  and  will  no  longer 

Have  it  be  delay'd:   Soft,  here  he  comes, 

I  muft  diffemble  it. 

Enter  Pericles. 
Per.  All  Fortune  to  the  good  Symonides* 
King.  To  you  as  much:  Sir,  I  am  beholding  to  you, 

For  your  fweet  Mufick  this  laft  Night  % 
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I  do  proteft,  my  Ears  were  never  fed 
With  fuch  delightful  pleafing  Harmony. 

Per.  It  is  your  Grace's  Pleafure  to  commend, 
Not  my  Defert. 

King.  Sir,  you  are  Mufick's  Matter. 

Per.  The  worft  of  all  her  Scholars,  my  good  Lord. 

King.  Let  me  ask  you  one  thing. 
What  do  you  think  of  my  Daughter,  Sir? 

Per.  A  mod  virtuous  Princefs. 

King.  And  (he's  fair  too,  is  (he  not? 

Per.  As  a  fair  Day  in  Summer:  Wondrous  FairJ 

King.  Sir,  my  Daughter  thinks  very  well  of  you, 
I  fo  well,  that  you  muft  be  her  Mafter, 
And  (he  will  be  your  Scholar;  therefore  look  to  it. 

Per.  I  am  unworthy  to  be  her  School-mafter. 

King.  She  thinks  not  fo,  perufe  this  writing  elfe. 

Per.  What's  here,  a  Letter, 
That  (he  loves  the  Knight  of  Tyre  t 
Tis  the  King's  Subtilty  to  have  my  Life : 
Oh  feek  not  to  intrap  me,  gracious  Lord, 
A  Stranger  and  diftreffed  Gentleman, 
That  never  aim'd  fo  high  to  love  your  Daughter, 
But  bent  all  Offices  to  honour  her. 

King.  Thou  haft  bewitch'd  my  Daughter, 
And  thou  art  a  Villain. 

Per.  By  the  Gods  I  have  not ; 
Never  did  thought  of  mine  levy  Offence; 
Nor  never  did  my  Adions  yet  commence 
A  Deed  might  gain  her  Love,  or  your  Difpleafure. 

King.  Traitor,  thou  lieft. 

Per.  Traitor! 

King.  Ay,  Traitor. 

Per.  Even  in  his  Throat,  unlefs  it  be  a  King, 
That  calls  me  Traitor,  I  return  the  Lie. 

King.  Now  by  the  Gods  I  do  applaud  his  Courage? 

Per.  My  Actions  are  as  noble  as  my  Thoughts, 
That  never  relifh'd  of  a  bafe  Defcent : 
I  came  unto  the  Court  for  Honour's  Caufe, 
And  not  to  be  a  Rebel  to  her  State : 
And  he  that  otherwife  accounts  of  me, 
This  Sword  (hall  prove*  he's  Honour's  Enemy. 
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King.  No?   here  comes  my  Daughter,  fhe  can  witnefs  it* 

Enter  Thaifa. 

Per.  Then  as  you  are  as  Virtuous,  as  Fair, 
Refolve  your  angry  Father,  if  my  Tongue 
Did  e'er  foliicit,    or  my  Hand  fubfcribe 
To  any  Syllable  that  made  love  to  you? 

Thai.   Why,  Sir,  if  you  had,  who  takes  ofFence, 
At  that  would  make  me  glad  ? 

King.  Yea,  Miftrefs,  are  you  fo  peremptory? 
I  am  glad  of  it  with  all  my  Heart.  [_A[ide. 

I'll  tame  you,  I'll  bring  you  in  fubje&ion. 
Will  you,  not  having  my  Confent, 
Beftow  your  Love  and  your  AfFe&ions 
Upon  a  Stranger?   who,  for  ought  I  know*  \Ajidt* 

May  be,  nor  can  I  think  the  contrary, 
As  great  in  Blood  as  I  my  felf. 
Therefore  hear  you,  Miftrefs,  either  frame 
Your  Will  to  mine;  and  you,  Sir,  hear  you, 
Either  be  rul'd  by  me,  or  I'll  make  you 
Man  and  Wife;  nay,  come,  your  Hands 
And  Lips  muft  feal  it  too:  And  being  join'd, 
I'll  thus  your  hopes  deftroy,  and  for  further  Grief, 
God  give  you  Joy;  what,  are  you  both  pleas'd? 

Thai.  Yes,  if  you  love  me,  Sir. 

Per.  Ev'n  as  my  Life,  or  Blood  that  fofters  it. 

King.  What,  are  you  both  agreed? 

Amb.  Yes,  if  it  pleafe  your  Majefty. 

King.  It  pleafeth  me  fo  Well,  that  I  will  fee  you  wed,' 
And  then  with  what  hafte  you  can,  get  you  to  Bed. 

Enter  Gower. 
Now  jfleep  flaked  hath  the  rout, 
No  din  but  fnores  about  the  Houfe, 
Made  louder  by  the  oer-fee  Beafi, 
Of  this  mofl  pompous  Marriage  Feaft : 
The  Cat  with  eyne  of  burning  Coal, 
Now  couches  from  the  Moufis  hole ; 
And  Cricket  Sing  at  the  Ovens  Mouth, 
Are  the  blither  for  their  Drouth  :  . 
Hymen  hath  brought  the  Bride  to  Bed> 
Where,  by  the  lofs  of  Maidenhead, 
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A  Babe  is  moulded,  by  attorn. 

And  time  that  is  fo  brief,)  /pent, 

With  your  fine  fancies  quaintly  each, 

What's  dumb  in  pew ',  I'll  plain  with  Speech. 

Enter  Pericles  and  Symonides  at  one  Door  with  Attendants*  a 
MeiTenger  meets  them,  kneels,  and  gives  Pericles  a  Let- 
ter, Pericles  (hews  it  Symonides,  the  Lords  kneel  to  him  ; 
then  enter  Thaifa  with  Child,  with  Lychorida  a  Nurfe, 
the  King  mews  her  the  Letter,  me  rejoices :  She  and  Pe- 
ricles take  leave  of  her  Father,  and  depart. 

By  many  a  dearn  and  painful  pearch 

Of  Pericles,  the  careful  fear  ch, 

By  the  four  oppofing  Crignes, 

Which  the  World  together  joynes, 

Is  made  with  all  due  diligence, 

That  Horfe  and  Sail,  and  high  Expence, 

Can  flee d  the  cjueft  at  lafi  from  Tyre, 

Fame  anfwering  the  mofl  firange  Enquire,  , 

To  th*  Court  of  King  Symonides, 

Are  Letters  brought,  the  tenour  thefe. 

Antiochus  and  his  Daughter  s  dead, 

The  Men  of  Tyrus,  on  the  Head 

Of  Hellicanus  would  fet  on 

The  Crown  of  Tyre,  but  he  will  none  : 

The  mutiny  he  there  haftes  t'opprefs, 

Sajes  to  them,  if  King  Pericles 

Ceme  not  home  in  twice  fix  Moons, 

He,  obedient  to  their  dooms, 

Will  take  the  Crown  :  The  fium  of  this 

Brought  hither  to  Pentspolr, 

Irony  fl:ed  the  Regions  round, 

And  every  one  with  claps  Can  found, 

Our  Heir  apparent  is  a  King  : 

Who  dreamt*,  who  thought  of  fuch  a  t!U%g  I 

Brief,  he  mufl  hence  depart  to  Tyre, 

His  Queen  with  Child,  makes  her  defire, 

Which  who  fiall  crofs,  along  to  go, 

Omit  we  all  their  dole  and  woe  : 

Lychorida  her  Nurfe  Me  takes, 

And  fo  to  Sea ;  then  meffel  flakes 

On 
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On  Neptune'*  billow,  half  the  Flood 
Hath  their  Keel  cnt ;  but  Fortune  mov*dt 
Varies  again9  the  grijly  North 
Difgorges  fuch  a  Tempeft  forth, 
That  as  a  Duck  for  life  that  dives, 
So  up  and  down  the  poor  Ship  drives : 
The  Lady  fbreeks,  and  wett-a-neary 
Doth  fall  in  travel  with  her  fear  : 
And  what  enfttes  in  this  felf  ftorm% 
Shall  for  it  felf  it  felf  perform  : 
I  nill  relate.  Action  may 
Conveniently  the  reft  convey ; 
Which  might  not  \  what  by  me  is  tola\ 
In  your  imagination  hold  : 
This  Stage,  the  Ship,  upon  whofe  Deck 
The  Seas  toft  Pericles  appears  to  fpeak* 

Enter  Pericles  on  Shipboard. 

Per.  Thou  God  of  this  great  vaft,  rebuke  thefe  Surges 
Which  walh  both  Heav'n  and  Hell;  and  thou  that  haft 
Upon  the  Winds  command,  bind  them  in  Brafs, 
Having  call'd  them  from  the  Deep ;  O  flill 
Thy  deafning  dreadful  Thunders;  daily  quench 
Thy  nimble  fulphurous  Flafhes :  O  how,  Lychorida\ 
How  does  my  Queen?  then  ftorm  venomoufly, 
Wilt  thou  fpit  all  thy  felf  ?  the  Seamans  whittle 
Is  a  whifper  in  the  Ears  of  Death, 
Unheard  Lychorida\  Lucina,  oh— 
Divineft  Patronefs,  and  my  Wife,  gentle 
To  thofe  that  cry  by  Night,  convey  thy  Deity 
Aboard  our  dancing  Boat,  make  fwift  the  pangs 
Of  my  Queers  Travels.     Now,  Lychorida. 

Enter  Lychorida, 

Lye.  Here  is  a  thing  too  young  for  fuch  a  place* 
Who  if  it  had  conceit,  would  die,  as  I  am  like  to  deft 
Take  in  your  Arms  this  piece  of  your  dead  Queen. 

Per*  How  ?  how,  Lychorida  ? 

Lye.  Patience,  good  Sir,  do  not  a  (lift  the  Storm, 
Here's  all  that  is  lefc  living  of  our  Queen ; 
A  little  Daughter,  for  the  fake  of  it 
Be  manly,  and  take  comfort. 

P  »  Per. 
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Per.  Oh  you  Gods  I 
Why  do  you  make  us  love  your  goodly  Gifts, 
And  (natch  them  ftraight  away  ? 
We  here  below,  recal  not  what  we  give, 
And  we  therein  may  ufe  honour  with  you. 
Lye.  Patience,  good  Sir,  even  for  this  charge. 
Per*  Now  mild  may  be  thy  Life, 
For  a  more  bluftrous  Birth  had  never  Babe: 
Quiet  and  gentle  thy  Conditions; 
F6r  thou  art  the  rudelieft  welcome  to  this  World, 
That  ever  was  Prince's  Child;  happy  that  follows, 
Thou  haft  as  chiding  a  Nativity, 
As  Fire,  Air,  Water,  Earth,  and  Heav'n  can  make, 
To  harold  thee  from  the  Womb : 
Ev'n  at  the  firft,  thy  lofs  is  more  than  can 
Thy  Portage  quit,  with  all  thou  canft  find  here: 
Now  the  good  Gods  throw  their  bed  Eyes  upon  it. 

Enter  two  Sailors, 
i  Sail.  What  courage,  Sir?  God  fave  you. 
Per.  Courage  enough,  I  do  not  fear  the  Flaw, 
It  hath  done  to  me  the  worft:  Yet  for  the  love 
Of  this  poor  Infant,  this  frefh  new  Sea-farer, 
I  would  it  would  be  quiet. 

i  Sail.  Slack  the  Boiins  there;   thou  wilt  nor,  wilt  thou 
blow  and  fplit  thy  felf  ? 

2  Sail.  But  Sea-room,   and  the  brine  and  cloudy  Billow 
kifs  the  Moon,  I  care  not. 

i  Sail.  Sir,  your  Queen  mu ft  over-board, 
The  Sea  works  high,  the  Wind  is  loud, 
And  will  not  lye  'till  the  Ship  be  cleared  of  the  dead. 
Per.  That's  your  Superftition. 

i  Sail.  Pardon  us,  Sir,  with  us  at  Sea  it  ftill  hath  been  obferv'd, 
And  we  are  ftrong  in  Eaftern,  therefore  briefly  yield  her. 

Per.  As  you  think  meet,  for  me  muft  o'er-board  ftraight, 
Mod  wretched  Queen. 
Lye*  Mere  ihe  lyes,  Sir. 

Per.  A  terrible  Child-bed  haft  thou  had,  my  Dear; 
No  Light,  no  Fire,  the  unfriendly  Elements 
Forgot  thee  utterly,  nor  have  I  time 
To  bring  thee  hallow'd  to  thy  Grave,  but  ftraight 
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Muft  caft  thee  fcarcely  Coffin'd,  in  oar, 
Where  for  a  Monument  upon  thy  Bones. 
The  Air  remaining  Lamps,  the  belching  Whale, 
And  humming  Water  muft  o'erwhelm  thy  Corps, 
Lying  with  fimple  Shells:  Oh,  Lychorida, 
Bid  Neftor  bring  me  Spices,  Ink  and  Paper, 
My  Casket  and  my  Jewels,  and  bid  Nicander 
Bring  me  the  Sattin  Coffin :  Lay  the  Babe 
Upon  the  Pillow;  hie  thee,  whiles  I  fay 
A  Prieftly  farewel  to  her:  Suddenly,  Woman. 

2  Sail.  Sir,  we  haveaCheft  beneath  theHatchesi 
Caulk'd  and  bitumed  ready. 

Per.  I  thank  thee:  Mariner,  fay,   what  Coafl:  is  this? 

2  Sail,    We  are  near  Tharfus. 

Per.  Thither,   gentle  Mariner, 
Alter  thy  courfe  for  Tyre:  When  canft  thou  reach  it? 

2  Sail.   By  break  of  day,   if  the  wind  ceafe. 

Per.    O  make  for   Tharfus, 
There  will  I  vifit  Cleon>  for  the  Babe 
Cannot  hold  out  to  Tyms;   there  I'll  leave  it 
At  careful  Nurfing:  Go  thy  ways,  good  Mariner, 
I'll  bring  the  Body  prefently.  [ExiUHt. 

Enter  Lord  Cerymon  with  a  Servant. 

Cer.  Philemon,  ho! 

Enter  Philemon. 

Phil.  Doth  my  Lord  call? 

Cer.  Get  Fire  and  Meat  for  thefe  poor  Men, 
It  hath  been  a  turbulent  and  ftormy  Night. 

Ser.  I  have  been  in  many;  but  fuch  a  Night  as  this, 
'Till  now,  I  ne'er  endur'd. 

Cer.  Your  Mafter  will  be  dead  e'er  you  return, 
There's  nothing  can  be  miniflred  to  Nature, 
That  can  recover  him:  Give  this  to  the  Pothecary, 
And  tell  me  how  it  works. 

Enter  two  Gentlemen, 

1  Gent.  Good  morrow. 

2  Gent.  Good  morrow  to  your  Lordfliip. 
Cer.  Gentlemen,  why  do  you  ftir  fo  early? 

1  Gent.  Sir,  our  Lodging  (landing  bleak  upon  the  Sca^ 
Shook  as  if  the  Earth  did  quake: 
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The  very  Principles  did  feem  to  rend  and  all  to  topple* 
Pure  furprife  and  fear  made  me  to  leave  the  Houfe. 

2  Gent.  That  is  the  Caufe  we  trouble  you  fo  early,' 
'Tis  not  our  Husbandry. 

Cer.  O  you  fay  well. 

1  Gent.  But  I  much  marvel  that  your  Lordftiip 
Having  rich  Attire  about  you,  (hould  at  thefe  early  Hours 
Shake  off  the  golden  Slumber  of  repofe ;  'tis  mod  ftrange. 
Nature  fhould  be  fo  converfant  with  pain, 

Being  thereto  not  compelled. 

Cer.  I  hold  it  ever  Virtue  and  Cunning". 
Were  Endowments  greater,  than  Noblenefs  and  Riches; 
Carelefs  Heirs  may  the  two  latter  darken  and  expend ; 
But  Immortality  attends  the  former, 
Making  a  Man  a  God  : 
'Tis  known,  I  ever  have  ftudied  Phyfick, 
Through  which  fecret  Art,  by  turning  o'er  Authority,' 
I  have  together  with  my  Practice,  made  familiar 
To  me  and  to  my  aid,  the  beft  Tnfufions  that  dwell 
In  Vegetives,  in  Metals,  Stones;  and  can  fpeak of  the 
Difturbances  that  Nature  works,  and  of  her  Cures; 
Which  doth  give  me  a  more  content 
In  courfe  of  true  Delight 
Than  to  be  thirfty  after  tottering  Honour, 
Or  tie  my  Pleafure  up  in  filken  Bags, 
tTo  pleafe  the  Fool  and  Death. 

2  Gent.  Your  Honour  hath  through  Ephejus9 
Pour'd  forth  your  Charity,  and  hundreds  call  themfelves 
Your  Creatures ;  who  by  you  have  been  reftor'd, 

And  not  your  Knowledge,  your  perfonal  Pain, 

But  even  your  Purfe  flill  open,  hath  built  Lord  Cerymon 

Such  ftrong  Renown,  as  never  fhall  decay: 

Enter  two  or  three  with  a  Chefii 

S/r.  So,  lift  there* 

Cer.  What's  that  ? 
.    Ser.  Sir,  even  now  did  the  Sea  tofs  up  upon  our  Shore 
This  Cheft;  'tis  of  fome  wrack. 

Cer.  Set  it  down,  let  us  look  upon  it. 

2  Ge>?t.  'Tis  like  a  Coffin,  Sir. 

Cer.  What  e'er  it  be,  'tis  wondrous  heavy  j 
W*ench  it  open  ftraights 

If 
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If  the  Seas  Stomach  be  o'er  charg'd  with  Gold, 
Tis  a  good  conftraint  of  Fortune  it  belches  upon  us. 

2  Gent.  'Tis  fo,  my  Lord. 

Cer.  How  clofe  'tis  caulk'd  and  bottornd,   did  the  Sea 
caftitup? 

Ser.  I  never  fawfo  huge  a  Billow,  Sir,  as  toft  it  upon  Shore. 

Cer.  Wrench  it  open;  it  fmells  moft  fweetly  in  mySence. 

2  Gent.  A  delicate  Odour. 

Cer.  As  ever  hit  my  Noftril;  foy  up  with  it. 
Oh  you  moft  potent  Godsf  what's  here,  a  Coarfe? 

1  Gent.  Moft  ftrange. 

Cer.  Shrowded  in  Cloth  of  State,  balm'd  and  entreafured 
With  full  Bags  of  Spices,  a  Paflport  to  Apollo, 
Perfect  me  in  the  Characters. 

Here  I  give  to  under ftand, 
If  e\r  this  Coffin  drive  a-land; 

1  King  Pericles  have  loft 

This  Oueen,  worth  all  our  mundane  cojt : 
Wno  finds  her,  give  her  Burying, 
She  was  the  Daughter  of  a  King. 
Be  fides  this  Treafure  for  a  Tee% 
The  Gods  requite  his  Charity. 

If  thou  liveft  Pericles?  thou  haft  a  Heart 

That  even  cracks  for  wo;  this  chane'd  to  Night. 

2  Gent.  Moft  likely,  Sir. 

Cer.  Nay,  certainly  to  Night. 
For  look  how  frefti  (he  looks! 
They  were  too  rough,  that  threw  her  in  the  Sea. 
Make  a  Fire  within,  fetch  hither  all  my  Boxes  in  my  Clofer, 
Death  may  ufurp  on  Nature  many  Hours, 
And  yet  the  Fire  of  Life  kindle  again  the  o'er-preft  Spirits* 
I  heard  of  an  Egyptian  that  had  nine  Hours  been  dead, 
Who  was  by  good  appliance  recovered. 

Enter  one  with  Napkins  and  Fire. 
Well  faid,  well  faid,  the  Fire  and  Gioaths, 
The  rough  and  woful  Mufick  that  we  have, 
Caufe  it  to  found  I  befeech  you  ? 
The  Vial  once  more;  how  thou  ft irr eft,  thou  Block? 
The  Mufick  there;  I  pray  you  give  her  Air; 
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Gentlemen,  this  Queen  will  live, 
Nature  awakes  a  warm  Breath  out  of  her; 
She  hath  not  been  entranced  above  five  Hours. 
See  how  fhe  gins  to  blow  into  Life's  Flower  again. 

i  Gent.  TheHeav'ns,  through  you,  encreafe  our  Wonder, 
And  fets  up  your  Fame  for  ever. 

Cer.  She  is  alive,  behold  her  Eye-lids, 
Cafes  to  thofe  heav'nly  Jewels  which  Pericles  hath  loft, 
Begin  to  part  their  Fringes  of  bright  Gold, 
The  Diamonds  of  a  moft  praifed  Water  doth  appear, 
To  make  the  World  twice  rich,  live,  and  make  us  weep 
To  hear  your  Fate,  fair  Creature,  rare  as  you  feem  to  be. 

[She  moves* 

Thai.  O  dear  Diana,  where  am  I?  where's  my  Lord? 
What  World  is  this? 

i  Gent.  Is  not  this  flrange? 

i  Gent.  Moft  rare. 

Cer*  HuQi,  my  gentle  Neighbours,  lend  me  your  Hands, 
To  the  next  Chamber  bear  her,  get  Linnen; 
Now  this  matter  muft  be  look'd  to,  for  the  Relapfe 
Is  mortal :  Come,  come,  and,  Efculapius,  guide  us. 

\E$eHnt+  carrying  her  awajm 
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Enter  Pericles  at  Tharfus,  with  CI  eon  and  Dionyfia. 

Per.li /TO ST  honour'd  CUon^  I  muft  needs  be  gone, 

XVJL  My  twelve  Months  are  expired,  and  Tyre  ftands 
In  a  peace;  you  and  your  Lady  take  from  my  Heart 
All  Thankfulnefs.     The  Gods  make  up  the  reft  upon  you. 

Cle.  Your  flukes  of  Fortune,  though  they  hate  you 
Mortally,  yet  glance  full  wondringly  on  us. 

Dion.  O  your  fweet  Queen ! 
That  the  ftri&  Fates  had  pleas'd  you'd  brought  her  hither, 
To  have  bleft  mine  Eyes  with  her. 

Per.  We  cannot  but  obey  the  Pow'rs  above  us; 
Could  I  rage  and  roar  as  doth  the  Sea  (he  lyes  in, 
Yet  *he  end  muft  be  as  'tis :  My  gentle  Babe,  Marina, 
Whom,  for  (he  was  born  at  Sea,  I  have  nam'd  fo, 

Here, 
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Here,  I  charge  your  Charity  withal;  leaving  her 
The  Infant  of  your  Care,  befeeching  you  to  give  her 
Princely  training,  that  fhe  may  be  manner'd  as  (he  is  born. 

Cle.  Fear  not,  my  Lady,  but  think  your  Grace, 
That  fed  my  Country  with  your  Corn ;  for  which, 
The  Peoples  Prayers  daily  fall  upon  you,  muftin  your  Child 
Be  thought  on,  if  negled  mould  therein  make  me  vile, 
The  common  Body  that's  by  you  rcliev'd, 
Would  force  me  to  my  Duty;   but  if  to  thar, 
My  Nature  need  a  Spur,  the  Gods  revenge  it 
Upon  me  and  mine,  to  the  end  of  Generation. 

Per.  I  believe  you,  your  Honour  and  your  Goodnefs, 
Teach  me  to't  without  your  Vows,  'till  (he  be  married, 
Madam,  by  bright  Diana,  whom  we  honour, 
All  unlifter'd  (hall  this  Heir  of  mine  remain, 
Though  I  (hew  will  in't:    So  I  take  my  leave: 
Good  Madam,  make  me  blefTcd,  in  your  care 
In  bringing  up  my  Child. 

Dion.  I've  one  my  felf,  who  (liall  not  be  more  dear 
To  my  refpeel  than  yours,  my  Lord. 

Per.  Madam,  my  Thanks  and  Prayers. 

Cle.  We'll  bring  your  Grace  to  the  Edge  of  the  Shore, 
then  give  you  up  to  the  masked  Neptune,  and  the  gentkft 
Winds  of  Heav'n. 

Per.  I  will  embrace  your  Offer.   Come,  d.areft  Madam  : 

O,  no  Tears,  Lychorida,  no  Tears;  look  to  your  little  Mi- 

ftrefs,  on  whofe  Grace  you  may  depend  hereafter :  Come, 

my  Lord.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Cerymon  and  Thaifa. 

Cer.  Madam,  this  Letter,  and  fome  certain  Jewels, 
Lay  with  you  in  your  Coffer, 
Which  are  at  your  Command :  Know  you  the  Character  \ 

Thai.  It  is  my  Lord's;  that  I  was  fhip'd  at  Sea, 
I  well  remember,  ev'n  on  my  eaning  time  ; 
Bat  whether  there  delivered,  by  the  holy  Gods, 
I  cannot  rightly  fay ;  but  fince  King  Pericles, 
My  wedded  Lord,  I  ne'er  fhall  fee  again, 
A  veftal  Livery  will  I  take  me  to, 
And  never  more  have  Joy. 

Cer.  Madam,  if  this  you  purpofe  as  ye  fpeak, 
Diana  %  Temple  is  not  diflant  far, 

Where 
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Where  you  may  abide  'till  your  date  expire; 
Moreover  if  you  pleafe,  a  Niece  of  mine, 
Shall  there  attend  you. 

Thai.  My  recompence  is  thanks,  that's  all, 
Yet  my  good  will  is  great,  though  the  Gift  final!;  [Exeunt* 

Enter  Gower. 
Gow.  Imagine  Pericles  arrivd  at  Tyre, 
Welcomed  and  fetled  to  his  own  defire ; 
His  wofnl  Queen  we  leave  at  Ephefus, 
Vnto  Diana,  there's  a  Vbtarefs. 
Now  to  Marina  bend  your  mind, 
Whom  our  fafi  growing  Scene  mufi  find 
jit  Tharfus,  and  by  Cleon  train* d 
In  Muficks  Letters,  who  hath  gaind 
Of  Education  ail  the  Grace, 
Which  makes  high  both  the  Art  and  Plate 
Of  general  Wonder :  But  alackj, 
That  Monfter  Envy,  oft  the  Wrack 

Of  earned  praife,  Marina*  s  Life  I 

Seeks  to  take  off  by  Treafons  Knife, 
And  in  this  kind,  our  Cleon  hath 
One  Daughter  and  a  full  grown  Wench, 
Even  rife  for  Marriage  fight :  This  Maid 
Hight  Philoten :  And  it  is  faid 
For  certain  in  our  Story,  fioe 
Would  ever  with  Marina  be, 
Be't  when  they  weav'd  the  fledded  Sil^ 
With  Fingers  long,  fmall,   white  as  Milk$ 
Or  when  floe  would  with  Jharp  Needle  wound 
The  Cambric^  which  Jhe  made  more  found 
By  hurting  it,  or  when  to  th*  Lute 
She  fung,  and  made  the  Night  Bed  mute, 
That  fl ill  records  within  one,  or  when 
She  would  with  rich  and  conftant  fen, 
Vail  to  her  Mifirefs  Dion  fiill,  \ 

This  Philoten  contends  in  skill 
With  abfolute  Marina:  So 
The  Dove  of  Paphos  might  with  the  Crow 
Vy  Feathers  white.     Marina  gets 
All  Praifes,  which  are  paid  as  Debts> 

And 
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And  not  as  given,  this  Jo  darks 

In  Philoten  all  graceful  Marks, 

That  Clcon'j  Wife  with  Envy  rare, 

Aprefent  Murderer  do's  prepare 

For  good  Marina,  that  her  Daughter 

Might  ft  and  ?  eerie fs  by  this  /laughter* 

The  fooner  her  vile  Thoughts  to  ftead, 

Lychorida  our  Nurfe  is  dead, 

And  cur  fed  Dionyfia  hath 

The  pregnant  Inftrument  of  wrath 

Preft  for  this  blow,  the  unborn  Event, 

I  do  commend  to  your  Content, 

Only  I  carried  winged  Time, 

Toft  on  the  lame  Feet  of  my  Rhine, 

Which  never  could  I  fo  convey, 

IJnlefs  your  Thoughts  went  on  my  way. 

Dionyfia  doth  appear, 

With  Leonine  a  Murderer.  [Exit. 

Enter  Dionyfia,  and  Leonine. 

Dion.  Thy  Oath  remember,  thou  haft  fworn  to  do  it, 
'Tis  but  a  blow,  which  never  (hall  be  known, 
Thou  canft  not  do  a  thing  in  the  World  fo  foon, 
To  yield  thee  fo  much  profit,  let  not  Confcience 
Which  is  but  cold,  inflaming  thy  love  Bofom, 
Ecflime  too  nicely;  nor  let  Pity,  which 
Even  Women  have  caft  off,  melt  thee, 
But  be  a  Soldier  to  thy  purpofe. 

Leon.  I  will  do't,  but  yet  (he  is  a  goodly  Creature. 

Dion.  The  fitter  then  the  Gods  ihould  have  her. 
Here  (he  comes  weeping  for  her  only  Miftrefs  Death: 
Thou  art  refolv'd  ? 

Leon.  I  am  fefolv'd. 

I  Enter  Marina  with  a  Basket  of  Flowers. 

Mar.  No :  I  will  rob  gay  Tellus  of  her  Weed, 
To  ftrew  thy  Grave  with  Flowers:  The  yellows,  blews, 
The  purple  Violets  and  Marigolds, 
Shall  as  a  Carpet  hang  upon  thy  Grave, 
While  Summer  Days  doth  laft.     Ay  me,  poor  Maid, 
Born  in  a  Tempeft,  when  my  Mother  dy'd : 
This  World  to  me  is  like  a  lafting  Storm, 
Harrying  me  from  my  Friends.  Dion* 
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Dion.  How  now,  Marina?   why  de'ye  weep  alone? 
How  chance  my  Daughter  is  not  with  you? 
Do  not  confume  your  Blood  with  forrowing, 
You  have  a  Nurfe  of  me.  Lord  !  how  your  favour's 
Chang'd,  with  this  unprofitable  woe : 
Come  give  me  your  Flowers,  e'er  the  Sea  mar  it, 
Walk  with  Leonine,    the  Air  is  quick  there, 
And  it  pierces  and  fharpens  the  Stomach : 
Come,  Leonine,  take  her  by  the  Arm,  walk  with  her. 

Mar.   No  I  pray  you, 
I'll  not  bereave  you  of  your  Servant. 

Dion.  Come,  come ; 
I  love  the  King  your  Father,  and  your  felf, 
With  more  than  foreign  Heart ;    we  every  day 
Exped  him  here,  when  he  (hall  come  and  find 
Our  Paragon,  to  all  Reports  thus  blafted, 
He  will  repent  the  breadth  of  his  great  Voyage* 
Blame  both  my  Lord  and  me,  that  we  have  taken 
No  care  to  your  bcft  Courfes.     Go  I  pray  you, 
Walk  and  be  Chearful  once  again;   referve 
That  excellent  Complexion,  which  did  fteal 
The  Eyes  of  Young  and  Old.    Care  not  forme, 
I  can  go  home  alone. 

Mar,  Well,  I  will  t>o, 
But  yet  I  have  no  defire  to  it. 

Dion.  Come,  come,  I  know  'tis  good  for  you ; 
Walk  half  an  Hour,  Leonine,  at  the  leaft. 
Remember  what  I  have  faid. 

Leon.  I  warrant  you,  Madam. 

Dion.  I'll  leave  you,  my  fweet  Lady,  for  a  while ; 
Pray  walk  foftly,  do  not  heat  your  Blood : 
What,  I  muft  have  a  care  of  you,  Exit. 

Mar.  My  thanks,  fweet  Madam.     Is  the  Wind  Wefterly 
that  blows? 

Leon.  South-Weft. 

Mar.  When  I  was  born,  the  Wind  was  North. 

Leon.  Was't  fo? 

Mar.  My  Father,  as  Nurfe  faith,  did  never  fear, 
But  cryed,  good  Seamen  to  the  Sailors,  galling 
His  kingly  Hands, 

Hailing  the  Ropes,  and  clafping  to  the  Maft, 
Endur'd  a  Sea  that  almofl  burft  the  Deck.  Leon. 
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Leon,  When  was  this? 

Mar.  When  I  was  born, 
Never  was  Waves  nor  Wind  more  violent, 
And  from  the  Ladder-Tackle,  wafhes  off 
A  Canvas  Ciimer:  Ha,  faith  one,  wilt  out? 
And  with  a  dropping  Induflry  they  skip 
From  Stern  to  Stern: 

The  Boat-fwain  whittles,  and  the  Mafter  calls 
And  trebbles  their  Confufion. 

Leon.  Come,  fay  your  Prayers. 

Mar.  What  mean  you  ? 

Leon.  If  you  require  a  little  fpace  for  Prayer, 
I  grant  it ;   pray,  but  be  not  tedious, 
For  the  Gods  are  quick  of  Ear, 
And  I  am  fworn  to  do  my  Work  with  hafte. 

Mar.  Why  will  you  kill  me? 

Leon.  To  iatisfie  my  Lady. 

Alar.  Why  would fhehavemekilPd now?  as  I  can 
Remember  by  my  Troth,    I  never  did  hurt  her 
In  all  my  Lift,   I  never  fpake  bad  word, 
Nor  did  fll  turn  to  any  living  Creature; 
Believe  me  now,  I  never  kill'd  a  Moufe, 
Nor  hurt  a  Fly.     I  trode  upon  a  Worm  once 
Ai'ainft  my  will,  but  I  wept  for  it.     Mow  have  I  offended, 
Wherein  my  Death  might  yield  her  any  profit, 
Or  my  Life  imply  her  any  danger? 

Leon.  My  Commiflion 
Is  not  to  reafon  of  the  Deed,'  but  do  it. 

Mar.  You  will  not  do't  for  all  the  World,  I  hope : 
You  are  well-favour'd,  and  your  Looks  fore- (hew 
You  have  a  very  gentle  Heart.  I  faw  you  lately, 
When  you  caught  Hurt  in  parting  two  that  fought: 
Goodfooth,  it  mewed  well  in  you,  do  fonow, 
Your  Lady  feeks  my  Life,  come  you  between, 
And  fave  poor  Me  the  weaker. 

Leon.  I  am  fworn,  and  will  difpatch. 

Enter  Pirates. 

1  Pirat.  Hold,  Villain. 

2  Pirat.  A  prize  !  a  prize  !  > 

3  Pirat.  Half  part,  Mates,  half  part.    Come,  let's  have 
her  aboard  fuddenly.  [Exemu 

Enter 
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Enter  Leonine. 

Leon.  Thefe  roguing  Thieves  ferve  the  great  Pirate  VaUes* 
And  they  have  feized  Marinay  let  her.  go, 
There's  no  hope  (he  will  return:  I'll  fwear  (he's  dead, 
And  thrown  into  the  Sea ;  but  I'll  fee  further, 
Perhaps  they  will  but  pleafe  themfelves  upon  her, 
Not  carry  her  aboard,  if  (he  remain, 
Whom  they  have  ravifh'd,  mult  by  me  be  flain.        [Exit* 
Enter  Pander,  Boult  and  Bawd. 

Pand.  Boult. 

Boult.  Sir. 

Pand.  Search  the  Market  narrowly,  Metalline  is  full  of 
Gallants,  we  loft  too  much  Mony  this  Mart,  by  being  to» 
Wenchlefs. 

Bawd.  We  were  never  fo  much  out  of  Creatures,  we 
have  but  poor  three,  and  they  can  do  no  more  than  they 
can  do,  and  they  with  continual  Action,  are  even  as  good 
as  rotten. 

Pand.  Therefore  let's  have  frefti  ones  what  e'er  we  pay 
for  them,  if  there  be  not  aConfcience  to  be  us'd  in  every 
Trade,  we  fhall  never  profper. 

Bawd.  Thou  fay 'ft  true,  'tis  not  our  bringing  tip  of  poor 
Baftards,  as  I  think,  I  brought  fome  eleven. 

Boult.  I  too  eleven,  and  brought  them  down  again, 
But  fhall  I  fearch  the  Market? 

Bawd.  What  elfe,  Man?  The  Stuff  we  have,  a  ftrong 
Wind  will  blow  it  to  pieces,  they  are  fo  pitifully  fodden. 

Pand.  Thou  fay'ft  true,  there's  two  unwholefome  in  Con- 
fcience,  the  poor  Tranjilvanian  is  dead  that  lay  with  the  lit- 
tle Baggage. 

Boult.  Ay,  ftie  quickly  poup'd  him,  flie  made  him  Roaft- 
Meat  for  Worms,  but  I'll  go  fearch  the  Market.         [Exit. 

Pand.  Three  or  four  thoufand  Chickens  were  as  pretty  a 
Proportion  to  live  quietly,  and  fo  give  over. 

Bawd.  Why,  to  give  over,  I  pray  you  ?  Is  it  a  fliame 
to  get  when  we  are  old? 

Pand.  Oh  our  Credit  comes  not  in  like  the  Commodity^ 
nor  the  Commodity  wages  not  with  the  Danger:  There- 
fore, if  in  our  Youths  we  could  pick  up  fome  pretty  Eftate, 
'twere  not  amifs  to  keep  our  Door  hatch'd  ;  befides  the  for9 
terms  we  ftand  upon  with  the  Gods,  will  be  ftrong  with  us 
for  giving  o'er.  Bawd* 
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Bawd.  Come,  other  forts  offend  as  well  as  we. 

Pand.  As  well  as  we,  ay,  and  better  too,  we  offend  worfe3 
neither  is  our  Profeflion  any  Trade,  it's  no  Calling:  But 
here  comes  Boult. 

Enter  Boult  with  Pirates,  and  Marina. 

Boult.  Come  your  ways,  my  Mafters,  you  fay  (he's  a 
Virgin  ? 

Pirat.  O  Sir,  we  doubt  it  not. 

Boult.  Mafter,  I  have  gone  through  for  this  Piece  you 
fee,  if  you  like  her,  fo;  if  not,  I  have  loft  my  Earneft. 

Bawd.  Boult,  has  (he  any  Qualities? 

Boult.  She  has  a  good  Face,  fpeaks  well,  and  hath  excel- 
lent good  Cloaths:  There's  no  farther  neceffity  of  Qualities 
can  make  her  be  refufed. 

Bawd.  What's  her  Price,  Boult* 

Boult.  I  cannot  be  bated  one  doit  of  a  thoufand  Pieces. 

Pand.  Well,  follow  me,  my  Mafters,  you  mail  have  your 
Mony  prefently:  Wife,  take  her  in,  inftruft  her  what  ihe 
has  to  do,   that  ftie  may  not  be  raw  in  her  Entertainment. 

Bawd.  Boult)  take  you  the  Marks  of  her,  the  Colour 
of  her  Hair,  Complexion,  Height  Age,  with  warrant 
of  her  Virginity,  and  Cry :  He  that  will  give  moft  mail 
have  her  firft.  Such  a  Maiden-head  were  no  cheap  thing; 
if  Men  were  as  they  have  been :  Get  this  done  as  I  com- 
mand you. 

Boult.  Performance  (hall  follow.  [Exit. 

Mar.  Alack,  that  Leonine  was  fo  flack,  fo  flow: 
He  fhould  have  ftruck,  notfpoke; 
Or  that  thefe  Pirates,   not  enough  barbarous, 
Had  not  o'er-board  thrown  me,  for  to  feek  my  Mother. 

Bawd.  Why  weep  you,  pretty  one? 

Mar.  That  I  am  pretty. 

Bawd.  Come,  the  Gods  have  done  their  part  in  you. 

Mar.  I  accufe  them  not. 

Bawd.  You  are  light  into  my  Hands,  where  you  are  like 
to  live. 

Mar.  The  more's  my  Fault  to  'fcape  his  Hands, 
Where  I  was  like  to  dye. 
Bawd.  Ay,  and  you  fhall  live  in  Pleafure. 
Mar.  No. 


Bawd, 


1 8  8  8  Pericles,   Prince  of  Tyre. 

Bawd.  Yes  indeed  (hall  you,  and  tafte  Gentlemen  of  all 
Falhions.  You  (hall  fare  well;  you  (hall  have  the  difference 
of  all  Complexions:  What,  de'ye  flop  your  Ears? 

Mar.  Are  you  a  Woman  ? 

Bawd.  What  would  you  have  me  to  be,  if  I  be  not  a 
Woman? 

Mar.  An  honed  Woman,  or  not  a  Woman. 

Bawd,  Marry  whip  thee,  Gofling:  I  think  I  fhall  have 
fomething  to  do  with  you.  Come,  y'are  a  young  foolifh 
Sapling,  and  muft  be  bowed  as  I  would  have  ye. 

Mar.  The  Gods  defend  me. 

Bawd.  If  it  pleafe  the  Gods  to  defend  you  by  Men,  then 
Men  muft  comfort  you,  Men  muft  feed  you,  Men  muft 
ftiryouup:    Boult's  return'd. 

Enter  Boult, 
Now,  Sir,  haft  thou  cry'd  her  through  the  Market? 

Boult.  I  have  cry'd  her  almoft  to  the  number  of  her  Hairr, 
I  have  drawn  her  Picture  with  my  Voice. 

Bawd.  And  prithee  tell  me,  how  doft  thou  find  the  In- 
clination of  the  People,  efpecially  of  the  younger  fort  ? 

Boult.  Faith  they  liftned  to  me,  as  they  would  have 
hearkened  to  their  Father's  Teftament.  There  was  a  Spani- 
ard's Mouth  fo  watered,  that  he  went  to  Bed  to  her  very 
Description. 

Bawd.  We  fhall  have  him  here  to  Morrow  with  hisbeft 
Ruff  on. 

Boult.  To  Night,  to  Night.  But,  Miftrefs,  doyouknow 
the  French  Knight  that  cowres  i'th'Hams? 

Bawd.  Who,  Monficur  Verollus? 

Boult.  Ay,  he  offered  to  cut  a  Caper  at  the  Proclamation, 
but  he  made  a  Groan  at  it,  and  fwore  he  would  fee  her  to 
Morrow. 

Bawd.  Well,  well,  as  for  him,  he  brought  his  Difeafe 
hither,  here  he  doth  but  repair  it,  I  know  he  will  come 
in  our  Shadow,  to  fcatter  his  Crowns  in  the  Sun. 

Boult.  Well,  if  we  had  of  every  Nation  a  Traveller,  we 
fhould  lodge  them  with  this  Sign. 

Bawd.  Pray  you,  come  hither  a  while,  you  have  For- 
tunes coming  upon  you,  mark  me,  you  muft  feem  to  do 
that  fearfully,  which  you  commit  willingly  ;  defpife  Profit, 
where  you  have  moft  Gain;  to  weep  that  you  live  as  you 
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do,  makes  pity  in  your  Lovers  feldom,  but  that  pity  begets 
you  a  good  Opinion,  and  that  Opinion  a  meer  profit. 
Mar.    I  undeifhnd  you  not. 

Boult.  O  take  her  home,  Miftrefs,  take  her  home,  thefe 
Blufhes  of  hers  muft  be  quencht  wirhfomeprefent  Practice. 

Bawd.  Thou  faycft  true  i'fairh,  fo  they  muft,  for  your 
Bride  goes  to  that  with  fhame,  which  is  her  way  to  go  with 
warrant. 

Boult.  Faith  fome  do,  and  fome  do  not;  but  Miftrefs,  if 
I  have  bargain'd  for  the  Joynr. 

Bawd.  Thou  may'ft  cut  a  Morfel  off  the  Spit. 
Boult.    I  may  Co. 
Bawd.  Who  mould  deny  it? 
Come  young  one,  I  like  the  manner  of  your  Garments  well. 
Boult.  Ay,  by  my  Faith,  they  fhall  not  be  changed  yet. 
Bawd.  Boult,  fpend  thou  that  in  the  Town,    report  what 
a  Sojourner  we  have,  you'll  lofe  nothing  by  Cuftom.  When 
Nature  framed  this  Piece,    (he  meant  thee  a  good  Turn, 
therefore  fay  what  a  Paragon  (he  is,  and  thou  haft  the  Har- 
veft  out  of  thine  own  Report. 

Boult.  I  warrant  you  Miftrefs,  Thunder  (hall  not  fo  awake 
the  Beds  of  Eels,    as  my  giving  out  of  her  Beauty  ftirs  up 
the  Lewdly  enclined,  1*11  bring  home  fome  to  Night. 
Bawd.  Come  your  ways,  follow  me. 
Afar.  If  Fires  be  hot,   Knives  (harp,  or  Waters  deep, 
Unty'd  I  ftill  my  Virgin-knot  will  keep. 
Diana,  aid  my  purpofe. 

Bawd.  What  have  we  to  do  with  Diana  *    pray  you  go 
with  us.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Cleon  and  Dionyfia. 
Dion.  Why  are  you  fooliih,   can  it  be  undone? 
Cle.  O  Dionyfia,  fuch  a  piece  of  Slaughter, 
The  Sun  and  Moon  ne'er  look'd  upon. 
Dion.  I  think  you'll  turn  a  Child  again. 
Cle.  Were  I  chief  Lord  of  all  this  fpacious  World, 
I'd  give  it  to  undo  the  deed.    O  Lady,   much  lefs  in  Blood 
than  Virtue,  yet  a  Princefs  to  equal  any  fingle  Crown  of  the 
Earth,  in  the  juftice of  compare:  O  Villain,  Leonine,  whom 
thou  haft  Poifoned  too,  if  thou  had'ft  drunk  to  him,  it  had 
been  a  kindnefs  becoming  well  thy  Face;  what  cao'ft  thou 
fay,  when  Noble  Pericles  (hall  demand  hi*  Child? 
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Dion.  That  (he  is  dead.  Nurfes  are  not  the  Fates  to 
fofter  it,  nor  ever  to  prefer ve;  fhe  dy'd  at  Night,  I'll  fay 
fo,  who  can  crofs  it,  unlefs  you  play  the  Innocent?  and  for 
an  honeft  Attribute,  cry  out,  (he  dy*d  by  foul  Play. 

€le.  O  go  to,  well,  well,  of  all  the  Faults  beneath  the 
Heav'ns,  the  Gods  do  like  this  worft. 

Dion*  Be  one  of  thofe  that  thinks  the  pretty  \^(rens  of 
Thar/us  will  fly  hence,  and  open  this  to  Pericles;  r3ofhame 
to  think  of  what  a  noble  Strain  you  are,  and  of  how  coward 
a  Spirit. 

Cle.  To  fuch  proceeding,  who  ever  but  his  Approbati- 
on added,  though  not  his  whole  Confent,  he  did  not  flow 
from  honourable  Coui  fes. 

Dion.  Be  it  fo  hen,  yet  none  doth  know  but  you  how 
Hie  came  dead,  nor  none  can  know,  Leonine  being  gone.  She 
did  difdain  my  Child,  and  flood  between  her  and  her  For- 
tunes: None  would  look  on  her,  but  caft  their  Gazes  on 
Marinas  Face,  whiift  ours  was  blurred  at,  and  held  a 
Mawkin,  not  worth  the  time  of  day.  It  pierc'd  me  thorow, 
and  though  you  call  my  Courfe  unnatural,  you  not  your 
Child  well  loving,  yet  I  find  it  greets  me  as  an  enterprize  of 
Kindnefs  perform'd  to  your  fole  Daughter. 
Cle.  Heav'ns  forgive  it. 

Dion.  And  as  for  Pericles,  what  fhould  he  fay? 
We  wept  after  her  Hearfe,  and  yet  we  mourn : 
Her  Monument  almofl:  finiihed,  and  her  Epitaph 
In  glittering  golden  Chara&ers,    exprefs 
A  general  Praife  to  her,  and  Care  in  us, 
At  whofe  Expence  'tis  done. 

Cle.  Thou  art  like  the  Harpie, 
Which  to  betray,  doft  with  thy  Angel's  Face, 
Seize  with  thine  Eagle's  Talons. 

Dion.  You  are  like  one,  that  fuperftitioufly 
Doth  fwear  to  th'  Gods,  that  Winter  kills  the  Flies, 
But  yet  I  know,    you'll  do  as  I  advife.  [Excmu 
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A  C  T    IV.     SCENE!. 

Enter  Cower, 

THV  S  Time  we  wajte,  and  longefi  Leagues  make  Jhort, 
Sail  Seas  in  Cockles,  have  and  wifh  but  for't% 
Adakjng  to  take  our  Imagination, 
From  bourn  to  bourn,   Region  to  Region. 
By  you  being  Pard'ned,  we  commit  no  Crime 
To  ufe  one  Language,  in  e.ich  feveral  Clime, 
Where  our  Scenes  feem  to  live*     I  do  befeech  you 
To  learn  of  me,  who  /lands  in  gaps  to  teach  you 
The  Stages  of  our  Story,   Pericies 
Is  now  again  thwarting  the  wayward  Seas ; 
( Attended  on  by  many  a  Lord  and  Knight) 
To  Jee  his  Daughter,  all  his  Life's  Delight, 
Old  Hellicanus  goes  along  behind, 
Is  left  to  govern  it :  Tou  bear  in  JMind 
Old  Efcanes,  whom  Hellicanus  Ute 
Advancd  in  time  to  great  and  high  Eftate, 
Well  failing  Ships,    and  bounteous  Winds  have  brought 
This  King  to  Tharfus,  think^this  Pilate  thought, 
So  with  his  Steerage,  flail  your  Thoughts  gronc 
To  fetch  his  Daughter  home,  who  firfl  is  gone; 
Like  Motes  and  Shadows  fee  them  move  a  while% 
Tour  Ears  unto  jour  Eyes  Ell  reconcile. 

Enter  Pericles  at  one  Door  with  all  his  Train,  Qeon  and 
Dionyfia  at  the  other:  Cleon  (hews  Pericles  the  Tomb, 
whereat  Pericles  makts  Lamentation,  puts  on  Sackcloth, 
and  in  a  mighty  Paffion  departs. 

<jower.  See  how  Belief  may  fuffer  by  fouTfhow% 
This  borrowed  Paffion  flands  for  true  old  Woe: 
And  Pericles  in  forrow  all  devour  d, 
With  Sighs  foot  through,  and  biggefl  Tears  o'er- fhowr'd9 
Leaves  Tharfus,  and  again  imbarks,  hefwears 
Never  to  wafh  his  Face,  nor  cut  his  Hairs% 
He  put  on  Sackcloth^  and  to  Sea  he  bears^ 
A  Tempefl  which  his  mortal  Fejjel  tears. 
And  yet  he  rides  it  out.     Now  take  we  our  way 
To  the  Epitaph  for  Marina,  writ  by  Dionyfia. 
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The  faireft,  fweeteft,  and  beft  lies  here, 

Who  wither'd  in  her  Spring  of  Year : 

She  was  of  Tyrus  the  King's  Daughter, 

On  whom  foul  Death  hath  made  this  Slaughter: 

Marina  was  fhe  cali'd,  and  at  her  birth, 

That  is,  being  proud,  fwallow'd  fome  part  of  th'earth:  ' 

Therefore  the  Earth  fearing  to  be  o'eiflow'd, 

Hath  Thetis  Birth-child  on  the  Heav'ns  beflow'd. 

Wherefore  fhe  does  and  fwears  fhe'll  never  (lint, 

Make  raging  Battry  upon  Shores  of  Flint, 

A^  Viz>or  does  become  blacky  Vtllany^ 
So  well  as  [oft  and  tender  Flattery* 
Let  Pericles  believe  his  Daughter's  deady 
And  bear  his  Cour/es  to  be  ordered 
Bj  Lady  Fortune,   while  our  fiear  mufl  Play 
His  Daughter  woe  and  heavy  well- a -day. 
In  her  unholy  Service:  Patience  then, 

And  thinly  you  now  are  all  in  Metal ine.  [Exit. 

Enter  two  Gentlemen. 
i  Gent.  Did  you  ever  hear  the  like? 
2,  Gent.   No,   nor  never  (hall  do  in  luch  a  place  as  this, 
fhe  being  once  gone. 

i  Gent.   But  to  have  Divinity  preacht  there,    did  you 
ever  dream  of  ftich  a  thing  ? 

2   Gent.  No,  no,  come,  I  am  for  no  more  Bawdy-houfes, 
(hall  we  go  hear  the  Veftals  fing? 

i  Gent.  I'll  do  any  thing  now  that  is  Virtuous,    but  I 
am  out  of  the  road  of  Rutting  for  ever.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  the  three  Bawds. 
Pand.  Well,    I  had  rather  than  twice  the  worth  of  her 
fhe  had  ne'er  come  here. 

Bawd.  Fie,  fie  upon  her,  flie  is  able  too  freeze  the  God 
Priapus,  and  undo  a  whole  Generation,  we  mufl:  either  get  her 
Ravifht,  or  be  rid  of  her;  when  fhe  mould  do  for  Clyents 
her  fitment,  and  domethekindnefsof  our  Profeflion,  fhe  has 
me  her  Quirks,  her  Reafons,  her  Mafter-reafons,  her  Prayers, 
her  Knees,  that  fhe  would  make  a  Puritan  of  the  Devil,  if 
he  mould  cheapen  a  Kifs  of  her. 

Boult.  Faith  Imuftravifti  her,  orfhe'lldisfurnifhusof  all 
our  Cavaliers,  and  make  all  our  Swearers  Priefts. 

Pand. 
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Pand.  Now  the  Pox  upon  her  Green-ficknefs  for  me. 

Bawd,  Faith  there's  no  way  to  be  rid  of  ir,  but  by  the  way. 
to  the  Pox.  Here  comes  the  Lord  Lyfimachus  difguis'd. 

Bottlt.  We  mould  have  both  Lord  and  Lown,  if  the  pee- 
vifh  Baggage  would  but  give  way  to  Cuftomers. 

Enter  Lyfimachus. 

Lyf.  How  now,  how  a  dozen  of  Virginities? 

Bawd.  Now  the  Gods  blefs  your  Honour. 

Bottlt.  I  am  glad  to  fee  your  Honour  in  good  Health. 

Lyf  You  may  fo,  'tis  the  better  for  you,  that  your  Re- 
forters  ftand  upon  found  Legs,  how  now?  wholfome  Im- 
punity have  you,  that  a  Man  may  deal  withal,  and  defie  the 
Surgeon  ? 

Bawd.  We  have  one  here,  Sir,    if  (lie  would 
But  there  never  came  her  like  in  Metaline. 

Lyf.  If  fhe'ddothe  Deeds  of  Darknefs,  thou  would'ft  fay* 

Bawd.  Your  Honour  knows  what  'tis  to  fay  well  enough* 

Lyf.  Well,  call  forth,  call  forth. 

Bottlt.  For  Flefli  and  Blood,  Sir,  white  and  red,  you 
fliall  fee  a  Rofe,  and  (he  were  a  Rofe  indeed,  if  fhe  had 
but- 

Lyf  What  prethee  ? 

Bottlt.  O  Sir,  I  can  be  Modeft. 

Lyf  That  dignifies  the  Renown  of  a  Bawd,  no  lefs  than 
it  gives  a  good  Report  to  a  number  to  be  Chaft. 

Enter  Marina. 

Bawd.  Here  comes  that  which  grows  to  the  ftalk, 
Never  pluckt  yet  I  can  aiTure  you. 
Is  /he  not  a  fair  Creature? 

Lyf  Faith  fhe  would  ferve  after  a  long  Voyage  at  SeaJ 
Well,  there's  for  you,  leave  us. 

Bawd.  I  befeech  your  Honour  give  me  leave  a  word, 
And  I'll  have  done  prefentJy. 
Lyf  I  befeech  you  do. 

Bawd.   Firft,    I  would  have  you  note,   this  is  an  honou- 
rable Man. 

Mar.  I  defire  to  find  him  fo,  that  Im^y  worthily  note  him. 

Bawd.    Next,  he's  the  Governor  of  this  Country,-  and  a 
Man  whom  I  am  bound  to. 

Mar.  If  he  govern  the  Country,  you  are  bound  to  him 
indeed,  but  how  honourable  he  is  in  that,  I  know  not. 

Q  l  Bawd. 
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Bawd.  Pray  you  without  any  more  virginal  fencing,  will 
you  ufe  him  kindly?    He  will  line  your  Apron  with  Gold. 

Mar.  What  he  will  do  gracioufly,  I  will  thankfully  re- 
ceive. 

Lyf  Have  you  done? 

Bawd.  My  Lord,  fhe's  notpae'dyet,  you  muft  take  fome 
Pains  to  work  her  to  your  manage;  come,  we  will  leave  his 
Honour  and  her  together.  [Exit  Bawd. 

Lyf  Now,  pretty  one,  how  long  have  you  been  at  this 

Mar.  What  Trade,  Sir? 

Lyf  Why,  I  cannot  name't  but  I  mall  offend. 

Mar.  I  cannot  be  offended  with  my  Trade. 
Pleafe  you  to  name  it. 

Lyf  How  long  have  you  been  of  this  Profeffion? 

Mar.  E'er  fince  I  can  remember. 

Lyf  Did  you  go  to't  fq  young,  were  you  a  Gamefter  at 
five,  or  at  feven  ? 

Mar.  Earlier  too,  Sir,  if  now  I  be  one. 

Lyf  Why  the  Houfe  you  dwell  in,  proclaims  you  to  be 
a  Creature  of  Sale. 

Mar.  Do  you  know  this  Houfe  to  be  a  Place  of  fuch  re» 
fort,  and  will  come  into  it?  I  hear  fay  you  are  of  honoura- 
ble Parts,  and  the  Governor  of  this  place. 

Lyf  Why?  hath  your  Principal  made  known  unto  youf 
who  I  am? 

Mar.  Who  is  my  Principal  ? 

Lyf  Why  your  Herb-woman,  me  that  fets  Seeds  and 
Roots  of  Shame  and  Iniquity.  O  you  have  heard  fornething 
of  my  Power,  and  fo  ftand  aloof  for  more  ferious  Wooing; 
but  I  proteft  to  thee,  pretty  one,  my  Authority  mail  not 
fee  thee,  or  elfe  look  friendly  upon  thee;  come  bring  me  to 
ftme  private  Place,  come,  come. 

Mar.  If  you  were  born  to  Honour,  fhew  it  now; 
If  put  upon  you,  make  the  Judgment  good, 
That  thought  you  worthy  of  it. 

Lyf  How's  this?    how's  this?   fome  more,  be  fage?— — - 

Mar.  For  me  that  am  a  Maid,   though  moft  ungentle 
Fortune  have  plac'd  me  in  this  Stie, 
Where  fince  I  came,  Difeafes  have  been  fold 
Dearer  than  Phyfick:   O  that  the  Gods 

Would 
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Would  fet  me  free  from  this  unhallow'd  Place, 
Though  they  did  change  me  to  the  meaneft  Bird 
That  flies  i'th'  purer  Air. 

Lyf.  I  did  not  think 
Tho.i   could'ft  have  fpoke  fo  well,    I  ne'er  dream'd  thou 
could'ft; 

Had  I  brought  hither  a  corrupted  Mind, 
Thy  Speech  had  alter'd  it;  hold,  here's  Gold  for  thee, 
Pcrfevere  in  that  clear  way  thou  goefr, 
And  the  Gods  ftrengrhen  thee. 

Mar.  The  good  Gods  preferve  you. 

Lyf  For  my  parr,  I  came  with  no  ill  intent,  for  to  me 
The  very  Doors  and  Windows  favour  vilely. 
Fare  thee  well, 

Thou  art  a  piece  of  Virtue,  and  I  doubt  not 
But  thy  training  hath  been  Noble; 
Hold,    here's  more  Gold  for  thee; 
A  Curfe  upon  him,  die  he  like  a  Thief 
That  robs  thee  of  thy  Goodnefs;  if  thou  doft  hear  from  me, 
It  fli all  be  for  thy  good. 

Boult.  I  befeech  your  Honour,  one  Piece  for  me. 

Lyf.  Avant  thou  damn'd  Dv.or-keeper, 
your  Ho'.fe,  but  for  this  Virgin  that  doth  prop  ir, 
-  Would  fink  and  overwhelm  you.     Away.  \_Exit. 

Boult.  How's  this  ?  We  muft  take  another  courfe  with 
you?  If  your  peevifh  Chaftity,  which  is  not  worth  a  Break' 
fait  in  the  cheapeft  Country  under  the  coap,  fhall  undo  a 
whole  Houfhold,  let  me  be  gelded  like  a  Spaniel;  come 
your  way*. 

Mar.  Whither  would  you  have  mef 

Boult.  I  mull:  have  your  Maidenhead  taken  off,  or  the 
common  Hangman  fhall  execute  it;  come  your  way,  we'll 
have  no  moreGemltmen  driv'n  away ;  come  your  ways,  I  fay. 

Enter  Bawd. 

Bawd.  How  now,    what's  the  matter? 

Boult.  Worfe  and  worfe,  Miftrefs,  fhe  hath  here  fpoken 
holv  words  to  the  Lord  Lyjimachus. 

Bawd.  O  abominable. 

Boult*  She  makes  our  Profeflion  as  it  were  to  ftink  before 
the  Face  of  the  Gods. 

^Bawd^  Marry  hang  her  up  for  ever. 
0,4  BqhIu 
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Boult.  The  Nobleman  would  have  dealt  with  her  like  a 
Nobleman,  and  fhe  fent  him  away  as  cold  as  a  Snow-ball; 
faying  his  Prayers  too. 

Bawd.  Bonlty  take  her  away,  ufe  her  at  thy  Pleafure,  crack 
the  Glafs  of  her  Virginity,  and  make  the  reft  malleable. 

Boult.  And  if  fhe  were  a  thornier  Piece  of  Ground  than 
fhe  is,  flie  fhall  be  Ploughed. 

Mar.  Hark,  hark,   you  Gods. 

Bawd.  She  conjures,  away  with  her,  would  fhe  had  never 
come  within  my  Doors,  marry  hang  ycu,  fhe'sborn  to  undo 
us,  will  you  not  go  the  way  of  Women-kind?  Marry  come 
up  my  Difhof  Chaftity,  with  Rofemary  and  Bays.       \_Exii. 

Boult.  Come,  Miftrefs,  come  your  ways  wirh  me. 

Mar.  Whither  would  you  have  me? 

Boult.  To  take  from  you  the  Jewel  you  hold  fo  dear. 

Mar.  Prithee  tell  me  one  thing  fir  ft. 

Bonk.  Come  now,   your  one  thing? 

Mar.  What  can'ft  thou  wifh  thine  Enemy  to  be? 

Boult.  Why  I  could  wifli  him  to  be  my  Mafter,  or  rather 
my  Miftrefs. 

Mar.  Neither  of  thefe  are  yet  fo  bad  as  thou  art, 
Since  thev  do  better  thee  in  their  Command; 
Thou  hold'ft  a  place,  for  which  the  pained'ft  Fiend 
In  Hell  would  not  in  Reputation  change  : 
Thou  art  the  damn'd  Door-keeper  to  every  Culherel  that  comes 
Enquiring  for  his  Tib;TothecholerickFifting  of  every  Rogue 
Thy  Ear  is  liable,  thy  Food  is  fuch 
As  hath  been  belch'don  by  infe&ious  Lung*. 

Boult.  What  would  you  have  me  do  ?  go  to  the  Wars, 
would  you,  where  a  Man  may  ferve  feven  Years  for  the  lofs 
of  a  Leg,  and  have  not  Mony  enough  in  the  end  to  buy 
him  a  wooden  one  .? 

Mar.  Do  any  thing  but  th>s  thou  deft, 
Empty  old  Receptacles  or  Common-fhores  of  Filth; 
Serve  by  Indenture  to  the  common  Hangman, 
Any  of  thefe  ways  are  yet  better  trun  this: 
For  what  thou  profeffeft,  a  Baboon,  could  he  fpeak, 
Would  own  a  Name  too  dear  : 

Oh,  that  the  Gods  would  fafely  deliver  me  from  this  Place; 
Here,  here's  Gold  for  thee,  if  that  thy  Mafter  would  gain  by  me, 
Proclaim  that  I  can  Sing,  Weave,  Sow,  and  Dance, 

With 
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With  other  Virtues,  which  1*11  keep  from  boaft, 
And  I  will  undertake  all  thefe  to  teach. 
I  doubt  not  but  this  populous  City  will  yield  many   Scho- 
lars. 

Boult.  But  can  you  teach  all  this  you  fpeak  of? 

Mar.  Prove  that  I  cannot,  take  me  home  again, 
And  proftitute  me  to  the  bafeft  Groom 
That  doth  frequent  your  Houfe. 

Boult.  Well,    I  will  fee  what  I  can  do  for  thee:  If  I  can 
place  thee,  I  will. 

Aiar.  But  amongft  honed  Women. 

Boult.  Faith  my  Acquaintance  lies  little  among  them ; 
but  Gncc  my  Matter  and  Miflrefs  have  bought  you,  there's 
no  going  but  by  their  confent  :  Therefore  I  will  make  them 
acquainted  with  your  Purpofe,  and  I  doubt  not  but  I  fh all 
find  them  tractable  enough.  Come,  I'll  do  for  thee  what 
I  can,  come  your  ways.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Gower. 

Marina  thus  the  Brothel  /capes,  and  chances 

Into  an  honefi  Houfe,  our  Story  Jays  : 

She  Jin gs  like  one  immortal,  and  /be  dances 

As  Godde[s-like  to  her  admired  Laies : 

Deep  Clerks  flie  dumbs,  and  with  her  Needle  compofes 

Natures  own  Shape,  of  Bud,  Bird,  Branch  or  Berry, 

That  even  her  Art  fillers  the  natural  Rofes, 

Her  Incle,  Sil^  Twine,  with  the  rubied  Cherry, 

That  Pupils  Licks  [lie  none  of  noble  Race, 

Who  pour  their  Bounty  on  her,  and  her  Gain 

She  gives  the  cur  fed  Bawd.     Leave  we  her  place, 

And  to  her  Father  turn  our  Thoughts  again, 

Where  we  left  him  at  Sea,  tumbled  and  toft, 

And  driven  before  the  Wind,  he  is  arrivd 

Here  where  his  Daughter  dwells,  and  on  this  Coaft, 

Suppofe  him  now  at  Anchor:  The  City  fir iv'd 

God  Neptune'j  annual  Feafi  to  keep,  from  whence 

Lyfimachus  our  Tyrian  Ship  efpies, 

His  Banners  fable,   trimyd  with  rich  Expence, 

And  to  him  in  his  Barge  with  fervour  hjes, 

Jn  your  fuppofing,  once  more  put  your  fight 

Our  heavj  Pericles,  think^this  his Bark^ 

IVhere 


*8p8  Pericles,  Prince  of  Tyre. 

Where  what  is  done  in  AElion,  more  of  might 

Shall  he  difcoverd,  pleafe  yon  fit  and  hark*  [Exit. 

Enter  Hellicanus,  to  him  two  Sailors, 
i  Sail   Where  is  the  Lord  Hellicanus?  he  canrefolve  you. 
O  here  he  is.   Sir,  there  is  a  Barge  put  off  from  Metaline% 
and  in  it  is  Lyfimachus  the  Governor,  who  craves  to  come 
aboard;  what  is  your  Will? 

Hell,  That  he  have  his call  up  fome  Gentlemen, 

2  Sail.  Ho,  Gentlemen,  my  Lord  calls. 

Enter  two  or  three  Gentlemen. 

Hell.  Gentlemen,  there  is  fome  of  worth  would  come  a- 
jboard,  I  pray  ye  greet  them  fairly. 

Enter  Lyfimachus. 
i  Sail.  Sir,  this  is  the  Man  that  can,  in  ought  you  would, 
refolve  you. 

Lyf.  Hail,  reverend  Sir,  the  Gods  preferve  you. 

Hell.  And  you  to  out-live  the  Age  I  am,  and  die  as  I 
would  do. 

Lyf.  You  wifh  me  well; 
Being  on  Shore,  honouring  of  Neptune's  Triumphs,  * 
Seeing  this  goodly  VeflTel  ride  before  u?, 
I  made  to  it,  to  know  of  whence  you  are. 

Hell.  Firft,  what  is  your  Place? 

Lyf.  I  am  the  Governor  of  this  Place  you  lye  before. 

Hell.  Sir,  our  VefTel's  of  Tyre>  in  it  the  King, 
A  Man,  who  for  this  three  Months  hath  not  fpoken 
To  any  one,  nor  taken  Suftenance, 
But  to  prolong  his  Grief. 

Lyf  Upon  what  ground  is  his  Diftemperance  ? 

Hell.  It  would  be  too  tedious  to  repeat,  but  the  main 
Grief  fprings  from  the  lofs  of  a  beloved  Daughter,  and  a 
Wife. 

Lyf.  May  we  not  fee  him? 

Hell.  You  may,  but  bootlefs  is  your  fight,  he  will  not 
fpeakto  any. 

Lyf  Let  me  obtain  my  Wifh. 

Hell.  Behold  him;  this  was  a  goodly  Perfon,  'till  the 
Diftafter  that  one  mortal  wight  drove  him  to  this. 

Lyf.  Sir  King,  all  hail,  the  Gods  preferve  you,  hail,  Roy- 
al Sir. 

Hill. 


Pericles,  Prince  of  Tyre.  2.8575) 

Hell.  It  is  in  vain,  he  will  not  fpeak  to  you. 

Lord.  Sir,  we  have  a  Maid  in  Mctaline^  I  durft  wager 
would  win  fome  words  from  him. 

Lyf.  'Tis  well  bethought,  fhe  queftionlefs  with  her 
fweet  Harmony,  and  other  chofen  Attractions,  would  allure 
and  make  a  Bittery  through  his  defended  Parts,  which  now 
are  mid-way  ftopr,  fhe  is  all  happy,  as  the  faireft  of  all,and 
her  fellow  Maids,  now  upon  the  levy  fhelter  that  abuts  a- 
gainft  the  Ifland  fide. 

Hell.  Sure  all  effe&lefs,  yet  nothing  well  omit  that  bears 
recoveries  Name.  But  fince  your  Kindnefs  we  have  ftrecht 
thus  far,  let  us  befeech  you,  that  for  our  Gold  we  may 
have  Provision,  wherein  we  are  not  deftitute  for  want,  but 
weary  for  the  ftalenefs. 

Lyf  O,  Sir,  a  Courtefie,  which  if  we  mould  deny,  the 
moft  juft  God  for  every  Graff  would  fend  a  Caterpillar,  and 
fo  inflict  our  Province ;  yet  once  more  let  me  entreat  to  know 
at  large  the  Caufe  of  your  King's  Sorrow. 

HelL  Sir,  Sir,  I  will  recount  it  to  you ;  but  fee,  I  am 
prevented. 

Enter  Marina. 

Lyf  O  here's  the  Lady  that  I  fent  for. 
Welcome,  Fair  One:  Is't  not  a  goodly  Prefent? 

HelL  She's  a  gallant  Lady. 

Lyf.  She's  fuch  a  one,  that  were  I  well  afTur'd, 
Came  of  a  gentle  Kind,  and  noble  Stock, 
I'd  wifti  no  better  Choice,  and  think  me  rarely  wed. 
Fair,  and  all  Goodnefs  that  confifts  in  Beauty, 
Expect  even  here,  where  is  a  kingly  Patient, 
If  that  thy  profperous  and  artificial  Fate 
Can  draw  him  but  to  anfwer  thee  in  ought, 
Thy  facred  Phyfick  mail  receive  fuch  Pay, 
As  thy  Defires  can  wifli. 

A4*r.  Sir,  I  will  ufe  my  uttermoft  Skill  in  his  Recovery, 
provided  that  none  but  I  and  my  Companion  Maid  be  fuf- 
fered  to  come  near  him. 

Lyf.  Come,  let  us  leave  her,  and  the  Gods  make  her 
profperous.  [The  Song. 

Lyf  Mark'd  he  your  Mufick? 

Mar.  No,  nor  look'd  on  us. 

Lyf 
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Ljf.  See,  fhe  will  fpeak  to  him. 

Mar.  Hail,  Sir,  my  Lord,  lend  Ear. 

Per.  Hum,  ha. 

Alar.  I  am  a  Maid,  my  Lord,  that  ne'er  before  invited 
Eyes,  but  have  been  gazed  on  like  a  Comet :  She  fpeaks, 
my  Lord,  that,  may  be,  hath  endured  a  Grief  might  equal 
yours,  if  both  were  juftly  weighed ;  though  wayward  For- 
tune did  maligne  my  State,  my  Derivation  was  from  An- 
ceftors  who  flood  equivalent  with  mighty  Kings,  but  time 
hath  rooted  out  my  Parentage,  and  to  the  World  and  auk* 
ward  Cafualties  bound  me  in  fervitude;  I  will  deflft,  but 
there  is  fomething  glows  upon  my  Cheek,  and  whifpers  in 
mine  Ear,  Go  not  'ttll  he  fpeak. 

Per.  My  Fortunes,  Parentage,  good  Parentage  to  equal 
mine:   was  it  not  thus?  what  fay  you? 

Mar.  I  faid,  my  Lord,  if  you  did  know  my  Parentage, 
you  would  not  do  me  Violence. 

Per.  I  do  think  fo,  pray  you  turn  your  Eyes  upon  me, 
y'are  like  fome-thing  that,  what  Country-women  hear  of 
thefe  Ihews? 

Mar.  No,  nor  of  any  ihews,  yet  I  was  mortally  brought 
forth,  and  am  no  other  than  I  appear. 

Per.  I  am  great  with  wo,  and  mall  deliver  weeping: 
My  deareft  Wife  was  like  this  Maid,  and  fuch  a  one  my 
Daughter  might  have  been:  My  Queen's  fquare  Brows, 
her  Stature  to  an  Inch,  as  wand-like  ftraight,  as  Silver  voie'd, 
her  Eyes  as  Jewel-like,  and  call:  as  richly,  in  pace  another 
Juno.  Who  ftarves  the  Ears  ihe  feeds,  and  makes  them 
hungry,  the  more  lhe  gives  them  Speech;  where  do  you 
live? 

Mar.  Where  I  am  but  a  Stranger,  from  the  Deck  you 
may  difcern  the  Place. 

Per.  Where  were  you  bred?  And  how  atchiev'd  you 
thefe  Endowments  which  you  make  more  rich  to  owe? 

Mar.  If  I  fhould  tell  my  Hiftory,  it  would  feem  like 
Lies  difdain'd  in  the  reporting. 

Per.  Prithee  fpeak,  falfenefs  cannot  come  from  thee,  for 
thou  lookeft  modeft  as  Juftice,  and  thou  feem'ft  a  PalUs 
fortthe  crowned  Truth  to  dwell  in,  I  will  believe  thee,  and 

make 
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make  my  Senfes  credit  thy  Relation,  to  points  that  feem 
impoflible,  for  thou  look'ft  like  one  I  lov'd  indeed;  what 
were  thy  Friends?  Didft  thou  not  ftay  when  I  did  pufh 
thee  back:  Which  was  when  I  perceiv'd  thee  that  thoucam'ft 
from  good  Defcent. 

Mar.  So  indeed  I  did. 

Per.  Report  thy  Parentage,  I  think  thou  faidft  thou 
hadft  been  toft  from  Wrong  to  Injury,  and  that  thou 
thought'ft  thy  Griefs  might  equal  mine,  if  both  were  o- 
pened. 

Mar.  Some  fuch  thing  I  faid,  and  faid  no  more  but  what 
my  Thoughts  did  warrant  me  was  likely. 

Per.  Tell  thy  Story,  if  thine  confidered  prove  the  thou- 
fand  Part  of  my  Endurance,  thou  art  a  Man,  and  I  have 
fuffered  like  a  Girl ;  yet  thou  doft  look  like  Patience,  gaz- 
ing on  Kings  Graves,  and  fmiling  Extremity  out  of  act. 
What  were  thy  Friends?  how  loft  thou  thy  Name,  my 
mod  kind  Virgin?  recount  I  do  befeech  thee,  Come  fit 
by  me. 

Mar.  My  Name  is  Marina. 

Per.  Oh  I  am  mock'd,  and  thou  by  fome  incenfed  God 
fent  hither  to  make  the  World  to  laugh  at  me. 
Mar.  Patience,  good  Sir,  or  here  I'll  ceafe. 
Per.  Nay,  I'll  be  patient,   thou  little  know'ft  how  thou 
doeft  ftartle  me  to  call  thy  felf Marina. 

Mar.  The  Name  was  given  me  by  one  that  had  fome 
Power,  my  Father  and  a  King. 

Per.  How,  a  King's  Daughter,  and  caird  Marina  ? 
Mar,  You  faid  you  would  believe  me,   but  not  to  be  a 
trouble  of  your  Peace,  I  will  end  here. 
Ptr.  But  are  you  Flefh  and  Blood  ? 
Have  you  a  working  Pulfe,  and  are  no  Fairy  ? 
Motion?  well,  fpeak  on,  where  were  you  born? 
And  wherefore  calPd  Marina\ 

Mar.  CalPd  Marina^  for  I  was  born  at  Sea. 

Per.  At  Sea  ?  who  was  thy  Mother  ? 

Mar.  My  Mother  was  the  Daughter  of  a  King,   who 

kdied  the  Minute  I  was  born,  as  my  good  Nurfe  LjchoricU 
hath  oft  delivered  weeping. 
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Per.  O  flop  there  a  little,  this  is  the  rareft  Dream 
That  e'er  dull  Sleep  did  mock  fad  Fools  withal: 
This  cannot  be  my  Daughter;   buried!   well,  where  were 
you  bred?  I'll  hear  you  more  to  the  bottom  of  your  Story* 
and  never  interrupt  you. 

Mar.  You  fcorn,  believe  me  'twere  beft  I  did  give  o'er. 
Per.  I  will  believe  you  by  the  Syllable  of  what  you  fhall 
deliver,  yet  give  me  leave,  how  came  you  in  thefe  Parts? 
where  were  you  bred  ? 

Mar.  The  King,  my  Father,  did  in  Thar/us  leave  me. 
'Till  cruel  Cleon  with  his  wicked  Wife, 
Did  kck  to  murther  me  :  And  having  woed  a  Villain 
To  attempt  it,  who  having  drawn  to  do't, 
A  crew  of  Pyrats  came  and  refcued  me, 
Brought  me  to  Metaline. 

But,  good  Sir,  whither  will  you  have  me?  why  do  you 
weep?  It  may  be  you  think  me  an  Impoftor,  no,  good  faith. 
I  am  the  Daughter  to  King  Pericles,  if  good  King  Pericles 
be. 

Per.  Ho,  Hellicanus  f 
Hell.  Calls  my  Lord  ? 

Per.  Thou  art  a  grave  and  noble  Counfellor, 
Moft  wife   in  general,  tell  me,  if  thou  canvft,  what  this 

Maid  is, 
Or  what  is  like  to  be,  that  thus  hath  made  me  weep? 

Hell.  I  know  not,  but  here's  the  Regent,  Sir,  of  Met** 
line,  fpeaks  nobly  of  her. 

Lyf.  She  never  would  tell  her  Parentage. 
Being  demanded  that,  fhe  would  fit  ftill  and  weep* 

Per.  Oh  Hellicanns,  ftnke  me,    honoured  Sir,  give  me  a 
gafh,  put  me  to  prefent  Pain,   left  this  great  Sea  of  Joys 
ru  fhing  upon  me,  o'er-bear  the  Shores  of  my  Mortality,  and 
drown  me  with  their  Sweetnefs :  Oh  come  hither. 
Thou  that  beget'ft  him  that  did  thee  beget, 
Thou  that  waft  born  at  Sea,  buried  at  Tharfus, 
And  found  at  Sea  again :  O  Hellicanus* 
Down  on  thy  Knees,  thank  the  holy  Gods,  as  loud 
As  Thunder  threatens  us;  this  is  Marina. 
What  was  thy  Mother's  Name?  tell  me  but  that, 
For  Truth  can  never  be  confirmed  enough, 
Though  Doubts  did  ever  fleep. 

Mar 
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Mar.  Firft,  Sir,  I  pray  what  is  your  Title? 

Per.  I  am  Pericles  of  Tyre,  but  tell  me  now  my 
Drown'd  Queen's  Name,  as  in  the  reft  you  faid, 
Thou  haft  been  god-like  perfect,  the  Heir  of  Kingdoms, 
And  another  like  to  Pericles  thy  Father. 

Mar.  Is  it  not  more  to  be  your  Daughter,  than  to  fay, 
my  Mother's  Name  is  Thai/a*.  Thaifa  was  my  Mother,  who 
did  end  the  minute  I  began. 

Per.  Now  blclTing  on  thee,  rife,  thou  art  my  Child. 
Give  me  frefti  Garments,  mine  own  Hellicanns^  (he  is 
not  dead  at  Tkarjus^  as  fhe  fhould  have  been  by  favage  Cleon9 
(he  ftiall  tell  thee  all,  when  thou  fhalt  kneel,  and  juftifie  in 
Knowledge,  fhe  is  thy  very  Princefs;  who  is  this/ 

Hell.  Sir,  'tis  the  Governor  of  Metaline,  who  hearing  of 
your  Melancholy,  did  come  to  fee  you. 

Per.  I  embrace  you;  give  me  my  Robes; 
I  am  wild  in  my  beholding.     Oh  Heav'n  blefs  my  Girl. 
But  hark,  what  Mufick's  this,  Hellicannsf  my  Marina, 
Tell  him  o'er  point  by  point,  for  yet  he  feems  to  doar, 
How  fure  you  are  my  Daughter;  but  where's  this  Mufick? 

Hell.  My  Lord,  I  hear  none. 

Per.  None?  TheMufickof  the  Sphears,  lift,  my  Marina* 

Lyf.  It  is  not  good  to  crofs  him,  give  him  way. 

Per.  Rareft  founds,  do  ye  not  hear  ? 

Lyf.  Mufick,  my  Lord,  I  hear. 

Per.  Moft  Heav'nly  Mufick, 
It  nips  me  unto  liftning,  and  thick  Slumber 
Hangs  upon  mine  Eyes,  let  me  reft. 

Lyf.  A  Pillow  for  his  Head,  fo  leave  him  all. 
Well  my  Companion  Friends,  if  this  but  anfwer  to  my  juft 
belief,  I'll  well  remember  you. 
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ACT    V.     SCENE  I. 

Diana  appearing  to  Pericles  ajleep. 

Dia.^KXY  Temple  ftands  in  Ephefus,  hie  thee  thither, 

iVJL  And  do  upon  mine  Altar  Sacrifice. 
There,  when  my  Maiden  Priefts  are  met  together, 
Before  ail  the  People  reveal 
How  thou  at  Sea  didft  lofe  thy  Wife, 
To  mourn  thy  CrofTcs  with  thy  Daughters  call, 
And  give  them  Repetition  to  the  like: 
Or  perform  my  bidding,  or  thou  lived  in  woe  : 
Do't,  and  happy  by  my  Silver  Bow ; 
Awake,  and  tell  thy  Dream. 

Per.  Celeftial  Dian,  Goddefs  Argentine, 
I  will  obey  thee.    Hellicanus. 

Enter  Lyfimachus. 

Per*  My  purpofe  was  for  Tharfus,  there  to  ftrike 
The  inhofpitable  Cleon,  but  I  am  for  other  Service  firft, 
Toward  Ephefus  turn  our  blown  Sails, 
Eftfoons  Til  tell  why.  Shall  we  refrefh  us,  Sir,  upon  your 
Shore,  and  give  you  Gold  for  fuch  Provifion  as  our  Intents 
will  need. 

Lyf.  Sir,  with  all  my  Heart,  and  when  you  come  afhore, 
I  have  another  Height. 

Per.  You  mail  prevail,  were  it  to  woe  my  Daughter, 
for  it  feems  you  have  been  noble  towards  her. 

Lyf.  Sir,  lend  me  your  Arm. 

Per.  Come,  my  Marina.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Gower. 

Now  our  Sands  are  almofl  run, 

More  a  little,  and  then  done. 

This  my  lafl  boon  give  me, 

Tor  fuch  kindnefs  mttft  relieve  me : 

That  j oh  aptly  will  fuppofe, 

What  pageantry,  what  feats,  what  flows. 

What  Minftreljie,  what  pretty  din, 

The  Regent  made  in  Metalin, 
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To  greet  the  King;  fo  he  thriv'dy 

That  he  is  promts' d  to  be  wivd 

To  fair  Marina,  but  in  no  wijey 

*Ttll  he  had  done  his  Sacrifice, 

jis  Dian  bad,  whereto  being  bound \ 

The  interim  prayy  you  all  confound. 

In  f ether  d  brief nefs  Sails  are  filt'dy 

uind  wijhes  fall  out  as  the)  re  willed. 

jit  Ephefus  the  Temple  Jee, 

Our  King,  and  all  his  Company. 

That  he  can  hither  come  fo  foony 

Is  by  your  Fancy's  thankful  doom.  [Exit* 

Enter  Pericles,  Lyfimachus,  Hellicanus,  Marina,  Thaifc, 
Cerymon,  and  others. 

Per.  Hail  Diany  to  perform  thy  jufl:  command, 
I  here  confefs  my  felf  the  King  of  Tyre. 
Who  frighted  from  my  Country,  did  wed 
At  Pentapoltsy  the  fair  Thaifay 
At  Sea  in  Child-bed  died  me,  but  brought  forth 
A  Maid  Child  called  Marina;  who,  O  Goddefs, 
Wears  yet  thy  Silver  Livery.     She  at  Tharfus 
Was  Nurft  with  Cleon,  who  at  fourteen  Years 
He  fought  to  Murder,  but  her  better  Stars 
Brought  her  to  Metaliney  'gainft  whofe  Shore  riding, 
Her  Fortunes  brought  the  Maid  aboard  to  us, 
Where  by  her  own  moil  clear  remembrance,  fhe 
Made  known  her  felf  my  Diughtcr. 

Thai.  Voice  and  Favour !   You  are,   you  are,    O  Royal 
Pericles.  •  \_$he  faints  away. 

Per.  What  means  the  Woman  ?  ihe  dies  I  help,  Gentle- 
men. 

Cer.  Sir,  if  you  have  told  Diana's  Altar  true, 
This  is  your  Wife. 

Per.  Reverend  Appearer,  no,  I  threw  her  ovcr-bo^rd  with 
thefe  very  Arms. 

Cer.  Upon  this  Coaft,  I  warrant  you. 

Per.  'Tis  meft  certain. 

I      Cer.  Look  to  the  Lady;  O  (he's  but  overjoy'd. 
Early  in  blift'ring  morn,  this  Lady  was  thrown  upon  this 
Voi.  VL  R  Sbore. 
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Shore.  I  opened  the  Coffin,  found  thefe  rich  Jewel?,  re- 
cover'd  her,  and  placed  her  here  in  Dianas  Temple. 

Per.  May  we  fee  thern  5  0j 

C*r.  Great  Sir,  they  fhall  he  brought  you  to  my  Houfe, 
whither  I  invite  you;  look,  Thaija  is  recu  ercd. 

Thai.  O  let  me  look  if  he  be  none  of  mine, 
My  Sandity  will  to  my  Senfe  bend  no  licentious  Ear, 
But  curb  it  fpight  of  fce.ne :  ^qJ         ^      ^ 

0  my  Lord,  are  you  not  Pericles  f  yfn  0)nU 
Like  him  you  fpeak,  like  him  you  arc  s  0^  z^ 
Did  you  not  name  a  Tempefr,  a  Birth,  and  Death? 

Per.  The  Voice  of  dead  Thai/a. 

Thai.  That  Thaifa  am  I,  fuppofed  dead  and  drowr/dl 

Per.  Immortal  Dia.nl 

Thai.  Now  I  know  you  better, 
When  we  with  Tears  parted  Pentapolisj 
The  King,  my  Father,  gave  you  iuch  a  Ring, 

Per*  This,  this,  no  more,  you  Gods 
Your  prefentKindncfs  makes  my  part  Miferies  Sport, 
Youfhalldo  well,  that  on  the  touching  of  her  Lips 

1  may  melt,  and  no  more  be  feen ; 

0  come,  be  buried  a  fecond  time  within  thefe  Arms. 

Mar.  My  Heart  leaps  to  be  gone  into  my  Mother's  Bo*- 
fom. 

Per.  Look  who  kneels  here,  Flefh  of  thy  Fiefh,  Thaifa 
Thy  Burden  at  the  Sea,  and  call'd  Marina, 
For  (he  was  yielded  there. 

Thai.  Bleft,  and  mine  own. 

Hell.  Hail,  Madam,  and  my  Q;ieen. 

Thai.  I  know  you  not. 

Per.  You  have  heard  me  fay  when  I  did  fly  from  Tyre, 

1  left  behind  an  ancient  Subititute; 

Can  you  remember  what  I  call'd  the  Man? 
I  have  nam'd  him  ofr. 

Thai.  'Twas  Hellicaniis  then. 

Per.  Still  Confirmation, 
Embrace  him  dear  Thaifa,  this  is  he, 
Now  do  I  long  to  hear  how  you  were  found? 
How  poflibly  preferved?  And  who  to  thank, 
Befides  the  Gods,  for  this  great  Miracle  ? 
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Thai.  LordCerymoH,  my  Lord,  this  Man,  through  whom 
The  Gods  have  (hewn  their  Power,  that  can  from  firft 
To  Iaft  refolve  you. 

Per.   Reverend  Sir, 
The  Gods  can  have  no  mortal  Officer 
More  like  a  God  than  you, 
Will  you  deliver  how  this  dead  Queen  re-lives? 

Cer.  I  will,  my  Lord,  befeech  you  firft  go  with  m? 
Unto  my  Houfc,  where  (hall  be  fhewn  you  all 
Was  found  with  her; 
How  (he  came  plac'd  here  in  the  Temple, 
No  needful  thing  omitted. 

Per.  Pure  Dian  J  blefs  thee  for  thy  Vifion, 
T  will  offer  Night  Oblations  to  thee. 
Thaifay  this  Prince,  the  fair  bctroth'd  of  your  Daughter, 
Shall  marry  at  Pentapolis, 

And  now  this  Ornament  that  makes  me  look  difmal, 
Will  I  clip  to  form, 

And  what  this  fourteen  Years  no  Razor  touched, 
To  grace  thy  Mirriage  Day,  I'll  beautifie. 

Thai.  Lord  Cerymon  hath  Letters  of  good  Credit, 
Sir,  my  Father's  dead. 

Per.  Heav'ns  make  a  Star  of  him;  yet  here,  my  Queers 
We'll  celebrate  their  Nuptials,  and  our  felvcs 
Will  in  that  Kingdom  fpend  our  following  Days; 
Our  Son  and  Daughter  /hall  inTyrus  reign. 

Lord  Cerymon,  we  do  our  longing  ftay, 

To  hear  the  reft  untold,  €\r,  lead's  the  way.  [Ex.  omnei. 

Enter  Gower. 

In  Antiocht'S  and  his  Daughter,  yon  have  heard 

Of  monftrous  Lttfl,  the  due  and  jtifi  Reward: 

In  Pericles,  his  Otteen  and  Daughter  feen, 

Although  ajfaiLd  with  Fortunes  fierce  and  keen% 
I^trtue  prefer r  d  from  fell  Deflruliions  blaft, 
Led  on  by  Heaven,  and  crown  d  with  Joy  at  laft. 

In  Hellicanus  may  jou  well  defery, 

A  Figure  of  Truths  of  Faith,  of  Loyalty  : 

In  reverend  Cerymon  there  well  appears. 

The  worth  that  learned  Charity  aye  wears. 

R  z  lor 
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For  "wicked  Cleon  and  his  Wife,  when  Fame 
Had  ffread  their  cur  fed  Deed,  and  honour  d  Name 
Of  Pericles,  to  rage  the  City  turn. 
That  him  and  his,  they  in  his  Palace  burn. 
The  Gods  for  Murder  jeemed  fo  content ■> 
To  punijh,  although  not  done,  but  meant* 
So  on  your  Patiences  ever  more  attending. 
New  Joy  wait  on  you,  here  our  Play  hath  ending* 
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ACT    I.     SCENE   I. 

Enter  Flowerdalc  the  Merchant,  and  his  Brother. 

FATHER. 
R  other,  from  fcnkc,  being  thus  difguis'd, 
I  come,  to  p;ovc  the  humours  of  my  Son: 
How  hath  \\:  !><<rn  himfelt  fince  my  departure, 
I  leaving  ycu  his  Patron  and  his  Guide? 
Vnc.  r fa uli,    Brother,  fo,  as    you  will 
grieve  to  hear, 
And  1  aimoft  afharn  d  to  np  -it  it. 

Fatb.  Why  how  is'r,  Brother?  What*  doth  he  fpend 
Btyond  the  allowance  I  left  him? 

Vnc.  How!  beyond  rhat ?  and  far  more ;  why,  your 
Exhibition  is  nothinp,  he  hath  (pent  that,  and  fince  hath 
borrow'd,  protefted  with  Oaths,'  alledged  Kindred  to  wring 
Mony  f/om  me,  by  the  love  I  bore  his  Father,  by  the  For- 
tunes might  fall  upon  himfeK,  to  furnifti  his  Wants:  That 
done,  I  have  had  lince  his  Bond,  his  Friend  and  Friends 
Bond;  although  I  know  that  he  fpends  is  yours,  yet  it 
grieves  me  to  fee  the  unbridled  Wildnefsthat  reigns  over  him, 
Fath.  Brother,  what  is  the  manner  of  his  Life?  how  is 
the  name  of  his  Offences?  if  they  do  not  relifh  altogether 
of  Damnation,  his  Youth  may  privilege  his  Wantonnefs : 
I  my  felf  ran  an  unbridled  Courfe  'till  thirty,  nay,  almoft 
'till  forty;  well,  you  fee  how  I  am:   For  Vice  once  looked 
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into  with  the  Eyes  of  Difcretion,  and  well  ballanced  with 
the  weights  ofReafon,  the  Courfe  paft,  feems  fo  abomina- 
ble, that  the  Landlord  of  himfelf,  which  is  the  Heart  of  his 
Body,  will  rather  intomb  himfelf  in  the  Earth,  or  feek  a 
new  Tenant  to  remain  in  him,  which  once  fetled,  how  much 
better  are  they  that  in  their  Youth  have  known  all  thefe 
Vicec,  and  left  em,  than  thofe  that  knew  little,  and  in  their 
Age  run  into  'em?  Believe  me,  Brother,  they  that  die  moil 
Virtuous,  have  in  their  Youth  liv'd  moft  Vicious;  and 
none  knows  the  Danger  of  the  Fire  more  than  he  that  falls 
into  it:  But  fay,  how  is  the  Courfe  of  his  Life?  let's  hear 
his  Particulars. 

Vnc.  Why  PJ1  tell  you,  Brother,  he  is  a  continual  Swear- 
er, and  a  breaker  of  his  Oaths,  which  is  bad. 

Fath.  I  grant  indeed  to  fwear  is  bad,  but  not  in  keeping 
thofe  Oaths  is  better ;  for  who  will  fet  by  a  bad  thing  ? 
Nay  by  my  Faith,  I  hold  this  rather  a  Virtue  than  a  Vice. 
Wel?,  I  pray  proceed. 

Vnc.  He  is  a  mighty  Brawler,  and  comes  commonly  by 
the  worfr. 

Fath.  By  my  Faith  this  is  none  of  the  worfl:  neither*  for  fta 
if  he  brawl  and  be  beaten  for  it,    it  will  in  time  make  him 
fhun  it:  For  what  brings  a  Man  or  Child,  more  to  Virtue 
than  Coiredion?  What  reigns  over  him  clfe? 

Zinc.  He  is  a  great  Drinker,  and  one  that  will  forget  himfelf* 

Fath.  O  beft  of  all,  Vice  mould  be  forgotten,  let  him 
diink  on,  fo  he  drink  not  Churches  Nay,  and  this  be  the 
worft,  I  hold  it  rather  Happinefs  in  him,  than  any  Iniquity* 
Hath  he  any  more  Attendants? 

Vnc.  Brother,  he  is  one  that  will  borrow  of  any  Man. 

Fath.  Why  yon  fee  fo  doth  the  Sea,  it  borrows  of  all  the 
fmall  Currents  in  the  World  to  encreafe  himfelf. 

Vnc.  Ay,  but  the  Sea  pays  it  again,  and  (o  will  never 
your  Son. 

Fath.  No  more  would  the  Sea  neither*  if  it  were  as  dry 
as  my  Son. 

Vac  Then,  Brother,  I  fee  you  rather  like  thefe  Vices  in 
your  Son,  than  any  way  condemn  them. 

Fath.  Nay  miftake  me  not,  Brother,  for  though  I  flur 
them  over  now,  as  things  flight  and  nothing,  his  Crimes  be- 
rg in  the  Bud,  it  would  gall  my  Heart,  they  fhould  ever 
i tjgn  \^  him.  Flow* 
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Flow.  Ho?  who's  within  ho? 

[Flowerdale  knocks  within. 

Vnc.  That's  your  Son,  he  is  come  to  borrow  more  Mony. 

Fath.  For  God's  fake  give  it  out  I  am  dead, 
See  how  he'll  take  it. 

Say  I  have  brought  you  News  from  his  Father. 
I  have  here  drawn  a  formal  Will,   as  it  were  from  my  felf, 
Which  I'll  deliver  him, 

Vnc.  Go  to,  Brother,  no  more:  I  will. 

Flow.  Uncle,  where  are  you,  Uncle?  [Within. 

Vnc.  Let  my  Coufin  in  there. 

Fath.  I  am  a  Sailor  come  from  Venice,  and  my  Name  is 
Chriftophcr. 

Enter  Flowerdale. 

Flow.  By  the  Lord,  in  truth,  Uncle. 

Vnc.  In  truth  would  a  ferv'd,  Coufin,  without  the 
Lord. 

Flow.  By  your  leave,  Uncle,  the  Lord  is  the  Lord  of 
Truth.  A  couple  of  Rafcals  at  the  Gate,  fet  upon  me  for 
my  Purfe. 

Vnc.  You  never  come,  but  you  bring  a  brawl  in  your 
Mouth. 

Flow.  By  my  Truth,  Uncle,  you  muft  needs  lend  me 
ten  Pound. 

Vnc.  Give  my  Coufin  fome  fmall  Beer  here. 

Flow.  Nay  look  you,  you  turn  it  to  a  Jeft  now,  by  this 
Light,  I  mould  ride  to  Croydon  Fair,  to  meet  Sir  Lancelot 
Sparcock*  I  mould  have  his  Daughter  Lace,  and  for  fcurvy 
ten  Pound,  a  Man  mall  lofe  nine  hundred  threefcore  and 
odd  Pounds,  and  a  daily  Friend  befide,  by  this  Hand,  Un- 
cle, 'tis  true. 

Vnc.  Why,  any  thing  is  true  for  ought  I  know. 

Flow.  To  fee  now;  why  you  fhall  have  my  Bond,  Un- 
cle, Tom  Whiu'SiJtmcs  Brocks,  or  Nick^Hall's;  as  good  Ra- 
pier and  Dagger  Men,  as  any  be  in  England;  let's  be  damn'd 
if  we  do  not  pay  you,  the  worft  of  us  all  will  not  damn 
our  felves  for  ten  Pound.     A  pox  of  ten  Pound. 

Vnc.  Coufin,  this  is  not  the  firft  time  J  have  believ'd 
ou. 

Flow. 
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Flow.  Why  trufl  me  now,  you  know  not  what  may  fall; 
if  one  thing  were  but  true,  I  would  not  greatly  care,  I 
(hould  not  need  ten  Pound,  but  when  a  Man  cannot  be  be- 
liev'd,  there's  it*  cbaKl  i2  Ifel  t^A 

Vnc.  Why  what  is  it,  Coufink  fnrh- 

Flow.  Marry  this,  Uncle,  can  you  tell  me  if  the  Katern 
Hue  be  come  home  or  no?  wn  io  owJ 

Vnc.  Ay  marry  is't.  qorl  I  iu& 

Flow.  By  Gad  I  thank  you  for  that  News. 
What  is't  in  the  Pool  can  you  tell? 

Vncl.  It  is;  what  of  that?  I  bns  t  ni 

Flow.  What?  why  then  I  have  fix  Pieces  of  Velvet  fent 
me,  I'll  Qive  you  a  Piece,  Uncle:  For  thus  faid  the  Let- 
ter a  Piece  of  Afh-colour,  a  three-pil'd  black,  a  colotir'd 
deroy,  a  Crimfon,  a  fad  Green,  and  a  Purple:  Yes  i'faith. 

Vnc.  From  whom  fhould  you  receive  this?  )fte 

Flow.  From  who?  why  from  my  Father;  with  commen- 
dations to  you,  Uncle,  and  thus  he  writes;  I  know,  faith 
he,  thou  haft  much  troubled  thy  kind  Uncle,  whom  God 
wiHing  at  my  return  I  will  fee  amply  fatisfied;  amply,  I 
remember  was  the  very  word  ;  fo  God  help  me. 

Vnc.  Have  you  the  Letter  here  <* 

Flow.  Yes,  I  have  the  Letter  here,  here  is  the  Letter : 
No,  yes*  no,  let  me  fee,  what  Bteeches  wore  I  on  Satur- 
day': Let  me  fee,  a  Tuefday,  my  Calamanka,  a  Wedncfday, 
my  Peach-colour  Sattir,  a  Thurfday  my  Veliure,  a  Friday 
my  Ca'amanka  again,  a  Saturday,  let  me  fee,. a  Saturday, 
for  in  thofe  Breeches  I  wore  a  Saturday  is  the  Letter:  O 
my  riding  Breeches  Uncle,  thofe  that  you  thought  'had 
been  Velvet,  in  thofe  very  Breeches  is  the  Letter,     tatfl 

Vnc.  When  fhould  it  be  dated?   biE*  9 

Flow.  Marry  Didijfimo  terfios  Septembris,  no,  no,  tridffi- 
rno  tertios  Ottobris,  Ay  Ottobris,  fo  it  is.  «*bnrU 

Vnc.  Dicditimo  terfios  Ottobris:  And  here  receive  I  a 
Letter  that  your  Father  died  in  June  :  How  fay  you, 
Keller?  ^  by& 

Fath.  Yes  truly,  Sir,  your  Father  is  dead,  thefe  Hands  of 
mine  holp  to  wind  him. 

Flow.  Dead? 

Fath.  Ay,  Sir,  dead, 

ok  mi»t  ksolgt     y  Flow. 
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Flow.  'Sblood,  how  fhould  my  Father  come  dead  ? 
Futh.   r  faith  Sir,  according  to  the  old  Proverb, 
The  Child  was  Bom,  and  cryed,  became  Man, 
After  fell  Sick,  and  Died. 

Vnc.  Nay,  Couiin,  do  not  take  it  fo  heavily.        * 

Flow.  Nay,  I  cannot  weep  you  Extempory,  marry  fome 
two  or  three  Days  h.nce  I  (hall  weep  without  any  ftintance. 
But  I  hope  he  died  in  good  Memory. 

Futh.  Very  well,  Sir,  and  fet  down  every  thing  in  good 
order,  and  the  Kathenne  and  Hue  you  talkt  of,  I  came  over 
in ;  and  I  faw  all  the  Bills  of  Lading,  and  the  Velvet  that 
you  talkt  of,  there  is  no  fuch  aboard. 

Flow.  By  Gad,  I  allure  you,  then  there  is  Knavery  a- 
broad. 

Fath.  I'll  be  fworn  of  that  :  there's  Knavery  abroad,  al- 
tho5  there  were  never  a  piece  of  Velvet  in  Venice. 

Flaw.  I  hope  he  died  in  good  Eflate. 

Fath.  To  the  report  of  the  VVoild  he  didy  and  made  his 
Will,  of  which  I  2m  an  unworthy  Bearer. 

Flow.  HisWil',  have  you  his  Will? 

Fath.  Yes,  Sir,  and  in  the  preience  of  your  Uncle  I  was 
willed  to  deliver  if. 

ZJnc.  I  hope,  Coufin,  now  God  hath  blefTed  you  with 
Wealth,  you  will  not  be  unmindful  of  me. 
•   Flow.  I'll  do  reafon,  Uncle ;  yet  i'faith  I  take  the  denial 
of  this  ten  Pound  very  hardly. 

Vnc.  Nay,  [  deny'd  you  not. 

Flow.  By  Gad  yon  deny'd  me  diredtly. 

Vnc.  I'll  be  judg'd  by  this  good  Fellow. 

Fath.  Not  directly,  Sir. 

Flow.  Why,  he  faid  he  would  lend  me  none,  and  that 
had  wont  to  be  a  di reel:  denial,  if  the  old  Phrafehold  :  Well, 
Uncle,  come  we'll  fall  to  the  Legacies,  in  the  Name  of 
God,  Amen, 

Item,  I  bequeath  to  my  Brother  Flowerdale,  three  Hun- 
dred Pounds,  to  pay  fuch  trivial  Debts  as  I  owe  in  £#»- 
don. 

Itemy  To  my  Son  Mat.  Flower dale ,  I  bequeath  two  Bail 
of  falfe  Dice,  videlicet^  high  Men  and  low  Men,  Fullomes, 
flop  Cater  Traies,  and  other  Bones  of  Function. 

Flow*  'Sblood  what  doth  he  mean  by  this? 

Vttc.  Pn> 
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Vnc.  Proceed,  Coufin. 

Flow.  Thefe  Precepts  I  leave  him,  let  him  borrow  of  his 
Oath,  for  of  his  Word  no  body  will  truft  him.  Let  him 
by  no  means  marry  an  honeft  Woman,  for  the  other  will 
keep  her  felf.  Let  him  fteal  as  much  as  he  can,  that  a 
guilty  Confcience  may  bring  him  to  his  deftinate  Repentance : 
I  think  he  means  Hanging.  And  this  were  his  laft  Will  and 
Teftament,  the  Devil  flood  laughing  at  his  Beds  feet  while 
he  made  it.  'Sbloud,  what  doth  he  think  to  fop  off  his 
Pofterity  with  Paradoxes  ? 

Fath.  This  he  made,  Sir,  with  his  own  Hands, 

Flow.  Ay,  well,  nay  come,  good  Uncle,  let  me  have  thit 
Ten  Pound,  imagine  you  have  loft  it,  or  robb'd  of  it,  or 
mifreckon'd  your  felf  fo  much:  any  way  to  make  it  come 
eafily  off,  good  Uncle. 

Vnc.  Not  a  penny. 

Fath.  Pfaith  lend  it  him,  Sir,  I  my  fe\f  have  an  Eftat* 
in  the  City  worth  twenty  Pound,  all  that  I'll  ingage  for 
him,  he  faith  it  concerns  him  in  a  Marriage. 

Flow.  Ay  marry  doth  it,  this  is  a  Fellow  of  fome  Senfe* 
this:  Come,  good  Uncle. 

Vnc.  Will  you  give  your  word  for  it,  Keftcr  $ 

Fath.  I  will,   Sir*  willingly. 

Vnc.  Well,  Coufin,  come  to  me  an  Hour  hence,  you 
lhall  have  it  ready* 

Flow.  Shall  I  not  fail  t 

Vnc.  You  mall  not,  come  or  fend. 

Flow.  Nay  111  come  my  felf. 

Fath.  By  my  troth,  would  I  were  your  Worfhip's  Man. 

Flow.  What?  would'ft  thou  ferve  ? 

Fath.  Very  willingly,  Sir.  £>      / ,. 

Flow.  Why  111  tell  thee  what  thou  fhalt  do,  thou 
faift  thou  haft  twenty  Pound,  go  into  Birch'wL^ne $ 
put  thy  felf  into  Cloaths,  thou  malt  ride  with  me  to 
Croydon  Fair. 

Fath.  I  thank  you,  Sir,  I  will  attend  you. 

Flow.  Well,  Uncle,  you  will  not  fail  me  an  Hour  hence* 

Vnc.  I  will  not,  Coufin. 

Flow.  What's  thy  name,   Keftcr  ? 

Fath.  Ay,  Sir. 

Flow. 
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Flow*  Well,  provide  thy  felf :  Uncle,  farewel  'till  anon. 

[Exit  Flowerdaleo 

Vnc.  Brother,  how  do  you  like  your  Son  ? 

Path.  I'faith  Brother,  like  a  mad  unbridled  Colt, 
Or  as  a  Hawk,  that  never  ftoop'd  to  lure : 
The  one  mud:  be  tamed  with  an  Iron  bit, 
The  other  muft  be  watch'd,  or  ftill  (he  is  wild, 
Such  is  my  Son,  a  while  let  him  be  fo; 
For  Counfel  ftill  is  Folly's  deadly  Foe. 
Ill  ferve  his  Youth,  for  Youth  muft  have  his  courfe, 
For  being  reftrain'd,  it  makes  him  ten  times  worfe: 
His  Pride,  his  Riot,  all  that  may  be  nam'd, 
Time  may  reca',  and  all  his  Madnefs  tam'd.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Sir  Lancelot,  Mafter  Weathercock,  Daffidil, 
Artichoak,  Luce,  and  Frank. 

Lane.  Sirrah,  Artichoak^  get  you  home  before; 
And  as  you  prov'd  your  felf  a  Calf  in  buying, 
Drive  home  your  fellow  Calves  that  you  have  bought. 

Art.  Yes,  forfooth,  mail  not  my  Fellow  Daffidil  go 
along  with  me  / 

Lane.  No,  Sir,  no,  I  muft  have  one  to  wait  on  me. 

Art.  Daffidil,  farewel,    good  fellow  Daffidil, 
You  may  fee,  Miftrefs,  I  am  fet  up  by  the  halve?, 
Inftead  of  waiting  on  you,  I  am  fent  to  drive  home  Calves. 

Lane.  I'faith  Franks  I  muft  turn  away  this  Daffidil, 
JJe's  grown  a  very  foolifli  fawcy  Fellow. 

Fran.  Indeed-law,  Father,  he  was  (o  fince  I  had  him: 
Before  he  was  wife  enough  for  a  foolifli  Serving-Man. 

Weath.  But  what  fay  you  to  me,    Sir  Lancelot  jf 

Lane.  O,  about  my  Daughters,  well,  I  will  go  forward, 
Here's^ wo  of  them,  God  fave  them ;  but  the  third, 
O  (he's  a  Stranger  in  her  courfe  of  Life, 
She  hath  refufed  you,  Mafter  Weathercock- 

Weath.  Ay  by  the  Rood,  Sir  Lancelot,  that  me  hath,  but 
had  me  try 'd  me,  me  mould  have  found  a  Man  of  me  indeed. 

Lane.  Nay  be  not  angry,  Sir,  at  her  denial,  (he  hath 
rehisd  (even  of  the  worfhipfull'ft  and  worthieft  Houfe- 
keepers  this  day  in  Kent:  Indeed  flic  will  not  marry,  I  fup- 

Weath.  The  more  Fool  (he. 

Lane.  What,  is  it  Folly  to  love  Chaftity? 

Weath^ 
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Weath.  No,  miftake  me  not,  Sir  Lancelot, 
But  'tis  an  old  Proverb,  and  you  know  it  well, 
That  Women  dying  Maids,  lead  Apes  in  Hell. 

Lane.  That's  a  foolifh  Proverb  and  a  falfe. 

Weath.  By  the  Mafs,  I  think  it  be,  and  therefore  let  it  go: 
But  who  (hall  marry  with  Miftrefs  Frances^ 

Fran.  By  my  troth  they  are  talking  of  marrying  me, 
Sifter. 

Luce.  Peace,  let  them  talk: 
Fools  may  have  leave  to  prattle  as  they  walk. 

Duff.  Sentences  ftill,  fweet  Miftrefs, 
You  have  a  Wit,  and  it  were  your  Alablafter. 

Luce,  rfaith  and  thy  Tongue  trips  trench  more. 

Lane.  No  of  my  Knighthood,  not  a  Suiter  yet; 
Alas  God  help  her,  (illy  Girl,  a  Fool,  a  very  Fool;      V"* 
But  there's  the  other  black  Brows  a  fhrewd  Girl, 
She  hath  Wit  at  Will,  and  Suiters  two  or  threes 
Sir  Arthur  Greenflnild  one,  a  gallant  Knight, 
A  valiant  Soldier,  but  his  Power  but  poor. 
Then  there's  young  Oliver^  the  Devonfhire  Lad, 
A  wary  Fellow,   marry  full  of  Wit, 
And  rich  by  the  Rood,  but  there's  a  third  all  Air, 
Light  as  a  Feather,  changing-»as  the  Wind  : 
Young  Flowerdale, 

Weath.  O  he,  Sir,  he's  a  defperate  Dick^ indeed. 
Bar  him  your  Houfe.  - 

Lane.  Fie,  not  fo,  he's  of  good  Parentage. 

Weath.   By  my  fay  and  fo  he  is,  and  a  proper  Man. 

Lane.  Ay,  proper  enough,  had  he  good  Qualities. 

Weath.   Ay  marry,  there's  the  point,  Sir  Lancelot 
For  there's  an  old  faying,  _ 

Be  he  rich,  or  be  he  poor, 
Be  he  high,  or  be  he  low: 
Be  he  born  in  Barn  or  Hall, 
*Tis  Manners  makes  the  Man  and  all. 

L<tnc.  You  are  in  the  right,  M after  Weather •cock/ 
Enter  Monfieur  Civet. 

Civ.  Soul,  I  think  lam  crofTed  fure,  or  witcht  with  an 
Owl,  I  have  haunted  them,  Inn  after  Inn,  Booth  after  Booth, 
yet  cannot  find  them;  ha,  yonder  they  are,  that's  Tri>,  I 
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hope  to  God  'tis  (he,  nay,  I  know  'tis  (he  now,  for  (he 
treads  her  Shoe  a  little  awry. 

Ltinc.  Where  is  this  Inn?  We  are  part  ir,  DaffidiU 

Daf  The  good  Sign  is  here,  Sir,  but  the  black  Gate  is 
before.  jj  font 

Civ.  Save  yon,  Sir,  I  pray  may  I  borrow  a  piece  of  a 
wprd  with  you? 

D&  No  pieces,  Sir. 

Civ.  Why  then  the  whole. 
I  pray,  Sir,   what  may   yonder  Gentlewomen  be  f 

Duf  They  may  be  Ladies,  Sir,  if  the  Deftinies  and  Mor- 
tality work. 

Civ.  What's  her  Name,  Sir. 

Ddf.  Miftrt  fs    Frances  Spurcockj    Sir  Lancelot  SpnrcocJ(s 
Daughter. 

Civ.  Is  (he  a  Maid,  Sir? 

Daf.  You  may  ask  Pluto,  and   Dame  Proferpine  that  :  I 
would  be  loth  to  be  ridled,  Sir. 

Civ.  Is  (he married  I  mean,  Sir? 

Daf  The  l:ates  know  not  yet  what  Shoe-maker  (hall  make 
her  Wedding  Shoes. 

Civ,  I  pray  where  Inn  you,  Sir?  I  would  be  very  glad  to 
beftow  the  Wine  of  that  Gentlewoman. 

Daf.  At  th?  George,  Sir. 

Civ.  God  fave  you,  Sir. 

Daf.  I  pray  your  Name,   Sir? 

Civ.  My  Name  is  Matter  Civet,  Sir. 

Daf  A  fweet  Name,   God  be  with  you,  good  Mafter 
Civet.  [£#/>.  Civet. 

Lane.  A,  have  we  fpi'd  you  ftout  St.  George^ 
For  all  your  Dragon,  you  had  beft  fell's  good  Wine, 
That  needs  no  Ivy-buih:  well,  we'll  not  fit  by  ir, 
AsyoudoonyourHorfe,  this  Room  (hall  fervc: 
Drawer,  let  me  have  Sack  for  us  Old  Men: 
For  thefe  Girls  and  Knaves  fmall  Winesare  btft. 
A  Pint  of  Sack,  no  more* 

Dr*w.  A  Quart  of  Sack  in  the  three  Tuns. 
Ldnc.  A  Pint,  draw  but  a  Pint.  Daflulil, 
Call  for  Wine  to  make  your  felves  drink. 
Fran.  And  a  Cup  of  fmall  Beer,  and   a  Cake,  good 

U§diU  * "  "    " 

Enter 
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Enter  young  Flowerdale. 
Flow.  How  now,   fie,   fit  in  the  open  Room,  now  good 
Sir  Lancelot,  and  my  kind  Friend,   worfhipful  Mafter  Wea- 
thercock.    What  at  your  Pint?  a  Quart  for  fhame. 
Lane.  Nay  Royfter,  by  your  leave  we  will  away. 
Flow.  Come,  give's  fome  Mufick,  we'll  go  Dance, 
Be  gone,  Sir  Lancelot^  what,  and  fair  day  too? 

Lane.  'Twere  foully  done,  to  dance  within  the  Fair. 
Flow.  Nay  if  you  fay  fo,  faireft  of  all  Fairs,  then  I'll 
not  dance,  a  Pox  upon  my  Taylor,  he  hath  fpoil'd  me*:  a 
Peach-colour  Sattin  Suit,  cut  upon  Cloth  of  Silver,  but 
if  ever  the  Rafcal  ferve  me  fuch  another  Trick,  I'll  give 
him  leave,  i'faith,  to  put  me  in  the  Calendar  of  Fools, 
and  you,  and  you,  Sir  Lancelot;  and  Mafter  Weathercec^* 
iny  Goldfmith  too  on  t'other  fide,  I  befpoke  thee,  Luce% 
a  Carkenet  of  Gold,  and  thought  thou  fhould'ft  a  had  it 
for  a  Fairing,  and  the  Rogue  puts  me  in  Reragesfor  Orient 
Pearl:  but  thou  (halt  have  it  by  Sunday  Night,  Wench. 

Enter  the  Drawer. 
Draw.   Sir,  here  is  one  that  hath  fent  you  a  Pottle  of 
Rhenifh  Wine,  brewed  with  Rofe-Water. 
Flow.  To  me? 

Draw.  No,  Sir,  to  the  Knight,*  and  defires  his  more  Ac- 
quaintance. 

Lane.  To  me?   what's  he  that  proves  fo  kind? 
Daf.    I  have  a  trick  to  know  his  Name,    Sir,     he  hath 
a  Month's  Mind  here  to  Miftrefs  Francis^  his  name  is  Ma- 
fter Civet. 

Lane.  Call  him  in,  Daffidil. 

Flow%  O,  1  know  him,  Sir,  he  is  a  Fool,  but  reafonable 
rich,  his  Father  was  one  of  thefe  Leafe-mongers,  thefe  Corn- 
mongers,  thefe  Mony-mongers,  but  he  never  had  the  Wit 
to  be  a  Whore-monger. 

Enter  Mafter  Civet. 

Lane.  I  promife  you,  Sir,  you  are  at  too  much  charge. 

Civ.  The  charge  is  fmall  charge,  Sir,   I  thank  God  my 

Father  left  me  wherewithal,  if  it  pleafe  you,  Sir,   I  have 

a  great  Mind  to  this  Gentlewoman  here,  in  the  way  of  Mar- 


riage. 


Lane.  I  thank  you,   Sir :    pleafe  you  to  come  to  Lew- 
fome)  to  my  poor  Houfe,    you  (hall  be  kindly  welcome:  I 

knew 
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knew  your  Father,  he  was  a  wary   Husband.   To  pay  here, 
Drawer  ? 

Draw.  All  is  paid,  Sir;  this  Gentleman  hath  paid  all. 

Lant.  I'faith  you  do  us  wrong, 
But  we  (hall  live  to  make  amends  e'er  long  : 
M  after  Flower dale,  is  that  your  Man  ? 

Flow.  Yes  Faith,  a  good  old  Knave. 

Lane.  Nay  then  I  think  you  will  turn  wife, 
Now  you  take  fuch  a  Servant : 
Come,  you*]!  ride  with  Us  to  Lewfomc,  let's  away, 
'Tis  fcarce  two  Hours  to  the  end  of  Day  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Sir  Arthur  Green  (hood,  Oliver,  Lieutenant  and 

Soldiers. 

Arth.  Lieutenant,  lead  your  Soldiers  to  the  Ships, 
There  let  them  have  their  Coats,  at  their  arrival 
They  (hall  have  pay  ;  farewel,  look  to  your  Charge. 

Sol.  Ay,  we  are  now  fent  away,  and  cannot  To  much  as 
fpeak  with  our  Friends. 

OH.  No  Man  what  ere  you  ufed  a  zutch  a  Fafliion,  thick 
you  cannot  take  your  leave  of  your  vreens. 

Arth.  Fellow,  no  more.  Lieutenant  lead  them  off. 

Sob  Well,  if  I  have  not  my  Pay  and  my  Cloaths, 
I'll  venture  a  running  away,  though  I  hang  for't. 

Arth.  Away,  Sirrah,  charm  your  Tongue. 

[Exeunt  Soldiers. 

OH.  Bin  you  a  PrefTer,  Sir  ? 

Arth.  I  am  a  Commander,  Sir,  under  the  King. 

O//.  Sfoot  Man,  and  you  be  ne'er  2utch  a  Commander, 
Shud  a  fpoke  with  my  vreens  before  I  chid  a  gone,  fo  (hud.1 

Arth.  Content  your  felf  Man,  my  Authority  will  ftretch 
to  prefs  fo  good  a  Man  as  you, 

OH.  Prefs  me  $  I  devy,  prefs  Scoundrels,  and  thy  Mef- 

fels ;    Prefs  me,  chee  fcorns  thee  i'faith:   For  feeft  thee, 

here's  a  wor/hipful  Knight  knows,  chain  not  to  be  preffed 

by  thee. 

Enter  Sir  Lancelot,  Weathercock,  young  Flowerdale,  old 

Flowerdale,  Luce  and  Frank. 

Lane.  Sir  Arthur,    welcome  to  Lewfome,    welcome  by 
my  Troth:  What's  the  matter  Man,  why  are  you  vext  I 

OU.  Why  Man  he  would  prefs  me. 
Vol  VI.  S  Lane. 


toil 
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Lane.  O  fie,  Sir  Arthur*  prefs  him  \ 
He  is  a  Man  of  reckoning. 

WeatL  Ay,  that  he  is,  Sir  Arthur,  he  hath  the  Nobles, 
The  golden  Ruddocks  he. 

Arth.  The  fitter  for  the  Wars  : 
And  were  he  not  in  favour 
With  your  Worships,  he  fhould  fee, 
That  I  have  Power  to  prefs  fo  good  as  he. 
OIL  Chill  Hand  to  the  Trial,  fo  chill. 
Flew.  Ay  marry  (hall  he,  prefs  Cloth  and  Karfy, 
White-Pot  and  drowfen  Broth;  tut,  tut,  he  cannot. 

OIL  Well,  Sir,  though  you  fee  vlouten  Cloth  and  Karfy, 
chee  a  zeen  zutch  a  Karfy-Coat  wear  out  the  Town  fick  a 
zilken  Jacket,  as  thick  a  one  you  wear. 
Flow.  Well  fed  vlitan  vlattan. 

OIL  A  and  well  fed  Cocknell,  and  Boe-Bell  too  :  What 
doeft  think  cham  aveard  of  thy  Zilken-Coat,   no  fer  vere' 
thee. 

Lane.  Nay,  come  no  more,  be  all  Lovers  and  Friends. 
Weath.  Ay,  'tis  beft  [o,  good  Matter  Oliver. 
Flow.  Is  your  name  Matter  Oliver,  I  pray  you  ? 
OIL  What  tit  and  be  tit,  and  grieve  you. 
Flow.  No,  but  Fdpladly  know  if  a  Man  might  not  have 
a  foolifh  Plot  out  of  Matter  Oliver  to  work  upon. 

OIL  Worjc  thy  Plots  upon  me,  ftand  allele,  work  thy 
foolifih  Plots  upon  me,  chill  fo  ufe  thee,  thou  wert  never  fo 
ufed  fince  thy  Dam  bound  thy  Head,  work  upon  me  * 
Flow.  Let  him  come,  let  him  come. 
Oli.  Zyrrha,  Zynha,  if  it  were  not  for  fhame,  chee 
would  a  given  thee  zutch  a  whifter  poop  under  the  Ear, 
chee  would  have  made  thee  a  vanged  another  at  my  Feet  : 
Stand  afide,  let  me  lcofe,  cham  all  of  a  vlaming  Fire-brand ; 
ftand  afide. 

Flow.  Well,  I  forbear  you  for  your  Friends  fake. 
OIL  A  vig  for  all  my  vreens,  do'ft  thou  tell  me  of  my 
vreens  ? 

Lane.  No  more,  good  Matter  Oliver,  no  more,  Sir  Arthur. 
AndMaiden,  here  in  the  fight  of  all  your  Suitors,  eve.yMan 
of  worth,  Pll  tell  you  whom  I  faineft  would  prefer  to  the 
hard  Bargain  of  your  Marriage  Bed;  (hall  I  be  plain  among 
you,  Gentlemen  ? 

Arth. 
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Arth.  Ay,  Sir,  'tis  beft. 

Lane,  Then,  Sir,  firft  to  you,  I  do  confefs  you  a  mofl 
gallant  Knight,  a  worthy  Soldier,  and  honeft  Man  :  But 
Honefty  maintains  a  French-hood^  goes  very  feldom  in  a 
Chain  of  Gold,  keeps  a  fmall  train  of  Servants ;  hath  few 
Friends  :  And  for  this  wild  Oats  here,  young  Flowerdalet 
I  will  not  judge,  God  can  work  Miracles,  but  he  were  bet- 
ter make  a  hundred  new,  than  thee  a  thrifty  and  an  honeft 
one. 

\  Weath.  Believe  me  he  hath  hit  you  there,  he  hath  touchM 
you  to  the  quick,   that  he  harh. 

Flow.  Woodcock  a  my  fide,    why,  Matter  Weathercock^ 
you  know  I  am  rnneff,  howfoever  trifles. 

Weath.  Now  by  my  troth  I  know  no  otherwife, 
O,  your  old  Mother  was  a  Dame  indeed  : 
Heav'n  hath  her  Soul,  and  my  Wife's  too,  Itruft: 
And  your  good  Father,  honeft  Gentleman, 
He  is  gone  a  Journey,  as  I  hear,  far  hence. 

Flow.  Ay,  God  be  praifed,  he  is  far  enough, 
He  is  gone  a  Pilgrimage  to  Paradife, 
And  left  me  to  cut  a  Caper  againft  Care. 
Luce  look  on  me  that  am  as  light  as  Air. 

Luce.  Tfaith  I  like  not  Shadows,  Bubbles,  Broth, 
I  hate  a  light  Love,  as  I  hate  Death. 

Lane.  Girl,  hold  thee  there  : 
Look  on  this  Devon jlnre  Lad : 
Far,  fair,  and  lovely,  both  in  Purfe  and  Perfon. 

OH.  Well,  Sir,  cham  as  the  Lord  hath  made  me,  you 
know  me  well  ivin,  cha  have  threefcore  pack  of  Karfay,  and 
Blackem  Hall,  and  chief  Credit  befide,  and  my  Fortunes 
may  be  fo  good  as  anothers,  20  it  may. 

Lane.  'Tis  you  I  love,  whatfoevcr  others  fay. 

Arth.  Thanks,  faireft. 

Flow.  What,  would'ft  thou  have  me  quarrel  with  him  ? 

Fath.  Do  but  fay  he  (hall  hear  from  you. 

Lane.  Yet,  Gentlemen,  howfoever  I  prefer  this  Devon- 
/hire  Suitor,  I'll  enforce  no  love,  my  Daughter  mall  have 
her  liberty  to  chufe  whom  (he  likes  beft. 
In  your  Love-fuit  proceed : 
Not  all  of  you,  but  only  one  muft  fpeed. 

Weath.  You  have  faid  well :  Indeed  right  well. 

S  2,  fytcr 
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\  Enter  Artichoak. 

Art.  Miftrefs,  here's  one  would  fpeak  with  you*  my 
ft  How  Daffidill  hath  him  in  the  Cellar  already,  he  knows 
l.ijxi,  he  met  him  at  Croydon  Fair. 

Lane.  O,  I  remember,  a  little. Man. 

Art.  Ay,  a  very  little  Man. 

Lane.  And  yet  a  proper  Man. 

Art.  A  very  proper,  very  little  Man. 

Lane.  His  name  is  Monfieur  Civet. 

Art.  The  fame,  Sir. 

Lane*  Come,  Gentlemen,  if  other  Suitors  come, 
My  foolifh  Daughter  will  be  fitted  too  : 
But  Delia  my  Saint,  no  Man  dare  move. 
[Exeunt  all  but  ju^Flowerdale,  Oliver,  and,  old  Flowerdale* 

Flow.  Hark  you,  Sir,  a  word. 

OH.  What  ha  an  you  fay  to  me  now  ? 

Flow.  Ye  fliall  hear  from  me,  and  that  very  (hortly. 

OH.  Is  that  all,  vare  thee  well,  chee  vere  thee  not  a  wig. 

[Exit  Oliver* 

Flow.  What  if  he  mould  come  more?  lam  fairly  dreft. 

Fath.  I  do  not  mean  that  you  (hall  meet  with  him, 
But  prefently  we'll  go  and  draw  a  Will ; 
Where  we'll  fet  down  Land,  that  we  never  faw, 
And  we  will  have  it  of  fo  large  a  Sum, 
Sir  Lancelot  fliall  intreat  you  take  his  Daughter: 
This  being  formed,  give  it  Matter  Weathercock* 
And  make  Sir  Lancelot's  Daughter  Heir  of  all  : 
And  make  him  fwear  never  to  (hew  the  Will 
To  any  one,  until  that  you  be  dead. 
This  done,  the  foolifh  changling  Weathercock 
Will  ftraight  difcourfe  unto  Sir  Lancelot, 
The  Form  and  Tenor  of  your  Teftament. 
Nor  ftand  to  paufe  of  it,  be  rul'd  by  me  : 
What  will  enfue,  that  iliall  ycu  quickly  kc. 

Flow.  Come  let's  about  it;  if  that  a  Will,  fwect-J5f» 

Can  get  the  Wench,  I  fliall  renown  thy  Wit.        [Exeunt. 

Enter  Daffidil  and  Luce. 

Daf.  Miflrefs,  ftill  froward  ? 
No  kind  looks  unto  your  Dajjldil^  now  by  the  Gods. 

Luce.  Away  my  foolifh  KnaVe,  let  my  Hand  go. 

Vdf* 
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Daf.  There's  your  Hand,   but  this  (hall  go  with  me: 
My  Heart  is  thine,  this  is  my  true  Loves  Fee,  - 

Luce.  I'll  have  your  Coat  ftript  o'er  your  Ear  for  tVis* 
You  fawcy  Rafcal. 

Enter  Lancelot  and  Weathercock. 

Lane.  How  now,  Maid,  what  is  the  News  with  you  ? 

Luce.  Your  Man  is  fomcthing  fawcy.  [Exit  Luce. 

Lane.  (Sotc,  Sirrah,  I'll  talk  with  you  anotf. 

Daf.  Sir,  I  am  a  Man  to  be  nlked  withal, 
I  am  no  Horfe,  I  trow  ; 
I  know  my  Strength,  then  no  more  than  fo. 

Weath.  Ay,  by  the  Matkins,  good  Sir  Lancelot,  Ifawhirn 
the  other  Day  hold  up  the  Bucklers,  like  an  Hercules, 
Tfaith  God-a-mercy,  Lad,  I  like  thee  well. 

Lane.  Ay,  ay,  like  him  well,  go  Sirrah,  fetch  me  a  cup 
of  Wine, 
That  e'er  I  part  with  Matter  Weathercock 
We  may  drink  down  our  fare w el  in  French  Wine. 

Weath.  I  thank  you,  Sir,  I  thank  you,  friendly  Knight* 
I'll  come  and  vifit  you,  by  the  Moufe-foot  I  will ; 
In  the  mean  time,  take  heed  of  cutting  Flower  dale. 
He  is  a  defperate  Dick,  I  warrant  you. 

Lane.  He  is,  he  is :  Fill,  DaffiMl,  fill  me  fome  Wine, 
Ha,  what  wears  he  on  his  Arm  ? 
My  Daughter  Luce's  Bracelet,  ay,  'tis  the  fame  ; 
Ha  to  you,  Matter  Weathercock. 

Weath.  I  thank  you,  Sir  :  Here,  Daffd'tU  an  honeft  Fel- 
low, and  a  tall,  thou  art.  Well  ;  I'll  take  my  leave,  good 
Night,  and  I  hope  to  have  you  and  all  your  Daughters  at 
my  poor  Houfe,  in  good  footh  I  mutt. 

Lane.  Thanks,  Matter  Weathercock,  I  fhall  be  bold  to 
trouble  you,  be  fure. 

Weath,  And  welcome,  heartily  farewtl.         [Exit  Weath. 

Lane.  Sirrah,  I  faw  my  Daughter's  Wrong,  and  with- 
al her  Bracelet  on  your  Arm  ;  off  with  it;  and  with  it  my 
Livery  too.  Have  I  care  to  fee  my  Daughter  match'd  with 
Men  of  Worfhip,  and  are  you  grown  fo  bold  ?  Go,  Sirrah, 
from  my  Houfe,  or  I'll  whip  you  hence. 

Daf.  I'll  not  be  whip",  Sir,  there's  your  Livery, 
This  is  a  Servingman's  reward,  what  care  I, 
I  have  means  to  truft  to,  I  fcorn  Service,  L      [EwDaffidP. 

S  3  Lane 
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Lane.  Ay  a  lufty  Knave,  but  I  muft  let  him  go. 
Our  Servants  muft  be  taught  what  they  mould  know. 
Enter  Sir  Arthur  and  Luce. 

Luce.  Sir,  as  I  am  a  Maid*  I  do  affect  you  above  any 
Suitor  that  I  have,  although  that  Soldiers  fcarce  know  how 
to  love. 

Arth.  I  am  a  Soldier,  and  a  Gentleman 
Knows  what  belongs  to  War,  what  to  a  Lady ; 
What  Man  offends  me,  that  my  S#ord  fhail  right: 
What  Woman  loves  me,  I  am  her  faithful  Knight. 

Luce.  I  neither  doubt  your  Valour  nor  your  Love, 
But  there  be  fome  that  bear  a  Soldier':*  form, 
That  fwear  by  him  they  never  think  upon, 
Go  fwaggering  up  and  down  from  Houfe  to  Honfr, 
Crying,  God  pays :  And 

Arth.  Ffaith,  Lady,  I'll  defcry  you  fuch  a  Man. 
Of  them  there  be  many  which  you  have  fpoke  of, 
That  bear  the  name  and  fhapeof  Soldiers, 
Yet,  God  knows,  very  feldom  faw  the  War  : 
That  haunt  your  Taverns  and  your  Ordinaries, 
Your  Ale-houfes  fomctimes,  for  all  a-like, 
To  uphold  the  brutifh  humour  of  their  Minds, 
Being  mark'd  down  for  the  Bondmen  of  Defpair  2 
Their  mirth  begins  in  Wine,  but  ends  in  Blood, 
Their  Drink  is  clear,  but  their  Conceits  are  mud. 

Luce.  Yet  thefe  are  great  Gentlemen  Soldiers. 

Arth.  No  they  are  wretched  Slaves, 
Whofe  defperate  lives  doth  bring  them  timelcfs  Graves. 

Luce.  Both  for  your  felf,  and  for  your  form  of  Life, 
If  I  may  chufe,  1*11  be  a  Soldier's  Wife. 

Enter.  Sir  Lancelot  and  Oliver. 

OIL  And  tut  truft  to  it,  fo  then. 

Lane.  Aflureyour  L!f, 
You  mall  be  married  with  all  fpeed  we  may : 
One  Day  (hall  ferve  for  Francis  and  for  Luce. 

OIL  Why  che  wood  vain  know  the  time,  for  providing 
Wedding  Raiments. 

Lane.  Why  no  more  bur!  this,  firft  get  your  affurance 
made  touching  my  Daughter's  Jointure,  that  difpatch'd,  we 
will  in  two  Days  make  Provifion. 

OIL  Why  Man,  chill  have  the  Writings  made  by  to  Morrow. 

Lane, 
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Lane.  To  Morrow  be  it  then,  let's  meet  at  the  Kings-Head 
in  Fifi-ftreet. 

Oli.  No,  fie  Man,  no,  let's  meet  at  the  Rofe  at  Temple* 
P<tr>  that  will  be  nearer  your  Counfellor  and  mine. 

Lane.   At  the  Rofe  be  it  then,  the  hour  nine, 
He  that  comes  laft  forfeits  a  Pint  of  Wine. 

Oli.  A  Pint  is  no  Payment, 
Let  it  be  a  whole  Quart,  or  nothing. 

Enter  Artichoak. 

Art.  Mafter,  here  is  a  Man  would  fpeak  with  Matter  0//* 
ver;  he  comes  from  young  Mafter  Flower  dale. 

Oli.  Why  chil  fpe.k  with  him,  chil  fpeak  with  him. 

Lane.  Nay,  Son  Oliver^  I'll  furely  fee 
What  young  Flowerdale  hath  fent  to  you. 
I  pray  God  it  be  no  Quarrel. 

Oli.  Why  Man,  if  he  quarrel  with  me,  chil  give  him  his 
Hands  full. 

Enter  old  Flowerdale. 

Fatb.  God  fave  you,  good  Sir  Lancelot. 

Lane.  Welcome,  honeft  Friend. 

Fatb.  To  you  and  yours  my  Matter  wifheth  Health, 
B  it  unto  you,  Sir,  this,  and  this  he  fends: 
There  is  the  length,  Sir,  of  his  Rapier, 
And  in  that  Paper  fhall  you  know  his  Mind. 

Oli.  Here,  chil  meet  him  my  Friend,  chil  meet  him. 

Lane.  Meet  him,  you  fhall  not  meet  the  Ruffian,  fie. 

Oli.  And  I  do  not  meet  him,  chil  give  you  leave  to  call 
Me  Cut.  Where  is't,  firrah  ?   where  is't  ?  where  is't? 

Fatb.  The  Letter  fhows  both  Time  and  Place, 
And  if  you  be  a  Man,  then  keep  your  word. 

Lane.  Sir,  he  ill  all  not  keep  his  word,  he  (hall  not  meet. 

Fatb.  Why  let  him  chufe,  he'll  be  the  better  known 
For  a  bafe  Rafca',  and  reputed  fo. 

Oli.  Zirrah,  zirrah  ;  and  'twere  rot  an  "old  Fellow,  and 
fent  after  an  Errant,  chid  give  thee  fomething,  but  chud  be 
no  Mony:  But  hold  thee,  for  I  fee  thou  ait  fomewhat  te- 
ftorg,  hold  thee,  there's  vorty  Shillings,  bring  thy  Mafter  a 
veeld,  chil  give  thee  vorty  more,  look  thou  bring  him,  chil 
mall  him  tell  him,  chil  mar  his  dancing  TrefTels,  chil  ufeh;m, 
he  was  ne'er  fo  ufed  fincehisDam  bound  his  Head,  chil  make 
him  for  capering  any  more  chy  vor  thee. 

S  4  JFatfa 
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Fath.  You  feem  a  Man,  flout  and  refolute, 
And  I  will  fo  report,  whate'er  befalJ. 

Lane.  And  fall  out  ilJ,  allure  thy  Matter  this, 
I'll  make  him  fly  the  Land,  or  ufe  him  worfe. 

Fath.  My  Matter,  Sir,  deferves  not  this  of  you, 
And  that  you'll  fhortly  find. 

Lane.  Thy  Matter  is  an  Unthrift,  you  a  Knave, 
And  I'll  attach  you  firft,  next  dap  him  up  .• 
Or  have  him  bound  unto  his  good  Behaviour. 

OVu  I  wood  you  were  a  Sprite  if  jou  do  him  any  harm 
for  this:  And  you  do,  chil  nere  fee  you,  nor  any  of  yours, 
while  chil  have  Eyes  open  :  What  do  you  think,  chil  be 
abaffelled  up  and  down  the  Town  for  a  meiTel,  and  a  fcoun- 
drel,  no  chy  bor  you:  Zirrha  chil  come,  zay  no  more,  chil 
come,  teJlhim. 

Fa.th.  Well,  Sir,  my  Matter  deferves  not  this  of  you, 
And  that  you'll  fhortly  find.  [Exit, 

OIL  No  matter,  he's  an  Unthrifr,  I  defie  him. 
Lane.  No,  gentle  Son,  let  me  know  the  Place. 
O//*.  Now  chye  vor  you. 
Lane.  Let  me  fee  the  Note. 
OH.  Nay,  chil  watch  you  for  zuch  a  Trick. 
But  if  chee  meet  him,  zo,  if  not,  zo:  chil  make  him  know 
me,  or  chil  know  why  I  fh all  not,  chil  vare  the  worfe. 

Lane.  What  will  you  then  negled  my  Daughter's  Love  ? 
Venture  your  State  and  hers  for  a  loofe  brawl  ? 

Oli.  Why  Man,  chil  not  kill  him,  marry  chil  veze  him 
too,  and  again ;  and  zo  God  be  with  you  vather. 
What,  Man,  we  /hall  meet  to  Morrow.  [Exit. 

Lane.  Who  would  have  thought  he  had  been  fodefperate. 
Come  forth  my  hontft  Sep  ant  Artichozk* 

Enter  Artjf  hoak. 
Arti.  Now,  what's  the  Matter?   fome  brawl  toward,   I 
warrant  you. 

Lane.  Go  get  me  thy  Sword  bright  fcower'd,  thy  Buckler 
mended,  O  for  that  Knave,  that  Villain  Daffidil  would  have 
done  good  Service.  But  to  thee. 

-Arti.  Ay,  this  is  the  tricks  of  all  you  Gentlemen,  when 
vou  ffand  in  need  of  a  good  Fellow.  O  for  that  Daffidil, 
O  where  is  he?  but  if  you  be  angry,  and  it  be  but  for  the 

wagging 
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wagging  of  a  Straw,  then  out  a  Doors  with  the  Knave,  turn 
the  Coat  over  his  Ears.  This  is  the  humor  of  you  all. 

Lane.  O  for  that  Knave,  that  lufty  Daffidil. 

Arti.  Why  there  'tis  now  :  our  Years  Wages  and  our 
Vails  will  fcarce  pay  for  broken  Swords  and  Bucklers  that 
we  ufe  in  our  Quarrels.  But  I'll  not  fight  if  Daffidil  be  a 
t'other  fide,  that's  flat. 

Lane.  'Tis  no  fuch  matter,  man,  get  Weapons  ready, 
and  be  at  London  e'er  the  break  of  Day  ;  watch  near  the 
Lodging  of  the  Devonjhire  Youth,  but  be  unfeen ;  and  as 
he  goes  out,  as  he  will  go  out,  and  that  very  early  without 
doubt. 

Arti.  What,  would  you  have  me  draw  upon  him, 
And  he  goes  in  the  Street  I 

Lane.  Not  for  a  World,  Man,  into  the  Fields.  For  to  the 
Field  he  goes,  there  to  meet  the  defperate  Flowerdale  :  Take 
thou  the  part  of  Oliver  my  Son,  for  he  (hall  be  my  Son, 
and  marry  Luce  :  Do'ft  underftand  me,  Knave  ? 

Arti.  Ay,  Sir,  I  do  underfhnd  you,  but  my  young  Mi- 
flrefs  might  be  better  provided  in  matching  with  my  fellow 
Daffidil. 

Lane.  No  more;  Daffidil  is  a  Knave. 
That  Daffidil  is  a  moft  notorious  Knave.  [Exit  Arti. 

Enter  Weathercock. 
Mafter  Weathercsckj   you  come   in  a   happy  time ;  the  de- 
fperate Flowerdale  hath  writ  a  Challenge  ;  and  who   think 
you   muft  anfwer   it,    but  the    Devonjhire  Man,   rny  Son 
Oliver  ? 

Weath.  Marry  I  am  forry  for  it,  good  Sir  Lancelot  y 
But  if  you  will  be  rul'd  by  me,  we'll  flay  the  Fury. 

Lane.  As  how,  I  pray  \ 

Weath.  Marry  I'll  tell  you,  by  promifing  young  Flowerdale 
the  red-lip'd  Luce. 

Lane.  I'll  rather  follow  her  unto  her  Grave. 

Weath.  Ay,  Sir  Lancelot,  I  would  have  thought  fo  too,  but 
you  and  I  have  been  deceiv'd  in  him;  come  read  this  Will, 
or  Deed,  or  w'  at  you  call  it,  I  know  not  :  Come,  come, 
your  Spectacles  I  pray. 

Lane.  Nay,   I  thank-God,  I  fee  very  well. 

Weath*  Mai  y,  Gr>d  bhCs  your  Eyes,  mine  have  been'dim 
almoft  tnis  taircy  Y~ars. 

Lane* 
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Lane.  Ha,  what  is  this  ?  what  is  this  ? 

Weath.  Nay  there  is  true  Love  indeed,  he  gave  it  to  me  but 
this  very  Mom,  and  bad  me  keep  it  unfeen  from  any  one; 
good  Youth,  to  fee  how  Men  may  be  deceiv'd. 

Lane.  Paffion  of  rne,  what  a  wretch  am  I  to  hate  this  lo- 
ving Youth  ?  he  hath  made  me,  together  with  my  Luce  he 
loves  fo  dear,  Executors  of  all  his  Wealth. 

Weath.  All,  all,  good  Man,  he  hath  given  you  all. 

Lane.   Three  Ships  now  in  the  Straits,   and  homeward- 
bound  ; 
Two  Lordfhips  of  two  hundred  Pound  a  Year; 
The  one  in  Wales,  the  other  Gloucefter-foire : 
Debts  and  Accounts  are  thirty  thoufand  Pound; 
Plate,  Mony,  Jewels,  (ixteen  thoufand  more  ; 
Two  Houfen  furniuVd  well  in  Coleman-ftreet ; 
Befide  whatfoever  his  Uncle  leaves  to  him, 
Being  of  great  Demeans  and  Wealth  at  Peckham. 

Weath.  How  like  you  this,  good  Knight  ?  How  like  you  this  .* 

Lane.  I  hive  done  him  wrong,  but  now  I'll  make  amends, 
The  Devonjhire  Man  fhall  whiftle  for  a  Wife. 
He  marry  Luce  !  Luce  fhall  be  Flower  dale's. 

Weath.  Wriy  that  is  friendly  faid,  let's  ride  to  Londo, 
and  prevent  their  match,  by  promifing  your  Daughter  t 
that  lovely  Lad. 

Lane.  We'll  ride  to  London,  or  it  fhall  not  need, 
We'll  crofs  to  Bedford- fir  and,  and  take  a  Boat. 
Where  be  thefe  Knaves?  what  Artichoa^  what  Fop  ? 

Enter  Artichoak. 

Art.  Here  be  the  very  Knaves,  but  not  the  merry 
Knaves. 

Lane.  Here  take  my  Cloak,  I'll  have  a  walk  to  Bedford. 

Art.  Sir,  we  have  been  fcouring  of  our  Sworcis  and 
Bucklers  for  your  Defence, 

Lane.  Defence  me  no  Defence,  let  your  Swords  ruft, 
I'll  have  no  fighting  :  Ay,  let  blows  alone,  bid  Delta  fee  all 
things  be  in  readinefs  againft  the  Wedding,  we']]  have  two 
at  once,  and  that  will  fave  Charges,  Mafter  Weathercock. 

Art.  Well  we  will  do  it,  Sir.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Civet,  Frank,  and  Delia. 

Civ.  By  my  troth  this  is  good  luck,  I  thank  God  for  this. 
In  good  footh  I  have  even  my  Heart's  defire :  Sifter  Delia, 

now 
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now  I  may  boldly  call  you  fo,  for  your  Father  hath  frank 
and  frctly  given  roe  his  Daughter  Frank. 

Frank.  Ay,  by  my  troth,  Tom,  thou  haft  my  good  will 
too,  for  I  thank  God  I  long'd  for  a  Husband,  and  would  I 
might  never  ftir,  for  one.  his  name  was  Tom. 

Del.  Why,  Sifter,  now  you  have  your  Wifh. 

Civ.  You  fay  very  true,  Sifter  Delia,  and  I  prethee  call 
me  nothing  but  Tom;  and  1*11  call  thee  fweet  Heart*  and 
Frank.  Will  it  not  do  well,  Sifter  Delia  \ 

Del.  It  will  do  very  well  with  both  of  you. 

Frank.  But  Tom,  muft  I  go  as  I.  do  now  when  I  am 
married  \ 

Civ.  No  Franks  I'll  have  thee  go  like  a  Citizen 
In  a  ga'dtd  Gown,  and  a  French  Hood. 

Frank.  By  my  Troth  that  will  be  excellent  indeed* 

Del.  Brother,  maintain  your  Wife  to  your  Eftate, 
Apparel  you  your  feif  like  to  your  Father: 
And  let  her  go  like  to  your  ancient  Mother; 
He  fparing  got  his  Wealth,  left  it  to  you, 
Brother  take  heed  of  Pride,  fome  bids  Thrift  adieu. 

Civ.  So  as  my  Father  and  my  Mother  went,  that's  a  Jeft 
indeed,  why  fhe  went  in  a  fring'd  Gown,  a  (ingle  RufF, 
and  a  white  Cap ;  and  my  Father  in  a  Mocado  Coat,  a 
pair  of  red  Sattin  Sleeves,  and  a  Canvas  back. 

Del.  And  yet  his  Wealth  was  all  as  much  as  yours. 

Civ.  My  Eftate,  my  Eftate,  I  thank  God,  is  forty 
Pound  a  Year  in  good  Leafes  and  Tenements  ;  befides 
twenty  Mark  a  Year  at  Cuckolds-Haven,  and  that  comes  to 
us  all  by  Inheritance. 

Del.  That  may  indeed,  'tis  very  fitly  plied, 
I  know  not  how  it  comes,  but  fo  it  falls  out 
That  thofe  whofe  Fathers  have  died  wondrous  rich, 
And  took  no  Pleafurc  but  to  gather  Wealth, 
Thinking  of  little  that  they  leave  behind; 
For  them  they  hope,  will  be  of  their  like  mind. 
But  falls  out  contrary,  forty  Years  fparing 
Is  fcarce  three  feven  Years  fpending,  never  caring 
What  will  enfue,  when  all  their  Coin  is  gone, 
And  all  too  late,  then  Thrift  is  thought  upon  ; 
Oft  have  I  heard,  that  Pride  and  Riot  kift, 
And  then  Repentance  cries,  for  had  I  wift? 

Civ. 
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Civ.  You  fay  well,   Sifter  Z)*//*,   you  fay  well,*    but  I 
mean  to  live  within  my  Bounds ;   for  look  you,  I  have  fet 
down  my  reft  thus  far,  but    to  maintain  my  Wife  in  her 
French  Hood,  and  her  Coach,  keep  a  couple  of  Geldings, 
and  a  brace  of  Gray-hounds,  and  this  is  all  I'll  do. 
Dd.  And  you*ll  do  this  with  forty  Pounds  a  Year  ? 
Civ.  Ay,  and  a  better  Penny,  Sifter. 
Frank*  Sifter,  you   forget  that  at  Cuckolds  Haven, 
Civ.  By  my  Troth  well  remembred,  Franks 
I'll  give  thee  that  to  buy  thee  Pins. 

Del.  Keep  you  th*e  reft  for  Points,  alas  the  Day, 
Fools  ftiall  have  Wealth  though  all  the  World  fay  nay  r 
Come,  Brother,  will  you  in,  Dinner  flays  for  us. 
Civ.  Ay,  good  Sifter,  with  all  my  Heart. 
Franks  Ay,  by  my  Troth,  Tom,  for  I  have  a  good  Stomach. 
Civ.  And  I  the  like,  fweet  Frank  j  no  Sifter, 
Do  not  think  I'll  go  beyond  my  Bounds. 

Del.  God  grant  you  may  not.  [Exemt. 

Enter  young  Flowerdale,  and  his  Father,  with  foils  in 

their  Hands. 
Flow.  Sirrah,  Kit,  tarry  you  there,  I  have  fpied  Sir  Lan- 
celot and  old  Weathercock,  coming  this  way,   they  are  hard 
at  Hand,  I  will  by  no  means  be  fpoken  withal. 
Fath.  Til  warrant  you,  go  get  you  in. 

Enter  Lancelot  and  Weathercock* 
Lane.  Now,    my  honeft    Friend,  thou  doft  belong  \o 
M  after  Flower  bale  $ 
Fath.  I  do,  Sir. 

Lane.  Is  he  within,  my  good  Fellow  ? 
Fath.  No,  Sir,  he  is  not  within. 

Lane.  I  prethee,  if  he  be  within,  let  me  fpeak  with  him. 
Fath.  Sir,   to  tell  you  true,   my  M after  is  within,  but 
indeed  would  not  be  fpoke  withal  ;    there  be   fome  terms 
that  ftands  upon  his  Reputation,  therefore  he  will  not  ad- 
mit any  Conference  'till  he  hath  fhook  them  off. 

Lane.  I  prethee  tell  him  his  very  good  Friend  Sir  Lance- 
lot  Spurcoc\  intreats  to  fpeak  with  him. 

Fath.  By  my  troth,  Sir,  if  you  come  to  take  up  the  mat- 
ter between  my  M after  and  the  Devon jlnre  Man,'  you  do 
but  beguile  your  hopes,  and  lofe  your  Labour. 

Lane. 
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Lane.  Honeft  Friend,  I  have  not  any  fuch  thing  to  him, 
I  come  to  fp'eak  with  him  about  other  Matters. 

Fath.  For  my  Mafter,  Sir,  hath  fet  down  his  Refolution, 
either  to  redeem  his  Honour,  or  leave  his  Life  behind 
him. 

Lane.  My  Friend,  I  do  not  know  any  Quarrel  touching 
thy  Mafter  or  any  other  Perfon,  my  Bufinefs  is  of  a  diffe- 
rent Nature  to  him,  and  I  prethee  fo  tell  him. 

Fatk.  For  howfoever  the  Devonfoire  Man  is, 
My  Matter's  Mind  is  bloody ;  that's  a  round  O, 
And  therefore,  Sir,  Intreaties  are  but  vain. 

Lane.  I  have  no  fuch  thing  to  him,  I  tell  thee  once 
g  ain. 

Fath.  I  will  then  fo  fignifie  to  him.  [Exit  Father* 

Lane.  Ay,  Sirrah,  I  fee  this  Matter  is  hotly  carried. 
But  I'll  labour  to  difTwade  him  from  it. 

Enter -young  Flowerdale  and  his  Father. 
Good  morrow,  Mafter  Flowerdale.    . 

Flow.  Good  morrow,  good  Sir  Lancelot, 
Good  morrow,  Mafter  Weathercock^ 
By  my  troth,  Gentlemen,  1  have  been  reading  over 
Nick,  Machiavel ;  I  find  him 
Good  to  be  known,  not  to  be  followed  : 
A  peftilent  human  Fellow,  I  have  made 
Certain  Annotations  of  him  fuch  as  they  be  ; 
And  how  is't,  Sir  Lancelot  ?  ha  ?  how  is't  ? 
A  mad  World,  Men  cannot  live  quiet  in  it. 

Lane.  Mafter  Flowerdale,  I  do  underftand  there  is  fome 
Jar  between  the  Devon/hire  Man  and  you. 

Fath.  They,  Sir  ?  they  are  good  Friends  as  can  be. 

Flow.  Who  Mafter  Oliver  and  I  ?  as  good  Friends  as 
can  be. 

Lane.  It  is  a  kind  of  fafety  in  you  to  deny  it,  and  a  ge- 
nerous filence,  which  too  few  are  indued  withal:  Bur,  Sir, 
fuch  a  thing  I  hear,  and  I  could  wifh  it  otherwife. 

Flow.  No  fuch  thing,  Sir  Lancelot,  at  my  reputation,  as 
I  am  an  honeft  Man. 

Lane.  Now  I  do  believe  you  then,  if  you  do 
Ingage  your  Reputation  there  is  none. 

Flow.  Nay  I  do  not  ingage  my  Reputation  there  \%  not, 
You  (hall  not  bind  me  to  any  condition  of  hardnefs : 

But 
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But  if  there  be  any  thing  between  us,  then  there  isf 
If  there  be  not,  then  there  is  not.  Be,  or  be  not,  all  is  one* 
Lane.  I  do  perceive  by  this,  that  there  is  fomething  be- 
tween you,  and  I  am  very  forry  for  it. 

Flow.  You  may  be  deceived,  Sir  Lancelot^  the  Italian 
Hath  a  pretty  faying,  Ouefio  f  I  have  forgot  it  too, 
'Tis  out  of  my  Head,  but  in  my  Tranflation  (him. 

IPt  hold  thus,  thou  haft  a  Friend,  keep  him ;  if  a  Foe  trip 

Lane.  Come,  I  do  fee  by  this  there  is  fomewhat  between 
And  before  God  I  could  wifh  it  otherwife*  (you, 

Flow.  Well  what  is  between  us,  can  hardly  be  alter'd: 
Sir  Lancelot^  I  am  to  ride  forth  to  morrow, 
That  way  which  I  muft  ride,  no  Man  muft  deny 
Me  the  Sun,  I  would  not  by  any  particular  Man, 
Be  denied  common  and  general  Paffage.    If  any  one 
Saith,  Flowerdaky  thou  pafTeft  not  this  way ; 
My  anfwer  is,  I  muft  either  on  or  return: 
But  return  is  not  my  Word,   I  muft  on  : 
If  I  cannot,  then  make  my  way,  nature 
Hath  done  the  laft  for  me,  and  there's  the  Fine* 

Lane.  Mr.  Flower  daley  every  Man  hath  one  Tongue, 
And  two  Ears;  Nature  in  her  Building, 
Is  a  moft  curious  Work-mafter. 

Flow.  That  is  as  much  as  to  fay,  a  Man  fliould  hear  more 
Than  he  mould  fpeak. 

Lane.  You  fay  true,  and  indeed  I  have  heard  more, 
Than  at  this  time  I  will  fpeak. 

Flow.  You  fay  well, 

Lane.  Slanders  are  more  common  than  Troths,  Matter 
Flower  dale,  but  Proof  is  the  Rule  for  both* 

Flow.  You  fay  true,  what  do  you  call  him 
Hath  it  there  in  his  third  Canton  ? 

Lane.  I  have  heard  you  have  been  wild:  I  have  belie v'd  it. 

Flow.  'Twas  fit,  'cwas  necefTary. 

Lane.  But  I  have  feen  fomewhat  of  late  in  you, 
That  hath  confirmM  in  me  an  Opinion  of 
GoodneG  toward  you. 

Flow.  PFaith,  Sir,  I  am  furel  never  did  you  harm: 
Some  good  I  have  done,  either  to  you  or  yours, 
I  am  tare  you  know  not,  neither  is  it  my  will  you  mould. 

Lane. 
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Lane.  Ay,  your  Will,  Sir. 

Flow.  Ay,   my  Will,  Sir  ;  'sfoot  do  you  know  ought  of 
Begod  and  you  do,  Sir,  I  am  abus'd.  (my  Will  ? 

Lane.  Go,  Mr.  Flower  dale*  what  I  knew,  I  know  ; 
And  know  you  thus  much  out  of  my  Knowledge, 
That  I  truly  love  you.     For  my  Daughter, 
She's  yours.  And  if  you  like  a  Marriage  better 
Than  a  Brawl,  all  quirks  of  Reputation  fet  a  fide,  go  with  me 
prefently:    And  where  you  mould  fight  a  bloody  Battel, 
you  (hall  be  married  to  a  lovely  Lady. 

Flow.  Nay  bur,  Sir  Lancelot  ? 

Lane.  If  you  will  not  imbrace  my  offer*  yet  allure  your 
felt  thus  much,  I  will  have  order  to  hinder  your  Encounter, 

Flow.     Nay  but  hear  me,  Sir  Lancelot. 

Lane.  Nay,  /tand  not  you  upon  imputative  Honour, 
'lis  meerly  unfound,  unprofitable,  and  idle 
Inferences  ;  your  Butinefs  is  to  wed  my  Daughter,  therefore 
give  me  your  prefent  word  to  do  it;  I  J]  go  and  provide  the 
Maid,   therefore  give  me  your  prefent  Refolution,   either 
now  or  never. 

Flow.  Will  you  fo  put  me  to  it  ?  (never. 

Lane.  Ay,  afore  God,  either  take  me  now,  or  take  me 
Life  what  I  thought  mould  be  our  match,  mall  be  our  parting, 
So  fare  you  well  for  ever. 

Flow.  Stay;  fall  out,  what  may  fap,   my  Love 
Is  above  all  :  I  will  come. 

Lane.  I  exp.d  you,  and  fo  fare  you  well. 

r   ,    ..         _.     ,  [Exit Sir  Lancelot. 

Path.  Now,  Sir,  how  ihall  we  do  for  wedding  Apparel? 

Flow.  By  the  Mafs  that's  true;  now  help  Kit, 
The  Marriage  ended,  we'll  make  amends  for  all. 

?***>-  We!/,  no  more,  prepare  you  for  your  Bride, 
V  e  will  not  want  for  Cloaths,  whatfoe'er  betide. 
t  ^'  Andmthr0ll^3!tfee,  when  once  I  have  my  Dower, 
In  Mirth  we'll  fpend   full  many  a  merry  Hour : 
As  for  this  Wench,   I  not  regard  a  Pin, 
It  is  her  Gold  muft  bring  my  Pleafures' in. 

Fatb.  Is't  poffible,  he  hath  his  fecond  living, 
Forfaking  God,  himfelf  to  the  Devil  giving; 
But  that  I  knew  his  Mother  firm  and  chaftf 
My  Heart  would  fay,  my  Head  fhe  had  difgrae'd; 

EHe 
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Elfe  would  I  (wear,  he  never  was  my  Sop, 
But  her  fair  Mind  fo  foul  a  deed  did  fhun. 

Enter  young  Flowerdale'j  Vvde. 

Vnc.  How  now,  Brother,  how  do  you  find  your  Son  ? 

Fath.  O  Brother,  heedlefs  as  a  Libertine, 
Ev'n  grown  a  Mafter  in  the  School  of  Vice, 
One  that  doth  nothing,  but  invent  Deceit ; 
For  all  the  Day  he  humours  up  and  down, 
How  he  the  next  Day  might  deceive  his  Friend  t 
He  thinks  of  nothing  but  the  prefent  time: 
For  one  Groat  ready  down,  he'll  pay  a  Shilling  ; 
But  then  the  Lender  muft  needs  ftay  for  it. 
When  I  was  young,  I  had  the  fcope  of  Youth* 
Both  wild,  and  wanton,  carelefs  and  defperates 
But  fuch  mad  Strains  as  he's  pofTeft  withal, 
I  thought  it  wonder  for  to  dream  upon. 

Vnc.  I  told  you  fo,  but  you  would  not  believe  it. 

Fath.  Well  I  have  found  it,  but  one  thing  comforts  me  $ 
Brother,  to  morrow  he's  to  be  married 
To  beauteous  Luce,  Sir  Lancelot  Spurcocl(s  Daughter, 

Vnc.  Is't  poflible  <* 

Fath.  'Tis  true,  and  thus  I  mean  to  curb  him  ; 
This  Day,  Brother,  I  will  you  ihall  arreft  him  ; 
If  any  thing  will  tame  him,  it  muft  be  that, 
For  he  is  rank  in  Mifchief,  chain'd  to  a  Life, 
That  will  encreafe  his  Shame,  and  kill  his  Wife. 

Vnc.  What,  arreft  him  on  his  wedding  Day  ? 
That  were  unchriftian,  and  an  unhuman  part : 
How  many  couple  ev'n  for  that  very  Day, 
Have  purchaft  feeen  Years  forrow  afterward  ? 
Foibear  it  then  to  Day,  do  it  to  Morrow, 
And  this  Day  mingle  not  his  Joy  with  Sorrow. 

Fath.  Brother,  I'll  have  it  done  this  very  Day, 
And  in  the  view  of  all,  as  he  c  mes  from  Church. 
Do  but  obferve  the  Courfe  that  he  will' take, 
Upon  my  life  he  will  forfwear  the  Debt  : 
And  for  we'll  have  the  Sum  ihall  not  be  flight, 
Say  that  he  owes  you  near  three  thoufand  Pound  .* 
Good  Bother,  let  it  be  done  immediately. 

Vnc.  Well,  feeing  you  will  have  it  fo, 
Brother  I'll  do'r,  and  ftraight  provide  the  Sheriff, 

Fath. 
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Path*  So  Brother,  by  this  means  mall  we  perceive 
What  Sir  Lancelot  in  this  pinch  will  do  : 
And  how  his  Wife  doth  ftand  affe&ed  to  him, 
Her  Love  will  then  be  tried  to  the  uttermoft  i 
And  all  the  reft  of  them.     Brother,  wh(at  I  will  do,^ 
Shall  harm  him  much,  and  much  avail  him  too.      [Exeutiu 

OU.  Cham  afhured  thick  be  the  Place,  that  the  fcoundrel 
Appointed  to  meet  me,  if  a  come,  zo  :  If  a  come  not,  zo. 
And  che  war  avife,  he  would  make  a  Coyftrel  an  us, 
Ched  vefe  him,  and  che  vang  him  in  hand,  che  would 
Hoyft  him,  and  give  it  him  too  and  again,  zo  chud : 
Who  a  been  there,  Sir  Arthur*  chil  flay  afide. 

Arth.  I  have  dog'd  the  Devon jbhrt  Man  into  the  Field* 
For  fear  of  any  harm  that  mould  befal  him  : 
I  had  an  inckling  of  that  yefternight, 
That  Flowerdale  and  he  fhould  meet  this  Morning. 
Though  of  my  Soul,  Oliver  fears  him  not, 
Yet  for  I'd  fee  fair  play  on  either  fide, 
Made  me  to  come,  to  fee  their  Valours  try'd— » 
Good  morrow  to  M after  Oliver. 

OU.  God  and  good  Morrow. 

Arth.  What,  Matter  Oliver ',  are  you  angry  ? 

OU.   What  an  it  be,  tyt  an  grieven  you  \ 

Arth.  Not  me  at  all,  Sir,  but  I  imagine 
By  your  being  here  thus  arm'd, 
You  flay  for  fome  that  you  fhould  fight  withal. 

OU.  Why  and  he  do,  che  would  not  dezire  you  to  take 
his  part. 

Arth.  No,  by  my  troth,  I  think  you  need  it  not* 
For  he  you  look  for,  I  think  means  not  to  come. 

OU.  No,  and  che  war  afhure  of  that,  ched  avefe  him  in 
another  Place. 

Enter  Daffidil. 

Dajf.  O,  Sir  Arthur  y  Matter  Oliver*  ay  the9 
Your  Love,  and  yours,  and  mine,  fweetMiftrefsL/sc* 
This  Morning  is  married  to  young  Flowerdale. 
Arth,  Married  to  Flower  dale  !  'tis  impoffible. 
OU.  Married,  Man .?  che  hope  thou  doft  but  j eft  2 
To  make  an  a  volowten  merriment  of  it. 

Daff.  O  'tis  too  true,  here  comes  his  Uncle. 
y<>  L*  VL  T  Enter 
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Enter  joungl+lowerdak'sVncle,  with  Sheriff  and  Officers. 
Vnc.  Good  morrow,  Sir  Arthur •,  good  morrow,  M after 

Oliver. 

OIL  God  and  good  Morn,  Mr.  Flowerdale.  I  pray  tellen 
us,  is  your  fcoundrel  Kinfman  married  ? 

Arth.  Mr.  Oliver^  call  him  what  you  will,  but  heismarried 
To  Sir  Lancelots  Daughter  here. 
tw,  Sir  Arthur ',  unto  her  ? 
Oli.  Ay,  ha  the  old  vellow  zerved  me  thick  a  trick  ? 
Why  Man,  he  was  a  promife,  chil  chud  a  had  her, 
Is  a  zitch  a  vox,  chil  look  to  his  Water  che  vor  him. 

Vnc,  TheMufick  plays;  they  are  coming  from  the  Church. 
Sheriff,  do  your  Office:  Fellows,  ftand  ftoutiy  to  it. 
Enter  all  to  the  Wedding. 
Oli.  God  give  you  Joy,  as  the  old  zad  Proverb  is,  and 
fome  Zorrow  among.     You  met  us  well,  did  you  not  ? 

Lane.  Nay,  be  not  angry,  Sir,  the  fault  is  in  me, 
I  have  done  all  the  wrong,  kept  him  from  coming  to  the  Field 
to  you,  as  I  might,  Sir,  for  I  am  a  Juftice,  and  fworn  to 
keep  the  Peace. 

Weath.  Ay  marry  is  he,  Sir,  a  very  Juftice,  and  fworn  to 
keep  the  Peace,  you  muft  not  difturb  the  Weddings. 
Lane.  Nay,  never  frown  nor  ftorm,  Sir,  if  you  do, 
I'll  have  an  order  taken  for  you. 
Oli.  Well,  well,  chil  be  quiet. 

Weath.  Mr.  Flowerdale,  Sir  Lancelot,  look  you,  who  here 
is?  Mr.  Flower  dale. 

Lane.  Mr.  Flower dale,  welcome  with  all  my  Heart. 
Flow.  Uncle,  this  is  (he  l'faith  :    Mailer  Under- Sheriff, 
Arreft  me?   At  whofe  Suit  ?  Draw,  Kit. 
Zinc*  At  my  Suir,  Sir. 

Lane.  Why,  what's  the  Matter,  Mr.  Flowerdale* 
Vnc.  This  is  the  matter,  Sir,  this  Unthrift  here 
Hath  cozen'd  you,  and  hath  had  of  me 
In  feveral  Sums  three  thoufand  Pound. 
Flow.  Why,  Uncle,  Uncle. 
Vnc.  Coufin,  Coufin,  you  have  Uncled  me, 
And  if  you  be  not  ftaid,  you'll  prove 
A  cozener  unto  all  that  know  you. 

Lane. 
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Lane.  Why,  Sir,  fuppofe  he  be  to  you  in  debt 
Ten  thoufand  Pound,  his  State  to  me  appears, 
To  be  at  Jeaft  three  thoufand  by  the  Year. 

Vnc.  O,  Sir,  I  was  too  late  inform'd  of  that  Plot, 
How  that  he  went  about  to  cozen  you  : 
And  form'd  a  Will,  and  fent  it  to  your  good 
Friend  there,  Matter  Weathercock*  in  which  was 
Nothing  true,  but  brags  and  lies. 

Lane.  Ha,  hath  he  not  fueh  Lordftiips, 
Lands,  and  Ships  ? 

Vnc.  Not  worth  a  Groat,  not  worth  a  Half-penny  hcJ 

Lane,  I  pray  tell  us  true,  be  plain,  young  Flower  dale* 

Flow,  My  Uncle  here's  mad, 
And  difpos'd  to  do  me  wrong, 
But  here's  my  Man  an  honeft  Fellow 
By  the  Lord,  and  of  good  Credit,  knows  all  k  true^ 

Fath.  Not  I,  Sir,  I  am  too  old  to  lie;  I  rather  know 
You  forg'd  a  Will,  where  every  Line  you  writ, 
You  ftudied  where  to  quote  your  Lands  might  lye.' 

Weath.  And  I  prithee  where  be  thy  honeft  Friends? 

Fath.  I'faith  no  where,  Sir,  for  he  hath  none  at  all. 

Weath.  Benedicity,  we  are  o'er-reach'd,  I  believe. 

Lane.    I  am  cozen'd,  and  my  hopefuH'ft  Child  undone* 

Flow.  You  are  not  cozen'd,  nor  is  fhe  undone, 
They  (lander  me,  by  this  Light,  they  (lander  me : 
Look  you,  my  Uncle  here's  an  Ufurer,  and  would  undo  mc> 
But  I'll  (land  in  Law,  do  you  but  bail  me,  you  (hall  do  no 
You  Brother  Civet,  and  Mafter  Weathercock^  do  but     ["more : 
Bail  me,  and  let  me  hive  my  Marriage  Mony 
Paid  me,  and  we'll  ride  down. 
And  there  your  own  Eyes  (hall  fee 
How  my  poor  Tenants  there  will  welcome  me. 
You  (hall  but  bail  me,  you  (hall  do  no  more, 
And  you,  greedy  Gnat,  their  bail  will  ferve. 

Vnc.  Ay,  Sir,  I'll  ask  no  better  bail. 

Lane.  No,  Sir,  you  fhall  not  take  my  bail,  nor  his," 
Nor  my  Son  Civet's,  I'll  not  be  cheated,  It 
Sheriff,  take  your  Prifoner,  I'll  not  deal  with  him  : 
Let's  Uncle  make  falfe  Dice  with  his  falfe  Bones, 
I  will  not  have  to  do  with  him:  Mock'd,  gull'd,  and  wrong'd  ( 

T  1  Comej 
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Come,  Girl,  though  it  be  late,  it  falls  out  well, 
Thou  malt  not  live  with  him  in  Beggar's  Hell. 

Luce.  He  is  my  Husband,  and  high  Heav'n  doth  know, 
With  what  unwillingnefs  I  went  to  Church, 
But  you  enforced  me,  you  compelPd  me  to  it : 
The  holy  Church-man  pronounc'd  thefe  Words  but  now, 
I  muft  not  leave  my  Husband  in  diftrefs : 
Now  I  muft  comfort  him,  not  go  with  you. 

Lane.  Comfort  a  Cozener?  On  my  curfe  forfake  him? 
Luce.  This  day  youcaus'd  me  on  your  Curfe  to  take  him: 
Do  not,  I  pray,  my  grieved  Soul  opprefs ; 
God  knows  my  Heart  doth  bleed  at  his  diftrefs- 

Lanc.  O  Mafter Weathercock? 
I  muft  confefs  I  fore'd  her  to  this  match. 
Led  with  Opinion  his  falfe  Will  was  true. 
Weathi  Ah,  he  hath  over-reach'd  me  too. 
Lane.  She  might  have  liv'd  like  Delia,  in  a  happy  Virgin's 
liate. 

Del.  Father,  be  patient,  Sorrow  comes  too  late. 
Lane.  And  on  her>Knees  (he  begg'd  and  did  intreat, 
If  fhe  muft  needs  tafte  a  fad  Marriage  Life, 
She  crav'd  to  be  Sir  Arthur  Gretnfiield's  Wife. 

Arth.  You  have  done  her  and  me  the  greater  wrong. 
Lane.  O  take  her  yet. 
Arth.  Not  I. 

Lane.  Or,  Mafter  Oliver,  accept  my  Child,  and  half  my 
Wealth  is  yours. 

OH.  No,  Sir,  chil  break  no  Laws. 
Luce.  Never  fear,  (he  will  not  trouble  you. 
Del.  Yet,  Sifter,  in  this  Paflion  do  not  run  headlong  to 
Confufion.     You  may  affecl:  him,  tho'not  follow  him. 
Franks  Do,  Sifter,  hang  him,  let  him  ^o* 
Weath.  Do  faith,  Miftrefs  Luce,  leave  him. 
Luce.  You  are  three  grofs  Fools,  let  me  alone, 
I  Avear,  1*11  live  with  him  in  all  his  moan. 
OH.  But  an  he  have  his  Legs  at  liberty, 
Cham  aveard  he  will  never  live  \*ith  you. 

Anh.  Ay,  but  he  is  now  in  Huckfters  handling  for  run- 
ning away. 

Lane. 
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Lane.  Hufwife,  you  hear  how  you  and  I  are  wrong'd, 
And  if  you  will  redrefs  it  yet  you  may  * 
But  if  you  ftand  on  terms  to  follow  him, 
Never  come  near  my  fight,  nor  look  on  me, 
Call  me  not  Father,  look  not  for  a  Groat, 
For  all  the  Portion  I  will  this  Day  give 
Unto  thy  Sifter  Frances* 

Fran.  How  fay  you  to  that,  Tom  ? 
I  (hall  have  a  good  deal, 
Befides,  I'll  be  a  good  Wife ;  and  a  good  Wife 
Is  a  good  thing  I  can  tell. 

Civ.  Peace,  Franks  I  would  be  forry  to  fee  thy  Sifter  caft 
away,  as  I  am  a  Gentleman. 

Lane.  What,  are  you  yet  refolv'd? 
Luce.  Yes,  I  am  refolv'd. 
Lane.  Come  then  away,  or  now,  or  never  come. 
Luce.  This  way  I  turn,  go  you  unto  your  Feaft, 
And  I  to  weep,  that  am  with  Grief  oppreft. 

Lane.  For  ever  fly  my  fight  :  Come,  Gentlemen, 
Let's  in,  I'll  help  you  to  far  better  Wives  than  her, 
Delia,  upon  my  Bleffing  talk  not  to  her, 
Bafe  Baggage,  in  fuch  hafte  to  Beggary? 

Vnc.  Sheriff,  take  your  Prifoner  to  your  charge. 
Flow.  Uncle,  be-gad  you  have  us'd  me  very  hardly, 
By  my  troth,  upon  my  Wedding-day. 

\Exetint  all  bat  Luce,  joun^  Flowerdale,  hit  Father^ 
Vnclef  Sheriff  and  Officers. 
Luce.  O  Mafter  Flowerdale,  but  hear  me  fpeak, 
Stay  but  a  little  while,  good  Mafter  Sheriff, 
If  not  for  him,  for  my  fake  pity  him  : 
Good  Sir,  flop  not  your  Ears  at  my  Complaint, 
My  Voice  grows  weak,  for  Womens  words  are  faint. 
Flow.  Look  you,  (he  kneels  to  you. 
Vnc.  Fair  Maid,  for  you,  I  love  you  with  my  Heart, 
And  grieve,  fweet  Soul,  thy  Fortune  is  fo  bad, 
That  thou  fhould'ft:  match  with  fuch  a  gracelefs  Youth, 
Go  to  thy  Father,  think  not  upon  him, 
Whom  Hell  hath  mark'd  to  be  the  Son  of  Shame. 
Luce.  Impute  his  wildnefs,  Sir,  unto  his  Youth, 
And  think  that  now's  the  time  he  doth  repent ; 
Alas,  what  good  or  gain  can  you  receive, 

T  1  \     To 
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To  imprifon  him  that  nothing  hath  to  pay  ? 
And  where  nought  is,  the  King  doth  lofe  his  due; 

0  pity  him  as  God  (hall  pity  you. 

Vnc.  Lady,  I  know  his  Humours  all  too  well, 
And  nothing  in  the  World  can  do  him  good, 
But  mifery  it  felf  to  chain  him  with. 

Luce.  Say  that  your  Debts  were  paid,  then  is  he  free  \ 

Vnc.  Ay,  Virgin,  that  being  anfwer'd,  I  have  done. 
But  to  him  that  is  all  as  impoffible, 
As  I  to  fcale  the  high  Pyramids. 
Sheriff,  take  your  Phfoner ;  Maiden,  fare  thee  well, 

Luce.  O  go  not  yet,  good  Mailer  Flowerdale  : 
Take  my  word  for  the  Debt,  my  Word,  my  Bond. 

FUw.  Ay,  by  Gad,  Uncle,  and  my  Bond  too. 

Luce.  Alas,  I  jne'er  ought  nothirg  but  I  paid  it  , 
And  I  can  work,  alas,  he  can  do  nothing: 

1  have  fome  Friends  perhaps  wiil  pity  me, 
His  chiefeft  Friends  do  feek  his  Mifery. 
All  that  I  can,  or  beg,  get,  or  receive, 
Shall  be  for  you :   O  do  not  turn  away  : 
Methinks  within  a  Face  fo  reverend, 

So  well  experienc'd  in  this  tottering  World, 
Should  have  fome  feeling  of  a  Maiden's  Grief : 
For  my  fake,  his  Father's  and  your  Brother's  fake, 
Ay,  for  your  Soul's  fake  that  doth  hope  for  Joy, 
Pity  my  ftate,  do  not  two  Souls  deftroy. 

Vnc.  Fair  Maid,  ftand  up;  not  in  regard  of  him, 
But  in  pity  of  thy  haplefs  Choice, 
I  do  releafe  him:  Mafter  Sheriff,  I  thank  you: 
And  Officers,  there  is  for  you  to  drink. 
Here,  Maid,  take  this  Many,  there  is  a  hundred  Angels ; 
And,  for  I  will  be  fure  he  (lull  not  have  it, 
Here,  Kefter,  take  it  you,  and  ufe  it  fparingly, 
But  let  not  her  have  any  want  at  all. 
Dry  your  Eyes,  Neice,  do  not  too  much  lament 
For  him,  whofe  Life  hath  been  in  riot  fpent : 
If  well  he  ufeth  thee,  he  gets  him  Friends, 
If  ill,  a  (harmful  end  on  him  depends  [Exit  Vncle. 

FUw.  A  plague  go  with  you  for  an  old  Fornicator: 
Come,  Kit>  the  Mony,  come,  honeft  Kit. 

F4tb.  Nay  by  my  Faith,  Sir,  you  ihall  pardon  me. 

Flrw. 
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Flow.  And  why,  Sir,  pardon  you?  give  me  the  Mony, 
vou  old  Rafcal,  or  I  will  make  you.  . 

£*«.  Pray  hold  your  Hands,  give  it  him  honeft  Friend. 

Fath.  If  you  be  to  content,  with  all  my  Hea:t. 

Flow.  Content,  Sir,  'sblood  me  mall  be  content 
Whether  me  will  or  no.    A  rattle-baby  come  to  follow  me  ! 
Go,  get  you  gone  to  the  greafie  Chuff  your  Father, 
Brine  me  your  Dowry,  or  never  look  on  me. 

ftk  Sir,. Ihe  hath  forfook  her  Father,  and  all  her  Friends 

r 

X  Hang  thee,  her  Friends  and  Father  all  together. 

F*tb.  Yet  part  with  fomethingto  provide  her  Lodging. 

Flow.  Yes,  I  mean  to  part  with  her  and  you,  but  il  l 
part  with  one  Angel,  hang  me  at  a  Poft.  I'll  rather  throw 
them  at  a  caft  of  Dice,  as  I  have  done  a  thoufand  of  their 

Fellows* 

Fath.  Nay  then  I  will  be  plain,  degenerate  Boy, 
Thou  hadft  a  Father  would  have  been  afoam  d. 

Flow.  My  Father  was  an  Afs,  an  old  Afs. 

Fath.  Thy  Father  ?  proud  licentious  Villain  : 
What  are  you  at  your  foils?  Ill  foil  with  you. 

Lace.  Good  Sir,  forbear  him. 

Fath.  Did  not  this  whining  Woman  hang  on  me, 
Td  teach  thee  what  it  was  to  abufe  thy  Father: 
Go  hang,  beg,  fhrve,  Dice,  Game,  that  when i  all  s  gone, 
Thou  may'ft  after  defpair  and  hang  thy  lelh 

Luce.  O  do  not  curfe  him. 

Fath.  I  do  not  curfe  him,  and  to  pray  for  him  were  vain, 
It  erieves  me  that  he  bears  his  Father's  Name. 

Flow.  Well,  you  old  Rafcal,  I  mall  meet  with  you. 
Sirrah,  get  you  gone,  I  will  not  ftnp  the  Livery 
Over  your  Ears/becaufe  you  paid  for  it: 
But  do  not  ufe  my  Name,  Sirrah, 
Do  you  hear  ?  Look  you  do  not 
Ufe  my  Name,  you  were  bed. 

Fath.  Pay  me  the  twenty  Pound  then  that  I  lent  you, 
Or  give  me  Security  when  I  may  have  it. 

Flow.  Fll  pay  thee  not  a  Penny, 
And  for  Security  I'll  give  thee  none. 
Minckins,  look  you  do  not  follow  me,  look  you  do  not : 

If  you  do,  Beggar,  I  (hall  flit  your  Nofe. 

T  4.  JLuCif 
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Luce.  Alas,  what  fhall  I  do? 
flow.  Why  turn  Whore,  that's  a  good  Trade, 
And  fo  perhaps  I'll  fee  thee  now  and  then. 

[Exit  Flowerdale* 

Luce.  Alas-the-day  that  ever  I  was  born. 

Fiith.  Sweet  Miftrefs,  do  not  weep,  I'll  flick  to  you. 

Luce.  Alas,  my  Friend,  I  know  not  what  to  do, 
My  Father  and  my  Friends,  they  have  defpis'd  me : 
And  I  a  wretched  Maid,  thus  caft  away, 
Knows  neither  where  to  go,  nor  what  to  fay, 

Fath.  It  grieves  me  at  the  Soul,  to  fee  her  Tears 
Thus  ftain  the  Crimfon  Rofes  of  her  Cheeks: 
Lady,  take  comfort,  do  not  mourn  in  vain, 
I  have  a  little  living  in  this  Town, 
The  which  I  think  comes  to  a  hundred  Pound, 
All  that  and  more  fhall  be  at  your  difpofe  ; 
I'll  ftrait  go  help  you  to  fome  ftrange  difguife, 
And  place  you  in  a  Service  in  this  Town : 
Where  you  fhall  know  all,  yet  your  felf  unknown  : 
Come,  grieve  no  more,  where  no  help  can  be  had, 
Weep  not  for  him,  that  is  more  worfe  than  bad. 

Luce.  I  thank  you,  Sir,  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Sir  Lancelot,  Mafter  Weathercock  and  the  reft. 

OIL  Well,  cha  a  bin  zerved  many  a  fluttiih  Trick, 
But  fuch  a  lerripoop  as  thick  ych  was  ne'er  a  farved. 

Lane.  Son  Civet,  Daughter  Frances,  bear  with  me, 
Yqu  fee  how  I  am  prefs'd  down  with  inward  Grief, 
About  that  lucklefs  Girl,  your  Sifter  Luce. 
But  'tis  fain  out  with  me,  as  with  many  Families  befide, 
They  are  rnoft  unhappy,  that  are  moft  belov'd. 

Civ.  Father,  'tis  fo,  'tis  even  fain  out  fo, 
But  what  remedy  ?  fet  Hand  to  your  Heart,  and  let  it  pafs, 
Here  is  your  Daughter  Frances  and  I,  and  we'll  not  fay, 
We'll  bring  forth  as  witty  Children,  but  as  pretty 
Children  as  ever  fhe  was ;  tho*  (he  had  the  prick 
And  praife  for  a  pretty  Wench  :  Bu?:  Father,  done  is 
The  Moufe,  you'll  come? 

Lane.  Ay,  Son  Civet,  I'll  come. 

Civ.  And  you,  Mafter  Oliver* 

Oli.  Ay,  for  che  a  vext  out  this  veaft,  chil  fee  if  a  gan 
IrU^e  a  better  veaft  tfer?. 

Civ. 
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Civ.  And  you,  Sir  Arthur  ? 

Arth.  Ay,  Sir,  although  my  Heart  be  fulJ, 
I'll  be  a  Partner  at  your  Wedding  Feaft. 

Civ.  And  welcome  all  indeed,  and  welcome;  comeFrankj 
are  you  ready  ? 

Frank.  Jeihue,  how  hafty  thefe  Husbands  are,  I  pray, 
Father,  pray  to  God  to  blefs  me. 

Lane.  God  blefs  thee,  and  I  do ;   God  make  thee  wife, 
Send  you  both  Joy,  I  wifh  it  with  wet  Eyes. 

Frank.  But,  Father,  ihall  not  my  Sifter  Delia  go  along 
with  us  ?  She  is  excellent  good  at  Cookery,  and  fuch 
things. 

Lane.  Yes  marry  (hall  (he  :  Delia,  make  you  ready. 

J)el.  I  am  ready,  Sir,  I  will  firft  go  to  Greenwich, 
From  thence  to  my  Coufin  Chefterfield,  and  fo  to  London. 

Civ.  It  (hall  fuffice,  good  Sifter  Delia,  it  (hall  fuffice, 
but  fail  us  nor,  good  Sifter,  give  order  to  Cooks  and  o- 
thers,  for  I  would  not  have  my  fweet  Frank^to  foil  her 
Fingers. 

Frank.  No  by  my  troth  not  I,  a  Gentlewoman,  and  a 
marrried  Gentlewoman  too,  to  be  Companion  to  Cooks, 
And  Kitchin-boys,  not  I  i'faith,  I  fcorn  that. 

Civ.  Why,  I  do  not  mean  thou  (halt,  fweet  Heart,  thou 
feeft  I  do  not  go  about  it ;  well,  farewel  too  ;  You  Gods 
pity  Mr.  Weathercock^  we  (hall  have  your  Company  too  I 

Weath.  With  all  my  Heart,  for  I  love  good  Cheer. 

Civ.  Well,  God  be  with  you  all,  come,  Frank. 

Frank.  God  be  with  you,  Father,  God  be  with  you, 
Sir  Arthur,  Mafter  Oliver,  and  Mafter  Weathercock^  Sifter, 
God  be  with  you  all :  God  be  with  you,  Father,  God  be 
with  you  every  one. 

Weath.  Why,  how  now,  Sir  Arthur^  all  a  mort,  Mafter 
Oliver,  how  now,  Man  ? 
Cheerly,  Sir  Lancelot,  and  merrily  fay, 
.^Vho  can  hold  that  will  away. 

Lane.  Ay,  die  is  gone  indeed,  poor  Girl,  undone, 
But  when  thefe  be  felf-whTd,  Children  muft  fmart. 

Art.  But,  Sir,  that  (he  is  wronged,  you  are  the  chiefeft 

[>uf?,  therefore  'tis  reafon  you  redrefs  her  wrong. 
Weath.  Indeed  you  muft.  Sir  Lancelot,  you  muft. 
Lane* 


3046  The  London  Prodigal. 

Lane*  Muft  ?  who  can  compel  me,  Mr.  Weathercock^ 
I  hope  I  may  do  what  I  lift. 

Weath.  I  grant  you  may,  you  may  do  what  you  lift. 

Olu  Nay,  but  and  you  be  well  evifen,  it  were  not  good, 
By  this  vrampolnefs,  and  vrowardnefs,  to  caft  away 
As  pretty  a  dowffabel,  as  am  chould  chance  to  fee 
In  a  Summers  Day;  chil  tell  you  what  chall  do, 
Chil  go  fpy  up  and  down  the  Town,  and  fee  if  I 
Can  hear  any  Tale  or  Tydings  of  her, 
And  take  her  away  from  thick  a  MefTel,  vor  cham 
Afhured,  heel  but  bring  her  to  the  fpoil, 
And  fo  var  you  well,  we  fhall  meet  at  your  Son  Civet's. 

Lane.  I  thank  you,  Sir,  I  take  it  very  kindly. 

jirth.  To  find  her  out,  I'll  fpendmy  deareft  Blood. 
So  well  I  lov'd  her,  to  affect  her  Good.         [Exeunt  Ambo. 

Lane.  O  M  after  Weathercock^ 
What  hap  had  I,  to  force  my  Daughter 
From  Mafter  Oliver,  and  this  good  Knight, 
To  one  that  hath  no  Goodnefs  in  his  Thought  ? 

Weath.  Ill  luck,  but  what  remedy  ? 

Lane.  Yes,  I  have  almoft  devifed  a  Remedy, 
Young  Eloncrdale  is  fure  a  Prifoner. 

Weath.  Sure  ?  nothing  more  fure. 

Lane.  And  yet  perhapshis  Uncle  hathreleas'd  him. 

Weath.  It  may  be  very  like,  no  doubt  he  hath. 

Lane.  Well  if  he  be  in  Prifon,  I'll  have  Warrants 
To  tache  my  Daughter  'till  the  Law  be  tried, 
For  I  will  fue  him  upon  Cozenage. 

Weath,  Marry  may  you,  and  overthrow  him  too. 

Lane.  Nay  that's  not  fo  ;    I  may  chance  be  fcoft, 
And  fentence  paft  with  him. 

Weath.  Believe  me,  fo  he  may,  therefore  take  heed. 

Lane,  Well  howfoever,  yet  I  will  have  warrants, 
In  Prifon,  or  at  Liberty,  all's  one  : 
You  will  help  to  ferve  them,  Mafter  WeathercockJ 

\Exeunu 
Enter  Flowerdale. 

Flow.  A  plague  of  the  DeviJ,  the  Devil  take  the  Dice. 
The  Dice,  and  the  Devil,  and  his  Dam  go  together  ; 
Of  all  my  hundred  golden  Angels, 
I  have  not  left  me  one  Denier : 

A 
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A  pox  of  come  a  five,  what  (hall  I  do  ? 

I  can  borrow  no  more  of  my  Credit  : 

There's  not  any  of  my  acquaintance,  Man  nor  Boy, 

But  I  have  borrowed  more  or  lefs  of  : 

I  would  I  knew  where  to  take  a  good  Purfe, 

And  go  clear  away,  by  this  Light  I'll  venture  for  it, 

Gods  lid  my  Sifter  Delia, 

I'll  rob  her,  by  this  Hand. 

Enter  Delia  and  Artichoak. 

Del.  T  prethee,  Artichoak  go  not  fo  fa  ft, 
The  Weather  is  hot,  and  I  am  fomething  weary. 

Art.  Nay  I  warrant  you,  Miftrefs  Delia,  I'll  not  tire  you 
With  leading,  we'll  go  an  extream  moderate  pace. 

Flow.  Stand,  deliver  your  Purfe. 

Art.  O  Lord,  Thieves,  Thieves.  [Exit  Artichoak. 

Flow*  Come,  come,  your  Purfe,  Lady,  your  Purfe. 

Del.  That  Voice  I  have  heard  often  before  this  time, 
What,  Brother  Flowerdale  become  a  Thief  ? 

Flow.  Ay,   plague  on't,   I  thank  your  Father 
But  Sifter,  come,  your   Mony,  come  : 
What  the  World  muft  find  me,  I  am  born  to  live, 
'Tis  not  a  Sin  to  fteal,  when  none  will  give. 

Del.  O  God,  is  all  Grace  baniiht  from  thy  Heart, 
Think  of  the  Shame  that  doth  attend  this  Fad". 

Flow.  Shame  me  no  Shames,  come  give  me  your  Purfe  ; 
I'll  bind  you,  Sifter,  left  I  fare  the  worfe. 

Del.  No,  bind  me  nor,  hold,  there  is  all  I  have, 
And  would  that  Mony  would  redeem  thy  Shame. 
Enter  Oliver,  Sir  Atthur,  and  Artichoak. 

Art.  Thieves,  Thieves,  Thieves. 

OIL  Thieves,  where  Man?  why  how  now,  Miftrefs  Delia. 
Ha  you  a  liked  to  been  a  robbed? 

Del.  No,  Mafter  Oliver,  'tis  Mafter  Flowerdale,  he  did 
but  jeft  with  me. 

OIL  How,  Flowerdale,  that  Scoundrel?  Sirrah,  you  meten 
us  well,  vang  the  that. 

Flow.  Well,   Sir,  Til  not  meddle  with  you,    becaufe  I 
have  a  Charge* 

Del.  Here  Brother  Flowerdale,    I'll  lend  you  this  fame 
Mony. 

kFlow.  I  thank  you,  Sifter. 


:1 
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OIL  I  wad  you  were  yfplit,  and  you  let  the  Mezel  have 
a  Penny ;  but  fince  you  cannot  keep  it,  chil  keep  it  my  felf. 

Arth.  'Tis  pity  to  relieve  him  in  this  fort, 
Who  makes  a  triumphant  Life  his  daily  fport. 

Del.  Brother,  you  fee  how  all  Men  cenfure  you, 
Farewel,  and  I  pray  God  amend  your  Life. 

OIL  Come,  chil  bring  you  along,  and  you  fafe  enough 
From  twenty  fuch  Scoundrels  as  thick  an  one  is, 
Farewel  and  be  hanged,  zyrrah,  as  I  think  fo  thou 
Wilt  be  fhortly ;  come,  Sir  Arthur. 

[Exeunt  all  but  Flowerdale* 

Flow.  A  plague  go  with  you  for  a  karfie  Rafcal ; 
This  Devonshire  Man  I  think  is  made  all  of  Pork. 
His  Hands  made  only  for  to  heave  up  Packs  : 
His  Heart  as  fat  and  big  as  his  Face, 
As  differing  far  from  all  brave  gallant  Minds, 
As  I  to  ferve  the  Hogs,  and  drink  with  Hinds, 
As  I  am  very  near  now  ,*  well  what  remedy, 
When  Money,  Means,  and  Friends,  do  grow  fo  fmall, 
Then  farewel  Life,  and  there's  an  end  of  all.  \Exiu 

Enter  young  Flowerdale'j  Father,  Luce  like  a  Dutch  Frow, 
Civet  and  his  Wife  Frances. 

Civ.  By  my  troth  God  a  Mercy  for  this,  good  Chriftopher* 
I  thank  thee  for  my  Maid,  like  her  very  well,  how  doft 
thou  like  her,  Frances  ? 

Fran.  In  good  Sadnefs,  Tom,  very  well,  excellent  well, 
She  fpeaks  fo  prettily,  I  pray  what's  your  Name  ? 

Luce.  My  name,  forfooth,  be  called  Tanihin. 

Fran.  By  my  troth  a  fine  Name  :  O  Tanik[nt  you  are  ex- 
cellent for  dreffing  ones  Head  a  new  Fafhion. 

Luce.  Me  fall  do  every  ting  about  da  Head. 

Civ.  What  Countrywoman  is  ilie,  Kefter  ? 

Fath,  A  Dutch  Woman,  Sir. 

Civ.  Why  then  (he  is  outlandiih,  is  Ihe  not  ? 

Fath,  Ay,  Sir,  fhe  is. 

Fran.  O  then  thou  canfl:  tell  how  to  help  me  to  Cheeks 
and  Ears  ? 

Luce*  Yes,  Miftrefs,  very  well. 

Fath.  Cheeks  and  Ears,  why,  Miftrefs  Frances,  want  you 

Cheeks  and  Ears  ?  methinks  you  have  very  fair  ones. 

Fran* 
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Fran.  Thou  art  a  Fool  indeed,  Tom,  thou  knoweft  what 
I  mean. 

Civ.  Ay,  ay,  Kejter,  'tis  fuch  as  they  wear  a  their  Heads, 
I  prith.e,  Kit,  have  her  in,  and  fhew  her  my  Houfe. 

Fatb.  I  will,  Sir;  come  Tanikin* 

Fran.  O  Tom,  you  have  not  buffed  me  to  day,  Tom. 

Civ.  No  Frances,  we  muft  not  ki fs  afore  Folks, 
God  fave  my  Franck. 

Enter  Delia  and  Artichoak. 
See  yonder,  my  Sifter  Delia  is  come,  welcome,  good  Sifter, 

Fran.  Welcome,  good  Sifter,  how  do  you  like  the  Tire 
of  my  Head  ? 

Del.  Very  well,  Sifter. 

Civ.   I  am  glad  you're  come,  Sifter  Delia,  to  give  order 
for  Supper,  they  will  be  here  foon. 

Art.  Ay,  but  if  good  luck  had  not  ferv'd,  fhe  had 
Not  been  here  now,  filching  Flowerdale  had  like 
To  pepper'd  us,  but  for  Mafter  Oliver,  we  had  been  robb'd. 

Del.  Peace,  firrah,  no  more. 

Fatb.  Robb'd  !   by  whom  ? 

Art.   Marry  by  none  but  by  Flowerdale,    he  is  turn'd 
Thief. 

Civ.  By  my  Faith,  but  that  is  not  well,  but  God  beprais'd 
For  your  Efcape,  will  you  draw  near,  Sifter  ? 

Fatb.  Sirrah,  come  hither,  would  Flowerdale,  he  that  was 
my  Mafter,  a  robbed  you,  I  prethee  tell  me  true  \ 

Art.   Yes  i'Faith,   even    that   Flowerdale  that   was  thy 
Mafter. 

Fatb.  Hold  thee,  there  is  a  French  Crown,  and  fpeak  no 
more  of  this. 

Art.  Not  I,  not  a  word,  now  do  I  fmell  Knavery: 
In  every  Purfe  Flowerdale  takes,  he  is  half : 
And  gives  me  this  to  keep  Counfel,  not  a  word  I. 

Fatb.  Why  God  a  Mercy. 

Fran.  Sifter,  look  here,   I  have  a  new  Dtttcb  Maid, 
And  (hefpeaksfo  fine,  it  would  do  your  Heart  good. 

Civ.  How  do  you  like  her,  Sifter  ? 

Del.  I  like  your  Maid  well. 

Civ.  Well,  dear  Sifter,  will  you  draw  near,  and  give  di- 
rections for  Supper,  Guefts  will  be  here  prefently. 

Del. 
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Del.  Yes,  Brother,  lead  the  way,  I'll  follow  youi 

\Exeunt  all  but  Delia  and  Luce. 
Hark  you,  Batch  Frow,  a  word. 

Luce.  Vat  is  your  vill  wit  me  ? 

Del.  Sifter  Luce,  'tis  not  your  broken  Language, 
Nor  this  fame  Habit,  can  difguife  your  Face 
From  I  that  know  you;  pray  tell  me,  what  means  this? 

Luce.  Sifter,  I  fee  you  know  me,  yet  be  fecret; 
This  borrowed  Shape  that  I  have  ta'en  upon  me, 
Is  but  to  keep  my  felf  a  fpace  unknown, 
Both  from  my  Father,  and  my  neareft  Friends; 
Until  I  fee  how  time  will  bring  to  pafs, 
The  defperate  Courfe  of  Mafter  Flower  dale. 

Del.  O  he  is  worfe  than  bad,  I  prethee  leave  him,' 
And  let  not  once  thy  Heart  to  think  on  him. 

Luce.  Donot  perfwade  me  once  to fuch  a  Thought, 
Imagine  yet,  that  he  is  worfe  than  nought ; 
Yet  one  good  time  may  all  that  111  undo, 
That  all  his  former  Life  did  run  into. 
Therefore,  kind  Sifter,  do  not  difclofe  my  Eftate, 
If  e'er  h's  Heait  doth  turn,  'tis  ne'er  too  late. 

Del.  Well,  feeing  no  Counfel  can  remove  yourMind, 
I'll  not  difclofe  you,  that  art  wilful  blind. 

Luce.  Delia,  I  thank  you.     I  now  mull:  pleafe  her  Eyes^ 
My  Sifter  Frances,  neither  fair  nor  wife.  [Extunt* 

Enter  Flowerdale  Solus. 

Flow.  On  goes  he  that  knows  no  end  of  his  Journey, 
I  have  pafs'd  the  very  utmoft  bounds  of  Shifting, 
I  have  no  Courfe  now  but  to  hang  my  felf; 
I  have  liv'd  fince  Yefterday  two  a  Clock,  of  a 
Spice-cake  I  had  at  a  Burial :  And  for  Drink, 
I  got  it  at  an  Ale-houfe  among  Porters,  fuch  as 
Will  bear  out  a  Man,  if  he  have  no  Mony  indeed* 
I  mean  out  of  their  Companies,  for  they  are  Men 
Of  good  Carriage.     Who  comes  here  ? 
The  two  Cony- catchers,  that  won  all  my  Mony  of  me. 
I'll  try  if  they'll  lend  me  any. 

Enter  Dick  and  Ralph. 
What  Mr.  Richard,  how  do  you  ? 
How  doft  thou  Ralph  f  By  Gad,  Gentlemen,  the  world 
Grows  bare  with  me,  will  you  do  as  much  as  lend 

Me 
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Me  an  Angel  between  you  both,  you  know  you 
Won  a  hundred  of  me  the  other  Day. 

Ralph.  How,  an  Angel  ?  Gad  damn  us  if  we  loft  not  every 
Penny  within  an  Hour  after  thou  wert  gone. 

Flow.  I  prethee  lend  me  fo  much  as  will  pay  for  my  Supper; 
I'll  pay  you  again,  as  I  am  a  Gentleman. 

Ralph.  I'Faith,  we  have  not  a  farthing,  not  a  mite*; 
I  wonder  at  it,  Mr.  Flowerdale> 
You  will  fo  carelefly  undo  your  felf ; 
Why  you  will  lofe  more  Mony  in  an  Hour, 
Than  any  honeft  Man  fpends  in  a  Year  ; 
For  Shame  betake  you  to  fome  honeft  Trade, 
And  live  not  thus  fo  like  a  Vagabond.  [Extant. 

Flow.    A  Vagabond  indeed,  more  Villains  you: 
They  gave  me  Counfel  that  firft  cozen'd  me ; 
Thofe  Devils  firft  brought  me  to  this  I  arr, 
And  being  thus,  the  firft  that  do  me  wrong. 
Well,  yet  I  have  one  Friend  left  in  ftore. 
Not  far  from  hence  there  dwells  a  Cockatrice, 
One  that  I  firft  put  in  a  Sattin  Gown, 
And  not  a  Tooth  that  dwells  within  her  Head, 
But  ftands  me  at  the  leaft  in  twenty  Pound  : 
Her  will  I  vifit  now  my  Coyn  is  gone, 
And  as  I  take  it  here  dwells  the  Gentlewoman. 
What  ho,  is  Miftrefs  Jlprkoc\  within  \ 

Enter  Ruffin. 
Rtif.  What  fawcy  Rafcal  is  that  which  knocks  (6  bold? 
O,  is  it  you,  old  Spend-thrift  ?  are  you  here  ? 
One  that  is  turned  Cozener  about  the  Town  : 
My  Miftrefs  faw  you,  and  fends  this  Word  by  me, 
Either  be  packing  quickly  from  the  Door, 
Or  you  fhall  have  fuch  a  Greeting  fent  you  ft  night, 
As  you  will  little  like  on,  you  had  beft  be  gone,        [Exk. 

Flow.  Why  Co,  this  is  as  it  Ihould  be,  being  poor, 
Thus  art  thou  ierv'd  by  a  vile  painted  Whore. 
Well,  fince  thy  damned  crew  do  fo  abufe  thee, 
I'll  try  of  honeft  Men,  how  they  will  ufe  me. 

Enter  an  ancient  Citizen* 
Sir,  I  befeech  you  to  take  Compaffion  of  a  Man  ; 
One  whofe  Fortunes  have  been  better  than  at  this  Iniraftt  1 
they  feem  to  be  :  but  if  I  might  crave  of  you  fo  much  little 

Portion, 
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Portion,  as  would  bring  me  to  my  Friends,  I  would  reft 
thankful,  until  I  had  requited  (o  great  a  Courtefie. 

Gt.  Fie,  fie,  young  Man,  this  Courfe  is  very  bad, 
Too  many  fuch  have  we  about  this  City ; 
Yiet  for  I  have  not  feen  you  in  this  fort, 
Nor  noted  you  to  be  a  common  Beggar, 
Hold,  there's  an  Angel  to  bear  your  Charges 
Down,  go  to  your  Friends,  do  not  on  this  depend. 
Such  bad  Beginnings  oft  have  worfer  Ends.  [Exit  C'\U 

Flow.  Worfer  ends  :  nay,  if  it  fall  out 
No  worfe  than  in  old  Angels  I  care  not, 
Nay,  now  I  have  had  fuch  a  fortunate  Beginning, 
I'll  not  let  a  fixpenny  Purfe  efcape  me  : 
By  the  Mafs  here  comes  another. 

Enter  a  Citizen's  Wife  with  a  Torch  before  her, 
God  blefs  you,  fair  Miftrefs. 

Now  would  it  pleafe  you,  Gentlewoman,  to  look  into  the 
Wants  of  a  poor  Gentleman,  a  younger  Brother,  I  doubt 
not  but  God  will  treble  reftore  it  back  again,  one  that 
never  before  this  time  demanded  Penny,  Half-penny,  nor 
Farthing. 

Cit.  Wife*  Stay,  Alexander,  now  by  my  Troth  a  very 
proper  Man,  and  'tis  great  Pity  ;  hold,  my  Friend,  there's 
all  the  Mony  I  have  about  mc,  a  couple  a  Shillings,  and 
God  blefs  thee. 

Flow.  Now  God  thank  you,  fweet  Lady  ;  if  you  have 
any  Friend,  or  Garden-houfe,  where  you  may  imploy  a 
poor  Gentleman  as  your  Friend,  I  am  yours  to  command 
in  all  fecret  Service. 

Gt.  Wife.  I  thank  you  good  Friend,  I  prithee  \tt  me  fee 
that  again  I  gave  thee,  there  is  one  of  them  a  brafs  Shillings 
give  me  them,  and  here  is  half  a  Crown  in  Gold. 

[He  gives  it  her* 
Now  out  upon  thee,  Rafcal :  fecret  Service  !  what  doft  thou 
make  of  me  ?  It  were  a  good  Deed  to  have  thee  whipt  2 
Now  I  have  my  Mony  again,  111  fee  thee  hang'd  before  I  give 
thee  a  Penny.     Secret  Service  ?  on,  good  Alexander. 

[Exeunt  Ambo. 

Flow.  This  is  villanous  luck,  I  perceive  DifTionefty 
.  Will  not  thrive ;  here  comes  more,  God  forgive  me, 
Sir  Atbttr  and   Mr.  Oliver,  aforegod  I'll  fpeak  to  therri. 

God 
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God  faveyou,  Sir  Arthur;  God  fave  you,  Mr.  Oliver. 

Oli.  Been  you  there,  zirrah,  come  will  you  taken  your 
felf  to  your  Tools,  Coyftrel  ?  T 

Flow.  Nay,  Mr.  Oliver,  I'll  not  fight  with  you, 
Alas,  Sir,  you  know  it  was  not  my  doings, 
It  was  only  a  Plot  to  get  Sir  Lancelot's  Daughter  : 
By  Gad  I  never  meant  you  harm, 

Oli.  And  whore  is  the  Gentlewoman  thy  Wife,  Mezel  I 
Whore  is  (he,  Zirrah,  ha  ? 

Flow.  By  my  troth,  Mr.  Oliver,  fick,  very  fick  ; 
And  Gad  is  my  Judge,  I  know  not  what  means  to  make  for 
her,   good  Gentlewoman. 

Olu  Tell  me  true,  is  ihe  fick  ?  tell  me  true  itch'  vife  thee. 

Flow.  Yes  faith,  I  tell  you  true :  Mr.  Oliver,  if  you  would 
do  me" the  (mail  kindnefs,  hut  to  lend  me  forty  Shillings: 
So  Gad  he'p  me,  I  will  pay  you  fo  foon  as  my  Ability  ftiali 
make  me  able,  as  I  am  a  Gentleman. 

Oli.  Well  thou  zaift  thy  Wife  iszick;  hold,  there's  vor- 
ty  Shillings,  give  it  to  thy  Wife,  look  thou  giveither,  or  I 
Hi  all  zo  vcz:  thee,  thou  wert  not  zo  vezed  this  zeven  year, 
look  to  it. 

Artb.  I'faith,  Mr.  Oliver,  it  is  in  vain 
To  <?ive  to  him  that  never  thinks  of  her. 

Oli.  Well,  would  che  could  yvind  it. 

Flow.  I  tell  you  true,  Sir  Arthur,  as  I  am  a  Gentleman. 

Oli.  Well,  fare w el  zirrah  :  come,  Sir  Arthur. 

[Exeunt  Ambo. 

Flow.  By  the  Lord,  this  is  excellent. 
Five  golden  Angels  compaft  in  an  Hour, 
If  this  Trade  hold,  I'll  never  feek  a  new. 
Welcome,  fweet  Gold,  and  Beggary  adieu* 

Enter  Vncle  and  Father, 

Vnc.  See,  Kefier,  if  you  can  find  the  Houfe. 

Flow.  Who's  here,  my  Uncle,  and  my  Man  Kefier  I 
By  the  Mafs  'tis  they. 

How  do  you  Uncle,  how  doft  thou,  Kefier  f 
By  my  troth,  Uncle,  you  muft  needs  lend 
Me  fomeM)ny,  the  poor  Gentlewoman 
My  Wife,  fo  Gad  help  me,  is  very  fick. 
I  was  rob'd  of  the  hundred  Angels 
You  gave  me,  they  are  gone. 

Vol.  VI.  U  VtfCm 
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Vnc*  Ay,  they  are  gone  indeed,  come,  Kefier,  away. 
Flow*  Nay,  Uncle,  do  you  hear,  good  Uncle  ? 
Vnc.  Out  Hypocrite,  1  will  not  hear  thee  fpeak, 
Come,  leave  him,  Kefier, 
Flow.  Kefier,  honeft  Kefier. 
Fath.  Sir,  I  have  nought  to  fay  to  you, 
Open  the  Door  to  my  Kin,  thou  had'ft  beft 
Lock't  faft,  for  there's  a  falfe  Knave  without. 

Flow.  You  are  an  old  lying  Rafcal, 
So  you  are.  [Exeunt  ambo. 

Enter  Luce. 
Luce.  Vat  is  de  matter,  Vat  be  you,  Yonker  ? 
Flow.  By  this  light  a  Dutch  Frow,  they  fay  they  are  cal- 
led kind,  by  this  Light  1*11  try  her. 

Luce.  Vat  be  you,  Yonker,  why  do  you  not  fpeak  ? 
Flow.  By  my  troth,  Sweet  Heart,  a  poor  Gentleman  that 
would  defire  of  you,  if  it  (land  with  your  liking,  the  bounty 
of  your  Purfe. 

Enter  young  Flowerdale'j  Father. 
Luce.  O  here  God,  (o  young  an  Armine. 
Flow.  Armine,  Sweet-heart,  I  know  not  what  you  mean 
by  that,  but  I  am  almofl:  a  Beggar. 

Luce.   Are  you  not  a  married  Man,  vere  been  yourVife? 
Here  is  all  I  have,  take  dis. 

Flow.  What  Gold,  young  Frow?  this  is  brave. 
Fath.  If  he  have  any  Grace,  he'll  now  repent. 
Luce.  Why  fpeak  you  not,  vere  be  yourVife? 
Flow.  Dead,  dead,  (he's  dead,  'tis  (he  hath  undone  me? 
Spent  me  all  I  had,   and  kept  Rafcals  under  my  Nofe  to 
brave  me. 

Luce.  Did  you  ufe  her  vrll? 

Flow.  Ufe  her,  there's  never  a  Gentlewoman  in  England 
could  be  better  ufed  than  I  did  her;    I  could  but  Coach 
her;  her  Diet  flood  me  in  forty  pound  a  Month,  but  flie 
is  dead,  and  in  her  Grave  my  Cares  are  buried. 
Luce.  Indeed  dat  vas  not  fcone. 
Fath.  He  is  turn'd  more  Devil  than  he  was  before. 
Flow.  Thou  doft  belong  to  Matter  Civet  here,  doft  thou 
not  ? 

Luce.  Yes,  me  do. 

Flow. 
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Flow.  Why  there's  it,  there's  not  a  handful  of  Plate 
But  belongs  to  me,  Gad's  my  Judge: 
If  I  had  fuch  a  Wench  as  thou  art, 
There's  never  a  Man  in  England  would  make  more 
Of  her,  than  I  would  do,  lo  (he  had  any  ftock. 

[They  call  within. 
O  why  Tamkin. 

Luce.  Stay,  one  doth  call,  I  fhall  come  by  and  by  a- 
pain. 

Flow.  By  this  Hand,  this  Dutch  Wench  is  in  love  with  me, 
Were  it  not  admirable  to  make  her  fteal 
All  Civet's  Plate,  and  run  away. 

Fath.  Twere  beaftly.     O  Mafter  Flowerdale, 
Have  you  no  fear  of  God,  nor  Confcience: 
What  do  you  mean,  by  this  vile  courfe  you  take/ 

Flow.  What  do  I  mean?  why,  to  live,  that  I  mean.1 

Fath.  To  live  in  this  fort,  fie  upon  the  courfe, 
Your  Life  doth  (how,  you  ate  a  very  Coward. 

Flow.   A  Coward,  I  pray  in  what  ? 

Fath.  Why  you  will  borrow  Six-pence  of  a  Boy. 

Flow.  'S  nails,  is  there  fuch  a  Cowardice  in  that  ?  I 
dare  borrow  it  of  a  Man,  ay,  and  of  the  talleft  Man  in 
England^  if  he  will  lend  it  me:  Let  me  borrow  it  how  I 
can,  and  let  them  come  by  it  how  they  dare.  And  it  is 
well  known,  I  might  ride  out  a  hundred  times  if  I  would, 
fo  I  might. 

Fath.  It  was  not  want  of  Will,  but  Cowardice, 
There  is  none  that  lends  to  you,  but  know  they  gain: 
And  whit  is  that  but  only  ftealth  in  you? 
Delia  might  hang  you  now,  did  not  her  Heart 
Take  pity  of  you  for  her  Sifter's  fake. 
Go  get  you  hence,  left  ling'ring  here  you  ftay, 
You  fall  into  their  Hands  you  look  not  for. 

Flow.  Ill  tarry  here,  'till  the  Dutch  Frow  comes^ 
If  all  the  Devils  in  Hell  were  here.  {Exit  Father* 

Enter  Sir  Lancelot,  Mr.  Weathercock,  and  Artichoak. 

I      Lane.  Where  is  the  Door  ?   are  we  not  paft  it,  Arti- 
choak}. 
Art.  By  th'  Mafs  here's  one, 
I'll  ask  him  :  Do  you  hear,  Sir  ? 

What,  are  you  fo  proud  ?  do  you  hear,  which  is  the  way 

V  1  To 
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To  Mr.  Civet's  Houfe  ?  what,  will  you  not  fpeak? 
O  me,  this  is  filching  flower  dale. 

Lane.  O  wonderful,  is  this  lewd  Villain  here  ? 
O  you  cheating  Rogue,  you  Cut-purfe,  Cony- catcher, 
What  Ditch,  you  Villain,  is  my  Daughter's  Grave  ? 
A  cozening  Rafcal,  that  muft  make  a  Will, 
Take  on  him  that  ftricT:  Habit,  very  that : 
When  he  mould  turn  to  Angel,  a  dying  Grace, 
I'll  Father-in-Law  you,  Sir,  I'll  make  a" Will: 
Speak,  Villain,  where's  my  Daughter? 
Poifon'd,  I  warrant  you,  or  knock'd  a  the  Head  : 
And  to  abufe  good  M a fter  Weathercock  with 
His  forg'd  Will,  and  Mafter  Weathercock^ 
To  make  my  grounded  Refolution; 
Than  to  abufe  the  Devon  flrire  Gentleman: 
Go,  away  with  him  to  Pnfon. 

Flow.  Wherefore  to  Prifon?  Sir,  I  will  not  go. 
Enter  Mafter  Civet,  his  Wife^  Oliver,  Sir  Arthur,  young 

Flowerdalc^  Father,  Vncle,  and  Delia. 
Lam.  O  here's  his  Uncle: 
Welcome,  Gentlemen,  welcome  all: 
Such  a  Cozener,  Gentlemen,  a  Murderer  too 
For  any  thing  I  know,  my^aughter  is  miffing, 
Hath  been  look'd  for,  cannot  be  found,  a  vi!d  upon  thee. 

Vnc.  He  is  my  Kiofman,  although  his  Life  be  vile, 
Therefore,  in  God's  name,  do  with  him  what  you  will. 
Lane.  Marry  to  Prifon. 

Flow.  Wherefore  to  P/ifon,  fnick-up  ?   I  owe  you  no- 
thing. 

Lane.  Bring  forth  my  Daughter  then,  away  with  him. 
Flow.  Go  feek  your  Daughter,   what  do  you  lay  to  my 
Charge'? 
'  l^anc.  Sufpicion  of  Murder,  go,  away  with  him. 
Flow.  Murder  your  Dogs,  I  murder  your  Daughter? 
Come,  Uncle,  I  know  you'll  Bail  oie. 

Vnc.  Not  I,  were  there  no  more, 
Than  I  the  Jaylor,  thou  the  Prifoner. 
Lane.  Go,  away  with  him. 

Enter  Luce  like  &  Frow. 
Luce.  O  my  Life,  where  will  you  ha  de  Man  ? 
Vat  ha  de  Yonker  done? 

Weath. 
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Weath.  Woman,  he  hath  kili'd  his  Wife. 
Luce.  His  Wife,  dat  is  not  good,  dat  is  not  feen. 
Lane.  Hang  not  upon   him,  Hufwife,  if  you  do  I'll  lay 
you  by  him. 

Luce.  Have  me  no,  and  or  way  do  you  have  him, 
He  tell  me  dat  he  love  nie  heartily. 

Fran.   Lead  away  my  Maid  to  Prifon  !  why,  Tom,  will  you 
fuffer  that  ? 

Civ.  No,  by  your  leave,  Father,  (he  is  no  Vagrant: 
She  is  my  Wife's  Chamber-maid,  and  as  true  as  the 
Skin  between  any  Man's  Brows  here. 

Lane.  Go  to,  you're  both  Fools : 
Son  Civet,  of  my  Life  this  is  a  Plot, 
Some  ftragling  Counterfeit  profer'd  to  you  : 
.   No  doubt  to  rob  you  of  your  Plate  and  Jewels : 
I'll  have  you  led  away  to  Prifon,  Trull. 

Luce.  I  am  no  Trull,  neither  Outlandifh  Frow, 
Nor  he,  nor  I  (hall  to  the  Prifon  go: 
Knowfyou  me  now?  nay,  never  ftand  amaz'd. 
Father,  I  know  I  have  offended  you. 
And  though  that  Duty  wills  me  bend  my  Knees 
To  you  in  Duty  and  Obedience; 
Yet  this  ways  do  I  turn,  and  to  him  yield 
My  Love,  my  Duty,  and  my  Humblenefs. 

Lane.  Baftard  in  Nature,  kneel  to  fuch  a  Slave  ? 

Luce.  O  Matter  Fiowcrdale,  if  too  much  Grief 
Have  not  flopt  up  the  Organs  of  your  Voice, 
Then  fpeak  to  her  that  is  thy  faithful  Wife, 
Or  doth  Contempt  of  me  thus  tie  thy  Tongue? 
Turn  not  away,  I  am  no  *s£thiope. 
No  wanton  Creffid,  nor  a  changing  Hellen  : 
But  rather  one  made  wretched  by  thy  Lofs. 
What  turn'ft  thou  ftill  from  me  ?  O  then 
I  guefs  thte  wofuH'ft  among  haplefs  Men. 

Flow.  I  am  indeed,  Wife,  wonder  among  Wives! 
Thy  Chaftity  and  Virtue  hath  infus'd 
Another  Soul  in  me,  red  with  Defame, 
For  in  my  blufhing  Cheeks  is  feen  my  Shame. 

Lane.  Out  Hypocrite,  I  charge  thee  trufl  him  not. 

Luce.  Not  truft  him? by  the  hopes  of  after  Blife 

know  no  Sorrow  can  be  compar'd  to  his.  h 

U  3  Lane* 
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Lane.  Well,  fince  thou  wert  ordain'd  to  Beggary, 
Follow  thy  Fortune,  I  defie  thee. 

Oli.  Ywood  che  were  fo  well  ydouffed  as  was  ever  white 
Cloth  in  tocking  Mill,  an  che  ha  not  made  me  weep. 

Fath.  If  he  hath  any  Grace  he'll  now  repent. 

Arth.  It  moves  my  Heart. 

Weath*  By  my  troth  I  muft  weep,  I  cannot  chufe. 

Vnc.  None  but  a  Bead  would  fuch  a  Maid  mifufe. 

Flout.  Content  thy  felf,  I  hope  to  win  his  Favour, 
And  to  redeem  my  Reputation  loft  : 
And,  Gentlemen,  believe  me,  I  befeech  you, 
I  hope  your  Eyes  (hall  behold  fuch  Change, 
As  (hall  deceive  your  Expectation. 

Oli.  I  would  che  were  fpht  now,  but  che  believe  him. 

Lane.  How,  believe  him  I 

IVeath.  By  the  Matkins,  I  do. 

Lane.  What  do  you  think  chat  e'er  he  will  have  Grace? 

Weath.  By  my  Faith  it  will  go  hard. 

Oli.  Well,  che  voryeheis  chang'd  ;  and,  Mr.Flowerdale, 
in  hope  you  been  fo,  hold  there's  vorty  pound  toward  your 
setting  up;  what  be  not  afhamed,  vang  it  Man,  vang  it,  be 
a  good  Flusband,  loven  to  your  Wife  :  And  you  (hall  not 
want  for  vorty  more,  I  che  vor  thee. 

Arth.  My  means  are  little,  but  if  you'll  follow  me, 
I  will  inftruft  you  in  my  ableft  Power : 
But  to  your  Wife  I  give  this  Diamond, 
And  prove  true  Diamond  fair  in  all  your  Life. 

Flow.  Thanks,  good  Sir  Arthur*.  Mr.  Oliver* 
You  being  my  Enemy,  and  grown  fo  kind, 
Binds  me  in  all  endeavour  to  reftore. 

Oli,  What,  reftore  me  no  reftorings,  Man, 
I  have  vorty  Pound  more  here,  vang  it : 
Zouth  chil  devie  London  elfe:  What,  do  not  think  me 
A  Mezel  or  a  Scoundrel,    to  throw  away  my  Mony?   che 
have  an  hundred  Pound  more  to  pace  of  any  good  Spo- 
tation  :  I  hope  your  under  and  your  Uncle  will  vollow  my 
zamplas. 

Vnc.  You  have  gueft  right  of  me,  if  he  leave  off  this 
courfe  of  Life,  he  mall  be  mine  Heir. 

Lane.  But  he  (hall  never  get  a  Groat  of  me  ; 
A  Cozener,  *  Deceiver,  one  that  kill'd  his  painful 

Father^ 
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Father,  honed  Gentleman, 

That  pafs'd  the  fearful  danger  of  the  Sea, 

To  get  him  living,  and  maintain  him  brave. 

Weath.  What  hath  he  kill'd  his  Father? 

Lane.  Ay,  Sir,  with  conceit  of  his  vile  Courfes. 

Path.  Sir,  you  are  mifinform'd. 

Lane.  Why,  thou  old  Knave,  thou  told'ft  me  fo  thy  k\L 

Fath.  I  wrong'd  him  then  : 
And  toward  my  Matter's  Stock, 
There's  twenty  Nobles  for  to  make  amends. 

Flow.  No,  Kefier,  I  have  troubled  thee,  and  wrong'd  thee 
What  thou  in  love  gives,  I  in  love  reftore.  [more, 

Fran.  Ha,  ha,  Sifter,  there  you  plaid  bo-peep  with 
Torn,  what  fhall  I  give  her  toward  Houfhold? 
Sifter  Delia,  fhall  I  give  her  my  Fan? 

Del.  You  were  beft  ask  your  Husband, 

Fran.  Shall  I,  Tom7, 

Gv.  Ay,  do,  FranJ^  I'll  buy  thee  a  new  one,  with  a  Jong* 
er  handle. 

Fran.  A  ruflet  one,  Tom. 

Civ.  Ay  with  ruffet  Feathers. 

Fran.  Here,  Sifter,  there's  my  Fan  toward  Houfhold,  to 
keep  you  warm. 

Luce.  I  thank  yon,  Sifter. 

Weath.  Why  this  is  well,  and  toward  fair  Luce's  Stock, 
here's  forty  Shillings  :  And  forty  good  Shillings  more, 
111  give  her,  marry.  Come  Sir  Lancelot,  I  muft  have  you 
Friends. 

Lane.  Not  I,  all  this  is  Counterfeit, 
He  will  confume  it,  were  it  a  Million. 

Fath.  Sir,  what  is  your  Daughter's  Dower  worth  ? 

Lane.  Had  fhe  been  married  to  an  honeft  Man, 
It  had  been  better  than  a  thoufand  Pound. 

Fath*  Pay  it  him,  and  Til  give  you  my  Bond, 
To  make  her  Jointure  better  worth  than  three. 

Lane.  Your  Bond,  Sir  I  why,  what  are  you? 

Fath.  One  whofe  word  in  London,  tho'  I  fay  it, 
Will  pafs  there  for  as  much  as  yours. 
Lane.  Wert  not  thou  late  that  Unthrift's Serving-man? 

U  4  Fath. 
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Fath.  Look  on  me  better,  now  my  Scar  is  off: 
Ne'er  mufe  Man,  at  this  Metamorphoiie. 
Lane,  M  after  Flower  dale ! 
Flow*  My  Father!  OI  (hame  to  look  on  him, 
Pardon,  dear  Father,  the  Follies  that  are  paft. 

Fath.  Son,  Son,  I  do,  and  joy  at  this  thy  Change, 
And  applaud  thy  Fortune  in  this  virtuous  Maid, 
Whom  Heav'n  hath  fent  to  thee  to  fave  lhy  Soul. 

Luce.  This  addeth  Joy  to  Joy,  high  Hcav'n  be  prais'd. 
Weath.  Mr.  Flowcrdale,  welcome  from  Death,  good  Mr, 

(FLowerdale. 
*Twas  faid  fo  here,  'twas  faid  fo  here  good  Faith, 
.  Fath.  I  caus'd  that  Rumour  to  be  fpread  my  felf, 
Becaufe  Pd  fee  the  Humours  of  my  Son, 
Which  to  relate  the  Circumftance  is  needled  : 
And  Sirrah,  fee  you  run  no  more  into  that  fame  Difeaft : 
For  he  that's  once  cur'd  of  that  Malady, 
Of  Riot,  Swearing,  Drunkennefs,  and  Pride, 
And  falls  again  into  the  like  diftrefs, 
That  Fever  is  deadly,  doth  'till  Death  endure : 
Such  Men  die  mad,  as  of  a  Calenture. 

Flow*  Heav'n  helping  me,  I'll  hate  the  courfe  as  Hell. 
Vnc,  Say  it,  and  do  it,  Coufin,  all  is  well. 
Lane*  Well,  being  in  hope  you'll  prove  an  honeft  Man, 
I  take  you  to  my  favour.     Brother  Flowerdale, 
Welcome  with  all  my  Heart:  I  fee  your  Care 
Hath  brought  thefe  Ads  to  this  Conclufion, 
And  I  am  glad  of  it,  come  let's  in  and  feafr. 

Olh  Nay  zoft  you  a  while,  you  promisM  to  make 
Sir  Arthur  and  me  amends,  here  is  your  wifeft 
Daughter,  fee  which  an's  fhe'll  have. 

Lane.  A  God's  name,  you  have  my  good  will,  get  hers. 
Olu  How  fay  you  then,  Damfel. 
Del.  I,  Sir,  am  yours. 

Oli.  Why,  then  fend  for  a  Vicar,  and  chil  have  it 
Difpatched  in  a  trice,  fo  chil. 

Del.  Pardon  me,  Sir,  I  mean  I  am  yours, 
In  Love,  in  Duty,  and  ArTe&ion. 
But  not  to  love  as  Wife,  fliall  ne'er  be  faid, 
Delta  was  buried,  married*  but  a  Maid. 
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Arth.  Do  not  condemn  your  felf  for  ever, 
Virtuous  Fair,  you  were  born  to  love. 

Olu  Why  you  fay  true,  Sir  Arthur,  (he  was  ybore  to  it, 
So  well  as  her  Mother ;  but  I  pray  you  fhew  us 
Some  Zamples  or  Reafons  why  you  will  not  marry? 

Del.  Not  that  I  do  condemn  a  married  Life> 
For  'tis  no  doubt  a  fan&imonious  thing  : 
But  for  the  care  and  croffes  of  a  Wife, 
The  trouble  in  this  World  that  Children  bring, 
My  Vow's  in  Heav'n  in  Earth  to  live  alone, 
Husbands,  howfoever  good,  I  will  have  none. 

OU.  Why  then,  chil  live  a  Batchelor  too, 
Che  zet  not  a  vig  by  a  Wife,  if  a  Wife  zet  not  a  vig 
By  me :  Come,  (hall's  go  to  Dinner  ? 

Fath.  To  morrow  I  crave  your  Companies  in  Murk^Une : 
To  Night  we'll  frolick  in  Mr.  Civet's  Houfe, 
And  to  each  Health  drink  down  a  full  Caroufe. 
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ACT  I.    SCENE  I. 

Enter  Hodge,  and  two  other  Smiths^  Servants  to 

old  Cromwell. 

> 

HODGE. 
OME,    Matters,  I  think  it  be  paft  five  a 
Clock,  is  it  not  time  we  were  at  Work?  my 
old  Matter  he'll  be  ftirring  anon. 

i  Smith.  I  cannot  tell  whether  my  old  Ma- 
iler will  be  ftirring  or  no;  but  I  am  fure  I 
can  hardly  take  my  Afternoons  Nap,  for  my 
young  Matter  Thomas,  he  keeps  fuch  a  quile  in  his  Study, 
with  the  Sun,  and  the  Moon,  and  the  feven  Stars,  that  I  do 
verily  think  he'll  read  out  his  Wits, 
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Hodge.  He  Skill  of  the  Stars  \ 
There's  Goodman  Car  of  Fulham, 

He  that  carried  us  to  the  ftrong  Ale,  where  Goody  Trundel 
Had  her  Maid  got  with  Child  :  O,  he  knows  the  Stars, 
He'll  tickle  you  Charles's  Wain  in   nine  Degrees  : 
That  fame  Man  will  tell  Goody  Trundel 
When  her  Ale  fhall  mifcarry,  only  by  the  Stars. 

z  Smith*  Ay,  that's  a  great  Virtue  indeed;  I  think  Thomas 
Be  no  Body  in  companion  to  him. 

i  Smith.  Well,  Matters,  come,  fhall  we  to  our  Hammers? 
Hodge.    Ay,   content  ;    firft    let's    take   our   Mornings 
Draught,  and  then  to  work  roundly. 

%  Smith.  Ay,  agreed,  go  in,  Hodge.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  young  Cromwell. 
Crom.  Good  Morrow,   Morn,  I  do  falute  thy  brightnefs, 
The  Night  feems  tedious  to  my  troubled  Soul : 
Whofe  black  Obfcurity  binds  in  my  Mind 
A  thoufand  fundry  Cogitations : 
And  now  Aurora  with  a  lively  die, 
Adds  Comfort  to  my  Spirit  that  mounts  on  high.' 
Too  high  indeed,  my  ftate  being  fo  mean  : 
My  Study  like  a  mineral  of  Gold, 
Makes  my  Heart  proud,  wherein  my  hope's  inroll'd; 
My  Books  are  all  the  Wealth  I  do  poffefs, 
And  unto  them  I  have  ingag'd  my  Heart  ; 
O,  Learning,  how  divine  thou  feem'ft  to  me ! 
Within  whofe  Arms  is  all  Felicity. 
Peace  with  your  Hammers,  leave  your  knocking  there, 

[Here  within  they  beat  with  their  Hammers. 
You  do  difturb  my  Study  and  my  Reft  ; 
Leave  off,  I  fay,  you  mad  me  with  the  Noife. 
Enter  Hodge,  and  the  two  Men. 
Hodge.  Why,  how  now,  M after  Thomas^  how  now ; 
Will  you  not  let  us  work  for  you  \ 

Crom.  You  fret  my  Heart,  with  making  of  this  Noife. 
Hodge.  How,  fret  your  Heart  ?  Ay,  but  Thomas^  you'll 
Fret  your  Father's  Purfe  if  you  let  us  from  Working. 

z  Smith.  Ay,  this  'tis  for  him  to  make  him  a  Gentleman : 
Shall  we  leave  work  for  your  mufing  *  that's  well  i'faith  ; 
But  here  comes  my  old  Matter  now. 

Enter 
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Enter  old  Cromwell. 

Old  Crom.  You  idle  Knaves,  what  are  you  loytring  now  ? 
No  Hammers  walking,  and  my  work  to  do  ? 
What  not  a  Heat  among  your  work  to  day  f 

Hodge.   Marry,  Sir,   your  Son  Thomas  will  not  let  us 
work  at  all. 

Old  Crom.  Why  Knave  I  fay,  have  I  thus  cark'd  and  car'd, 
And  all  to  keep  thee  like  a  Gentleman, 
And  dofl  thou  let  my  Servants  at  their  work; 
That  fweat  for  thee,  Knave  ?  labour  thus  for  thee  ? 

Crom.  Father,  their  Hammers  do  offend  my  Study, 

Old  Crom.  Out  of  my  Doors,  Knave,  if  thou  lik'ft  it  not; 
I  cry  you  Mercy,  are  your  Ears  fo  fine  ? 
I  tell  thee,  Knave,  thefe  get  when  I  do  fleep  ; 
I  will  not  have  my  Anvil  ftand  for  thee. 

Crom.  There's  Mony,  Father,  I  will  pay  your  Men. 

[He  throws  Mony  among  them. 

Old  Crom.  Have  I  thus  brought  thee  up  unto  my  Coft, 
In  hope  that  one  Day  thou  would'ft  relieve  my  Age, 
And  art  thou  now  fo  lavifli  of  thy  Coin, 
To  fcatter  it  among  thefe  idle  Knaves  ? 

Crom.  Father  be  patient,  and  content  your  felf, 
The  time  will  come  I  (hall  hold  Gold  as  trafh  : 
And  here  I  fpeak  with  a  prefaging  Soul, 
To  build  a  Pahce  where  now  this  Cottage  ftands, 
As  fine  as  is  King  Henry's  Houfe  at  Sheen.  (Beggar  ; 

Old  Crom.  You  build  a  Houfe  ?   you  Knave,  you'll  be  a 
Now  afore  God  all  is  but  caft  away 
That  is  beftow'd  upon  this  thriftlefs  Lad  : 
Well,  had  I  bound  him  to  fome  honeft  Trade, 
This  had  not  been;  but  it  was  his  Mother's  doing, 
To  fend  him  to  the  Univerfity  : 
H '  w?  build  a  Houfe  where  now  this  Cottage  ftands, 
As  fair  as  rhat  at  Sheen  I  he  fhall  not  hear  me. 
A  good  Boy  Tom,  I  con  thee  thank  Tom, 
Well  faid  Tom,  Grammarcies  Tom : 
In  to  your  work,  Knaves ;  hence  faucy  Boy. 

[Exeunt  all  but  young  Cromwell. 

Crom.  Why  lliould  my  Birth  keep  down  my  mounting 
Are  not  all  Creatures  fubject  unto  time  ?  (Spirit  I 

To  time,  who  doth  abufe  the  World, 

And 
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And  fills  it  full  of  hodge  podge  Bafhrdy  ; 
There's  Legions  now  of  Beggars  on  the  Earth, 
That  their  Original  did  fpring  from  Kings ; 
And  many  Monarchs  now,  whofe  Fathers  were 
The  riff-raff  of  their  Age  ;  for  Time  and  Fortune 
Wears  out  a  noble  train  to  Beggary ; 
And  from  the  Dunghii  Minions  do  advance 
To  State  ;  and  mark,  in  this  admiring  World 
This  is  but  Courfe,  which  in  the  name  of  Fate 
Is  feen  as  often  as  it  whirls  about : 
The  River  Thames  that  by  our  Door  doth  pafs, 
His  firft  beginning  is  but  fmall  and  mallow, 
Yet  keeping  on  his  Courfe  grows  to  a  Sea. 
And  likewife  Wolfey,  the  wonder  of  our  Age, 
His  Birth  as  mean  as  mine,  a  Butcher's  Son  ; 
Now  who  within  this  Land  a  greater  Man  f 
Then,  Cromwell,  cheer  thee  up,  and  tell  thy  Soul, 
That  thou  may'ft  live  to  flourifh  and  controul. 

Enter  old  Cromwell. 
Old  Crom.  Tom  Cromwell,  what  Tom  I  fay. 
Crom.  Do  you  call,  Sir  ? 

Old  Crom.  Here  is  Mafter  Bowfer  come  to  know  if  you 
have  difpatch'd  his  Petition  for  the  Lords  of  the  Counfel, 
or  no. 

Crom.  Father,  I  have,  pleafe  you  to  call  him  in. 
Old  Crom.  That's  well  faid,  Tom,  a  good  Lad,  Tom* 

Enter  Mafter  Bowfer. 
Bow.  Now,  Mafter  Cromwell,  have  you  difpatch'd  this 
Petition  ? 

Crom*  I  have,  Sir,  here  it  is,  pleafe  you  perufe  it. 
Bow.  It  (hall  not  need,  we'll  read  it  as  we  go  by  Water. 
And,  Mafter  Cromwell,  I  have  made  a  Motion 
May  do  you  good,  and  if  you  like  of  it. 
Our  Secretary  at  Antwerp,  Sir,  is  dead, 
And  the  Merchants  there  have  fent  to  me, 
For  to  provide  a  Man  fit  for  the  place  : 
Now  I  do  know  none  fitter  than  your  felf, 
If  with  your  liking  it  ftand,  Mafter  Cromwell. 

Crom.  With  all  my  Heart,  Sir,  and  I  much  am  bound, 
In  Love  and  Duty  for  your  Kindnefs  fhown. 

Old 
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Old  Crom.  Body  of  me,  Tom, 
Make  hafte,  left  fome  Body 
Get  between  thee  and  home,  Tom, 
I  thank  you,  good  Mafter  Bowfer, 
I  thank  you  for  my  Boy, 

I  thank  you  always,  I  thank  you  moft  heartily,  Sir  : 
Ho,  a  Cup  of  Beer  here  for  Mafter  Bowfer. 

Bow.  It  mail  not  need,  Sir :  Mafter  Cromwell,  will  you 
go? 

Crom.  I  will  attend  you,  Sir. 

Old  Crom.  Farewel,  Tom,  God  blefs  thee,  Tom, 
God  fpeed  thee,  good  Tom.  [Excnnt, 

Enter  Bagot,  a  Broker,  folus. 

Bag.  I  hope  this  day  is  fatal  unto  fome, 
And  by  their  lofs  mult  Bagot  feek  to  gain. 
This  is  the  Lodging  of  Mafter  Friskjbal, 
A  liberal  Merchant,  and  a  Florentine, 
To  whom  Banifier  owes  a  thoufand  Pound, 
A  Merchant-Bankrupt,  whofe  Father  was  my  Mafter. 
What  do  I  care  for  pity  or  regard, 
He  once  was  wealthy,  but  he  now  is  fall'n, 
And  this  Morning  have  I  got  him  arrefted 
At  the  Suit  of  Mafter  Friskibal, 
And  by  this  means  fhall  I  be  fure  of  Coin, 
For  doing  this  fame  good  to  him  unknown : 
And  in  good  time,  fee  where  the  Merchant  comes. 

Enter  Friskibal. 
Good  morrow  to  kind  Mafter  Friskibal, 

Frif  Good  morrow  to  your  felf,  good   Mafter  Bagot^ 
And  what's  thq  News  you  are  fo  early  ftirring? 
It  is  for  Gain,  I  make  no  doubt  of  that. 

Bag.  It  is  for  the  Love,  Sir,  that  I  bear  to  you. 
When  did  you  fee  your  Debtor  Banifier  f 

Frif.  I  promife  you,  I  have  not  feen  the  Man 
This  two  Months  day,  his  Poverty  is  fuch, 
As  I  do  think  he  fhames  to  fee  his  Friends. 

Bag.  Why  then  affure  your  felf  to  fee  him  ftraight, 
For  at  your  Suit  I  have  arrefted  him, 
And  here  they  will  be  with  him  prefently. 

Frif.  Arreft  him  at  my  Suit  $  you  were  to  blame, 
I  know  the  Man's  misfortunes  to  be  fuch, 
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As  he's  not  able  for  to  pay  the  Debt, 

And  were  it  known  to  iome,  he  were  undone. 

Bag.    This  is  your  pitiful  Heart  to  think  it  fo^ 
But  you  are  much  deceiv'd  in  Banifler  : 
Why,  fuch  as  he  will  break  for  Fafhion  fake, 
And  unto  thofe  they  owe  a  thoufand  Pound, 
Pay  fcarce  a  hundred.     O,  Sir,  beware  of  him* 
The  Man  is  lewdly  given  to  Dice  and  Drabs, 
Spends  all  he  hath  in  Harlots  companies, 
It  is  no  mercy  for  to  pity  him  : 
I  fpeak  the  truth  of  him,  for  nothing  elfe, 
But  for  the  kindnefs  that  I  bear  to  you. 

Frif.  If  it  be  Coy  he  hath  deceiv'd  me  much, 
And  to  deal  ftri&ly  with  fuch  a  one  as  he, 
Better  fevere  than  too  much  lenity  : 
But  here  is  Mifter  Banifier  himfelf, 
And  with  him,  as  I  take't,  the  Officers. 

Enter  Banifter,  his  Wife>  and  two  Officers, 
Ban.  ^O  Mafter  Friskibal,  you  have  undone  me : 
My  ftate  was  well  nigh  overthrown  before, 
Now  altogether  down-caft  by  your  means. 

Airs.  Ban,  O,  Mr.  Friskibal,  pity  my  Husband's  cafe* 
He  is  a  Man  hath  liv'd  as  well  as  any> 
'Till  envious  Fortune,  and  the  ravenous  Sea 
Did  rob,  difrobe,  and  fpoil  us  of  our  own. 

Frif.  Miftrefs  Banifier,  I  envy  not  your  Husband* 
Nor  willingly  would  I  have  us'd  him  thus: 
But  that  1  hear  he  is  fo  lewdly  given, 
Haunts  wicked  Company,  and  hath  enough 
To  pay  his  Debts,  yet  will  not  be  known  thereof. 

Ban.  This  is  that  damned  Broker,  that  fame  Bagott 
Whom  I  have  often  from  my  Trencher  fed  : 
Ingrateful  Villain  for  to  ufc  me  thus. 

Bdjr.  What  I  have  faid  to  him  is  nought  but  Truth. 
Mrs. Ban.  What  thou  haft  faid  fprings  from  an  envious  Heart. 
A  Cannibal  that  doth  eat  Men  alive  : 
But  here  upon  my  Knes  believe  me,  Sir, 
And  what  I  fpeak,  fo  help  me  God,  is  true, 
We  fcarce  have  Meat  to   ftcd  our  lirt?e  Babes: 
Mcfl  of  our  Plate  is  in  that  Broker's  Hand* 

Which 
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Which  had  we  Mony  to  defray  our  Debts, 

0  think,  we  would  not  bide  that  Penury  : 
Be  merciful,  kind  Mafter  Friskibal, 

My  Husband,  Children,  and  my  felf  will  eat 
But  one  Meal  a  day,  the  other  will  we  keep  and  felk 

Frif.  Go  to,  I  fee  thou  art  an  envious  Man. 
Good  Miftrefs  Banifter,  kneel  not  to  me, 

1  pray  rife  up,  you  mail  have  your  defire> 
Hold  Officers;  be  gone,  there's  for  your  pains, 
You  know  you  owe  to  me  a  thoufand  Pound, 
Here  take  my  Hand,  if  e'er  God  make  you  able, 
And  place  you  in  your  former  ftate  again, 
Pay  me  :  but  if  ftill  your  Fortune  frown, 
Upon  my  Faith  I'll  never  ask  you  Crown  : 

I  never  yet  did  wrong  to  Men  in  thrall, 

For  God  doth  know  what  to  my  felf  may  fall. 

Ban,  This  unexpected  Favour  undeferv'd, 
Doth  make  my  Heart  bleed  inwardly  with  joy: 
Ne'er  may  ought  profper  with  me  is  my  own, 
If  I  forget  this  kindnefs  you  have  mown. 

Mrs.  Bah.  My  Children  in  their  Prayers  both  night  and  day* 
For  your  good  Fortune  and  Succefs  mall  pray. 

Frif.  I  thank  you  both,  I  pray  go  dine  with  me, 
Within  thefe  three  Days,  if  God  give  me  leave, 
I  will  to  Florence  to  my  native  heme. 
Hold,  Bagot,  there's  a  Portague  to  drink, 
Although  you  ill  deferv'd  it  by  your  merit; 
Give  not  fuch  cruel  fcope  unto  your  Heart; 
Be  fure  the  ill  you  do  will  be  requited  t 
Remember  what  I  fay,  Bagoty  farewell 
Come,  Mafter  Banifter,  you  mall  with  me," 
My  Fare's  but  fimple,  but  welcome  heartily. 

[  Exeunt  all  bat  Bagor. 

Bag.  A  Plague  go  with  you,  would  you  had  eat  your  laft, 
Is  this  the  thanks  I  have  for  all  my  pains? 
Confufion  light  upon  you  all  for  me: 
Where  he  had  wont  to  give  a  fcore  of  Crowns, 
Doth  he  now  foift  me  with  a  Portague? 
Well,  I  will  be  reveng'd  upon  this  Banifter. 
I'll  ro  his  Creditors,  buy  all  the  Debts  he  owes, 
As  fceming  that  I  do  it  for  good  will, 
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I  am  Cure  to  have  them  at  an  eafie  rate ; 

And  when  'tis  done,  in  Chriftendomhe  flays  net, 

But  I'il  make  his  Heart  t'ake  with  forrow, 

And  if  that  Banfter  become  my  Debtor, 

B.  Hiaven  and  Earth  I'll  make  his  Plague  the  greater. 

\_Exit  Bagoc, 
Enter  Chorus. 

Cho.  Now,  Gentlemen,  imagine 
7hat  Young  Cromwell  is  in  Antwerp, 
Ledger  for  the  Englifti  Merchants : 
And  Baniftef,  to  pun  this  Bagot's  hate, 
Hearing  that  he  hath  got  fome  of  his  Debts, 
I  fed  to  Antwerp,  with  his  Wfe  and  Children, 
Which  Bagot  hearing,  is  gone  after  them  : 
And  thither  fends  his  Bills  of  Debt  before. 
To  be  rcvengd  on  wretched  Banifter  .* 
What  doth  fall  out,  with  Patience  fa  and  fee > 
A  j aft  Requital  of  falfe  Treachery*  Exit* 

Enter  C  rem  well  in  his  Stud],  with  Bags  of  Mony  before 
him,  cafting  of  Account. 

Crom.  Thus   far  my  reckoning  doth  go  ftraight  and  ev'n, 
Bur,  Cromwell,  this  lame  plodding  fits  not  thee; 
Thy  JVJind  is  altogether  fet  on  Travel, 
And  nor  to  live  thus  cloyfler'd,  like  a  Nunf 
It  is  not  this  fame  trafh,  that  I  regard, 
Experience  is  the  Jewel  c£  my  Heart. 

Enter  a  Pofr. 

Toft.  I  pray,  Sir,  are  you  ready  to  difpatch  me? 

Crom.  Yes,  here's  thole  Sums  of  Mony  you  rauft  carry. 
You  go  fo  far  as  Eranhford,  do  you  not  \ 

Poft.  I  do,  Sir. 

Crom.  Well,  prethee  make  all  the  hafte  thou  canft, 
For  there  be  certain  Englift)  Gentlemen 
Are  bound  for  Venice,  and  may  happily  want, 
And  if  that  you  mould  linger  by  the  way: 
But  in  hope  that  you  will  make  good  fpeed, 
There's  two  Angels  to  buy  you  Spurs  and  Wands. 

Poft.  I  thank  yoi?,  Sir,  this  will  add  wings  indeed. 

Cro-m.  Gold  is  of  pov/r  to  make  an  Eagles  fpeed. 
Enter  M'ftrefs  Banifter. 
What  Gcjnlcwcrnan  is  this,  that  grieves  fo  much? 

It 
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It  Teems  fhe  doth  addrefs  her  felf  to  me. 

Mrs.  Bftn.  God  fave  you,  Sir,  pray  is  your  Name  Mailer 
Cromwell  f 

Crom.  My  Name  is  Thomas  Cromwell,  Gentlewoman, 
Mrs.  Ban.  Know  you  not  one  Bagot,  Sir,  that's  come  to 
Antwerp  ? 

Crom.  No,  truft  me,  I  never  faw  the  Man, 
But  here  are  Bills  of  Debt  I  have  received 
Againft  one  Banlfler,  a  Merchant  fall'n  into  decay. 

Mrs.  Ban.  Into  decay  indeed,  long  of  that  Wretch: 
I  am  the  Wife  to  woful  Banificr, 
And  by  that  bloody  Villain  am  purfu'd, 
From  London,  here  to  Antwerp  : 
My  Husband  he  is  in   the  Governor's  Hands, 
And  God  of  Heav'n  knows  how  hcMdeal  with  him  ; 
Now,  Sir,  your  Heart  is  fram'd  of  milder  Temper, 
Be  merciful  to  a  diftreffed  Soul, 
And  God  no  doubt  will  treble  blefs  your  Gain. 

Crom.  Good  Mifirefs  Baniftcr,  what  I  can,  I  will, 
In  any  thing  that  lies  within  my  pow'r. 

Mrs.  Ban.  O  fpeak  to  Bagot,  that  fame  wicked  Wretch, 
An  Angel's  Voice  may  move  a  damned  Devil. 
Crom    Why  is  he  come  to  Antwerp,  as  you  hear? 
Mrs.  Ban.  I  heard  he  landed  fometwo  Hours  fince. 
Crom.  Well,  Miftrefs  Banifter,  allure  your  kit, 
Til  (peak  to  Bagot  in  your  own  behalf, 
And  win  him  t'all  the  pity  that  I  can: 
Mean  time,  to  comfort  you,  in  your  diftreft, 
Receive  thefe  Angels  to  relieve  your  need, 
And  be  affur'd,  that  what  I  can  erTe6r, 
To  do  you  good,  no  way  I  will  neglect. 

Mrs.  &*#.That  mighty  God  that  knows  each  Mortal's  Heart, 
Keep  you  from  trouble,  forrow,  grief  and  fmart. 

[Exit  Mifirefs  Banifter 
Crom.  Thank*,  courteous  Woman,  for  thy  hearty  Pray'i ; 
It  grieves  my  Soul  to  fee  her  mifery, 
But  we  that  live  under  the  Work  of  Fate, 
May  hope  th?  befr,  yet  know  not  to  what  ftate 
Our  Stars  and  Deftinies  have  us  affign'd, 
Fickle  is  Fortune,  and  her  Face  is  blind.  [Exit. 
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Enter  Bagot  Solus, 

'Bag,  So,  all  goes  well,  it  is  as  I  would  have  it, 
Banifier,  he  is  with  the  Governor : 
And  fhortly  fhall  have  Gyve* upon  his  Heels, 
It  glads  my  Heart  to  think  upon  the  Slav$; 
I  hope  to  have  his  Body  rot  in  Prifon, 
And  after  here,  his  Wife  to  hang  her  k]f, 
And  all  his  Children  die  for  want  of  Food. 
The  Jewels  I  have  brought  to  Antwerp 
Are  reckon'd  to  be  worth  five  thoufand  Pound, 
Which  fcarcely  flood  me  in  three  hundred  Pound ; 
I  bought  them  at  an  eafie  kind  of  rate, 
I  care  not  which  way  they  came  by  them 
That  fold  them  me,  it  comes  not  near  my  Heart; 
And  left  they  fhould  be  ftoln,  as  fure  they  are, 
I  thought  it  meet  to  fell  them  here  in  Antwerp, 
And  fo  have  left  them  in  the  Governor's  Hand, 
Who  offers  me  within  two  hundred  Pound 
Of  all  my  Price :  but  now  no  more  of  that, 
I  muft  go  fee  and  if  my  Bills  be  fafe, 
The  which  I  fent  to  Mafter  Cromwell, 
7  hat  if  the  Wind  fhould  keep  me  on  the  S&i, 
He  might  arreft  him  here  before  I  came: 
And  in  good  time,  fee  where  he  is:  Gcdfaveyou,Sir> 

Enter  Cromwell. 

Crom.  And  you;  pray  pardon  me,  Iknow  you  not. 

Bag.   It  may  be  fo,  Sir,  but  my  Name  is  Bagot* 
The  Man  that  knt  to  you  the  Bills  of  Debt. 

Crom,  O,  the  Man  that  purfues  Banifier, 
Here  are  the  Bills  of  Debt  you  fent  to  me  : 
As  for  the  Man,  you  know  beft  where  he  is; 
It  is  reported  you've  a  Flinty  Heart, 
A  Mind  that  will  not  ftoop  to  any  Pity; 
An  Eye  that  knows  not  how  to  flied  a  Tear, 
A  Hand  that's  always  open  for  Reward: 
But,  Mafter  Bagot,  would  you  be  ruPd  by  me, 
You  fhould  turn  all  theft  tp  the  contrary ; 
Your  Heart  fnould  ftill  have  feeling  of  remorfe, 
Your  Mind,  according  to  your  State,  be  liberal 
To  thnfe  that  ftand  in  need,  and  in  diftrefs; 
Year  Hand  to  help  them  that  do  ftand  in  want, 
Rather  than  with  your  Poife  to  hold  them  down,  Fc 
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For  every  ill  turn  (how  your  felf  more  kind, 
Thus  (hould  I  do;  pardon,  I  fpeak  my  Mind. 

Bag.  I,  Sir,  you  fpeak  to  hear  what  I  would  hy} 
Put  you  muft  live,  I  know,  as  well  as  I  : 
I  know  this  Place  to  be  Extortion, 
And  'tis  not  for  ft  Man  to  keep  fafe  here, 
But  he  muft  lye,  cog,  with  his  deareft  Friend; 
And  as  for  Pity,   fcorn  it,  hate  all  Confcience: 
But  yet  I  do  commend  your  Wit  in  this, 
To  make  a  (how  of  what  I  hope  you  are  not, 
But  I  commend  you,  and  it  is  well  done: 
This  is  the  only  way  to  bring  your  Gain. 

Crom.  My  Gain?  I  had  rather  chain  me  to  an  Oar? 
And  like  a  Slave,  there  toil  out  all  my  Life, 
Before  I'd  live  fo  bafe  a  Slave  as  thou. 
I,  like  an  Hypocrite,  to  make  a  fhow 
Of  fe:ming  Virtue,  and  a  Devil  within? 
No  Bagot,  if  thy  Confcience  w ere  as  clear, 
Poor  hamper  ne'er  had  been  troubled  here. 

Bag,  Nay,  good  M after  Cromwelly  be  not  angry,  Sir, 
I  know  full  well  that  you  are  no  fuch  Man, 
But  if  your  Confcience  were  as  white  as  Snow, 
It  will  be  thought  that  you  are  otherwife. 

Crom.  Will  it  bethought  that  I  am  otherwife? 
Let  them  that  think  fo,  know  they  are  deceived; 
Shall  Cr omwell  live  to  have  his  Faith  mifconfter'd? 
Antwerp,,  for  all  the  Wealrh  within  thy  Town, 
I  will  not  tarry  here  full  two  Hours  longer: 
As  good  luck  ferves,  my  Accounts  are  ail  made  even, 
Therefore  I'll  ftraighr  unto  the  Treafurer : 
Bagoty  I  know  you'll  to  the  Governor, 
Commend  me  to  him,  fay  I  am  bound  to  Travel, 
To  fee  the  fruitful  Parts  of  Italy; 
And  as  you  ever  bore  a  Chriftian  Mind, 
Let  Banifler  fotne  Favour  of  you  find. 

Bag.  For  your  fake,  Sir,  I'll  help  him  all  I  can, 
To  fhrve  his  Heart  out  e'er  he  gets  a  Grost; 
So,  Mafter  Cromwell)  do  I  take  my  leave, 
For  I  muft  ftraight  unto  the  Governor.  [Exit  Ba*»orv 

Crom.  Farewel,  Sir,  pray  you  remember  what  {  faid. 
►JO|  Cromwell^  no3  thy  Heart  was  ne'er  fo  bafe, 
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To  live  by  Falfhood,  or  by  Brokery;  N  .^^Wft 

But  Jt  falls  out  well,  I  little  it  repent, 
Hereafter,  time  in  Travel  fhall  be  fpent. 

Enter  Hodge,  his  Father's  Man, 
Hodge.  Your  Son  Thomas^  quoth  you,  I  have  been  The*  lo 
mafi;  I  had  thought  it  had  been  no  fuch  matter  to  a  gone  by 
Water ;  for  at  Pntnej  I'll  go  you  to  Parifo-Gnxden  for  two  H 
Pence,  fit  as  ftill  as  may  be,  without  any  wagging  or  joulting 
in  my  Guts,  in  a  little  Boat  too  :  Here  we  were  fcarcefour 
Miles  in  the  great  green  Water,  but  I  thinking  to  go  to  my 
Afternoon's  Lunchines,  as  'twas  my  manner  at  home,  but  I 
felt  a  kind  of  riling  in  my  Guts  :  At  Iail,  one  of  the  Sailors 
fpying  cf  me,  be  a  good  cheer,  fays  he,  fet  down  thy  Viclu- 
a's,  and  up  with  if,  thou  haft  nothing  but  an  Eel  in  thy 
Belly:  Well,  to't  went  I,  to  my  Vi&uals  went  the  Sailors, 
and  thinking  me  to  be  a  Man  of  better  Experience  than  any 
in  the  Ship,  ask'd  me  what  Wood  the  Ship  was  made  of  : 
They  all  fwore  I  told  them  as  right  as  if  I  had  been  acquaint- 
ed with^the  Carpenter  that  made  it  :  At  Jail  we  grew  near 
Land,  and  I  grew  villanous  hungry,  went  to  my  Bag,  the 
Devil  a  bit  there  was,the Sailors  had  tickled  me;  yet  I  cannot 
blame  them,  it  was  a  part  of  kindnefs,  for  I  in  kindnefs  told 
them  what  Wood  the  Ship  was  made  of,  and  they  in  kind- 
nefs eat  up  my  Victuals,  as  indeed  one  good  turn   asketh 
another:  Well,  would  I,   could  I,  find  my  Mailer  Thomas 
in  this  Butch  Town,  he  might  put  fome  Englifo  Beer  into 
my  Belly. 

Crom>  What,  Hodge>  my  Father's  Man,  by  my  Hand  welcome; 
How  doth  my  Father?  what's  the  News  at  home1? 

Hodge.  Mailer  Thorn 'as ,  O  God,  Mailer  Thomas ,  your 
Hand,  Glove  and  all,  this  is  to  give  you  to  underflanding, 
that  your  Father  is  in  Health,  and  Alice  Downing  here  hath 
fent  you  a  Nutmeg,  and  Be/s  Make-water  a  Race  cf  Ginger, 
my  Fellows  WiL  and  Tom  hath  between  them  fent  you  a  do- 
Z^n  of  Points,  and  Goodman  Toll,  of  the  Goat,  a  pair  of 
M  if  tons,  my  klf  came  in  P&rfon,  and  this  is  all  the  News. 

Crom.  Gramercy  £Oo&  Hodge,  and  thou  art  welcome  to  me, 
But  in  as  ill  a  time  thou  comeft  as  may  be; 
For  I  am  travelling  into  Italy, 
What  fsyHthpu,  Hodge,  w;it  thou  bear  me  company? 

Hod<ie* 
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Hodge,  Will  I  bear  thee  company,  Tom?  what  teirftmeof 
ftalj  ?  were  it  to  the  fartheft  part  of  Flanders,  I  would  go 
with  thee,  Tom ;  I  am  thine  in  all  weal  and  woe,  thy  own 
to  command;  what,  Tom,  I  havepafs'd  the  rigorous  Waves 
of  Neptnne'%  blafts,  I  tell  you,  Thomas,  I  have  been  in  danger 
of  the  Floods,  and  when  I  have  feen  Boreas  begin  to  play  the 
Ruffin  with  us,  then  would  I  down  a  my  Knees,  and  call 
upon  Vulcan. 

Crom.  And  why  upon  him? 

Hodge,  Bccaufe,  as  this  fame  Fellow  Neptune  is  God  of 
the  Seas,  fo  Vulcan  is  Lord  over  the  Smiths,  and  therefore  I 
being  a  Smith,  thought  his  Godhead  would  have  fome  care 
yet  of  me. 

Crom.  A  good  Conceit  :  but  tell  me,  haft  thou  din'd  yet? 

Hodge,  Thomas,  to  fpeak  the  truth,  not  a  bit  yet,  I. 

Crom.  Come,  go  with  me,  thou  fhalt  have  cheergood  ftore: 
And  farewel,  Antwerp,  if  I  come  no  more. 

Hodge,  I  follow  thee,  fweet  Tom,  I  follow  thee. 

\Exeunt  ambo. 
Enter  the  Governor  of  the  Englifh  Houfe,  Bagot, 
Banifter,  his  Wife,  and  two  Officers. 

Gov.  Is  Cromwell  gone  then  ?  fay  you,  Mr.  Bagot, 
What  difuke,  I  pray  ?  what  was  the  caufe  ? 

Bag.  To  tell  you  true,   a  wild  Brain  of  his  own, 
Such  Youth  as  they  cannot  fee  when  they  are  well: 
He  is  all  bent  to  Travel,  that's  his  reafon, 
And  doth  not  love  to  eat  his  Bread  at  home. 

Gov.  WeU,  good  Fortune  with  him,  if  the  Man  be  gone. 
We  hardly  fhall  find  fuch  a  Man  as  he, 
To  fit  our  turns,  his  Dealings  were  fo  honefr. 
But  now,  Sir,  for  your  Jewels  that  I  have, 
What  do  you  fay  ?  what,  will  you  take  my  Price  ? 

Bag.  O,  Sir,  you  offer  too  much  under  foot. 

Gov.  'Tis  but  two  hundred  Pound  between  us,  Mar, 
What's  that  in  Payment  of  five  thoufand  Pound  ? 

Bag.  Two  hundred  Pound,  birlady,  Sir,  'tis  great, 
Before  I  got  fo  much  it  made  me  fwear. 

Gov.  Well,  Matter  Bagot,  I'll  proffer  you  fairly. 
You  fee  this  Merchant,  Mafter  Banifter, 
Is  going  now  to  Prifon  at  your  Suit : 
|-Jis  Subftance  all  is  gone,  what  would  you  have? 
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Yet  in  regard  I  knew  the  Man  of  Wealth, 

Never  difhoneft  Dealing,  but  fuch  Mifliaps 

Hath  fall'n  on  him,  may  light  on  me  or  you  : 

There  is  two  hundred  Pound  between  us, 

We  will  divide  the  fame,  I'll  give  you  one, 

On  that  condition  you  will  fet  him  free  : 

His  ftate  is  nothing,  that  you  fee  your  felf, 

And  where  nought  is,  the  King  mull:  lofe  his  Right, 

Bag.  Sir,  Sir,  you  fpeak  out  of  your  Love, 
'Tis  foolifti  Love,  Sir,  fure  to  pity  him  : 
Therefore  content  your  felf,  this  is  my  Mind, 
To  do  him  good  I  will  not  bate  a  Penny. 

Ban.  This  is  my  Comfort,  though  thou  dofl  no  good, 
A  mighty  Ebb  follows  a  mighty  Flood, 

Mrs.  Ban.  O  thou  bafe  Wretch,  whom  we  have  fofter'da 
Even  as  a  Serpent  for  to  poifon  us, 
If  God  did  ever  right  a  Woman's  wrong, 
To  that  fame  God  I  bend  and  bow  my  Hesrt, 
To  let  his  heavy  wrath  fall  on  thy  Head, 
By  whom  my  hopes  and  joys  are. butchered. 

Bag.  Alas !  fond  Woman,  I  piethee  pray  thy  worfr. 
The  Fox  fares  better  ftill  when  he  is  curft. 

Enter  Mafter  Bowfer  a  Merchant. 

Gev.  Mafler  Bowfer!  you're  welcome,  Sir,  from  England* 
What's  the  belt  News?    how  do  all  our  Friends? 

Bow.  They  are  all  well,  and  do  commend  them  to  you : 
There's  Letters  from  your  Brother  and  your  Son : 
So,  fare  you  well,  Sir,  I  muft  take  my  leave, 
My  Hafte  and  Bufinefs  doth  require  fo. 

Gov.  Before  you  dine,  Sir?  what,  go  you  out  of  Town? 

Bow.  Pfaith  unlefs  I  hear  fome  News  in  Town, 
I  muft  away,  there  is  no  remedy. 

Gov.  Matter  Bowfer,  what  is  your  Bufinefs,  may  Iknow  it  ? 

Bow.  You  may,  Sir,  and  fo  mall  all  the  City, 
The  King  of  late  hath  had  his  Treafury  robb'd, 
And  of  the  choicefr  Jewels  that  he  had : 
The  value  of  them  was  feven  thoufand  Pounds, 
The  Fellow  that  did  fteal  thefe  Jewels  is  hang'd, 
And  did  confefs  that  for  three  hundred  Pound, 
He  fold  them  to  one  Bagot  dwelling  in  London ; 
Now  Bagot  %  fied,  and  as  we  hear,  to  Antwerp 
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And  hither  am  I  come  to  feek  him  out, 
And  they  that  firft  can  tell  me  of  his  News, 
Shall  have  a  hundred  Pound  for  their  Reward. 

Ban.  How  juft  is  God  to  right  the  Innocent! 

Gov.  Matter  Bowfer,  you  come  in  happy  time, 
Here  is  the  Villain  Bagot  that  you  feek, 
And  all  thofe  Jewels  have  I  in  my  Hands: 
Officers,  look  to  him,  hold  him  faft. 

Bag.  The  Devil  ought  me  a  Ihame,  and  now  he  hath  paid 

Bow.  Is  this  that  Bagot?  Fellows,  bear  him  hence,    . 
We  will  not  now  (land  for  his  Reply ; 
Lade  him  with  Irons,  we  will  have  him  try'd 
In  England,  where  his  Villanies  arc  known. 

Bag.  Mifchief,  confufion  light  upon  you  all, 
O  hang  me,  drown  me,  let  me  kill  my  felf, 
Let  go  my  Arms,  let  me  run  quick  to  Hell. 

Bow.  Away,  bear  him  away,  flop  the  Slave's  Mouth. 

[They  carry  him  away. 
Mrs.  Ban.  Thy  Works  are  infinite,  great  God  of  Heav'n. 
Gov.  I  heard  this  Bagot  was  a  wealthy  Fellow. 
Bow.  He  was  indeed,  for  when  his  Goods  were  feiz'd* 
Of  Jewels,  Coin,  and  Plate  within  his  Houfe, 
Was  found  the  value  of  five  thoufand  Pound, 
His  Furniture  fully  worth  half  fo  much, 
Which  being  all  ftrain'd  for  the  King, 
He  frankly  gave  it  to  the  Antwerp  Merchants, 
And  they  again,  out  of  their  bounteous  Mind, 
Have  to  a  Brother  of  their  Company, 
A  Man  decay 'd  by  Fortune  of  the  Seas, 
Given  Bagofs  Wealth,  to  fet  him  up  again, 
And  keep  it  for  him,  his  Name  is  Bamfter. 

Gov.  Matter  Bowfer,  with  this  happy  News, 
You  have  reviv'd  two  from  the  Gates  of  Death, 
This  is  that  Banifter,  and  this  his  Wife. 

Bow.  Sir,  I  am  glad  my  Fortune  is  fo  good, 
To  bring  fuch  tidings  as  may  comfort  you. 

Ban.  You  have  giv'n  Life  unto  a  Man  deem'd  dead, 
For  by  thefe  News  my  Life  is  newly  bred. 

Airs.  Ban.  Thanks  to  my  God,    next  to  my  Soveraign 
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And  lift  to  you,  that  thefe  good  News  do  bring.1 

Gov.  The  hundred  Pound  I  muft  receive,  as  due 
For  finding  Bagoty  I  freely  give  to  you. 

Bow.  And,  Mafter  Banifier^  if  fo  you  pleafe, 
I'll  bear  you  Company,  when  you  crofs  the  Seas. 

Ban.  If  it  pleafe  you,  Sir,  my  Company  is  but  mean, 
Stands  with  your  liking,  INI  wait  on  you. 

Gov.  I  am  glad  that  all  things  do  accord  fo  well: 
Come,  Mafter  Bowfevy  Jet  us  to  Dinner: 
And,  Mittrek  Baniftery  be  merry,  Woman, 
Come,  after  Sorrow  now  let's  cheer  your  Spirit, 
Knaves  have  their  due,  and  you  but  what  you  Merit, 

[Exeunt  omnn. 
Enter  Cromwell  and  Hodge  in  their  ShirtSy  and  without 

Hats. 
Hodge.  Call  ye  this  feeing  of  Fafhions? 
Marry  would  I  had  ftaid  at  Putney  ftill, 
O,  Mafter  Thomasy  we  are  fpoil'd,  we  are  gone. 
Crorn.  Content  thee,  Man,  this  is  but  Fortune. 
Hodge.  Fortune,  a  Plague  of  this  Fortune,  it  makes  me  go 
wet-ftud,  the  Rogues  would  not  leave  rne  a  Shooe  to  my 
Feet;    for  my  Hofe,  they  fcorn'd  them  with  their  Heeis; 
but  for  my  Doublet  and  Hat,  O  Lord,   they  embraced  me, 
and  unlac'd  me,  and  took  away  my  Cloaths,  and  fo  difgrac'd 
me. 

Crorn.  Well,  Hodget  what  Remedy? 
What  fhift  fhall  we  make  now  ? 

Hodge.  Nay  I  know  not,  for  begging  I  am  naught,  for 
ftealing  worfe;  by  my  troth,  I  muft  even  fall  to  my  old 
Trade,  to  the  Hammer  and  the  Horfe-heels  again;  but  now 
the  worft  is,  I  am  not  acquainted  with  the  humour  of  the 
Horfes  in  this  Country;  whether  they  are  net  coltifli,  given 
much  to  kicking,  or  no,  for  when  I  have  one  Leg  in  my 
Hand,  if  he  fhould  up  and  lay  t'other  on  me  Chops,  I  were 
gone,  there  lay  I,  there  lay  Hodge. 

Crom.  Hodge,  I  believe  thou  muft  work  for  us  both. 
Hodge.  O,  Mafter  Thomas,  have  not  I  told  you  of  this? 
have  not  I  many  a  time  and  often  (aid,  Tom%  or  Mafter 
Thomas,  learn  to  make  a  Horfe-fhooe,  it  will  be  your  own 
another  Day;  this  was  not  regarded.  Ha>k  you,  Thomas, 
what  do  you  call  the  Fellows  that  robb'd  us? 

Crorn. 
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Crom.  The  Bandetti. 

Hodge.  The  Bandetti,  do  you  call  them?  I  know  not  what 
they  are  call'd  here,  but  I  am  fure  we  call  them  plain 
Thieves  in  England.  O,  Tonvi  that  we  were  now  at  Put- 
ney, at  the  Ale  there. 

Crow.  Content  thee,  Man,  here  fet  up  thefe  two  Bills, 
And  let  us  keep  our  (landing  on  the  Bridge: 
The  Fafliion  of  this  Country  is  fuch, 
If  any  Stranger  be  opprefled  with  want, 
To  write  the  manner  of  his  Mifery, 
And  fuch  as  are  difpos'd  to  fuccour  him, 
Will  do  it.  What,  hail:  thou  fet  them  up? 

Hodge.  Ay  they're  up,  God  fend  fome  to  read  them, 
And  not  oniy  to  read  them,  but  alfb  to  look  on  us: 
And  not  altogether  look  on  us, 
But  to  relieve  us.  O  cold,  cold,  cold. 

[One  ft  and  s  at  one  end,  and  one  at  fother. 
Enter  Friskibal  the  Merchant,  and  reads  the  Bills* 
Frif.  What's  here?   two  Englifimen  robb'd  by  the  Ban- 
detti, 
One  of  them  feems  to  be  a  Gentleman: 
JTis  pity  that  his  Fortune  was  fo  hard, 
To  fall  into  the  defperate  Hands  of  Thieves. 
I'll  queftion  him,  of  what  Eftate  he  is. 
God  fave  you,  Sir,  are  you  an  Englifiman* 
Crom.  I  am,  Sir,  a  diftrefled  Englifiman, 
Frif*  And  what  are  you,  my  Friend. 
Hodge.  Who,  I  Sir,  by  my  troth  I  do  not  know  my  felf, 
what  I  am  now,  but,  Sir,  I  was  a  Smith,  Sir,   a  poor  Far- 
rier of  Putney,  that's  my  Mafter,  Sir,  yonder,  I  was  robb'd 
for  his  fake,  Sir. 

Frif.  I  fee  you  have  been  met  by  the  Bandetti, 
And  therefore  need  not  ask  how  you  came  thus. 
But  Friskibal,  why  doft  theu  queftion  them 
Of  their  Eftate,  and  not  relieve  their  need? 
Sir,  the  Coin  I  have  about  me  is  not  much : 
There's  fixteen  Duckets  for  to  cloath  your  felves, 
There's  fixteen  more  to  buy  your  Diet  with, 
And  there's  fixteen  to  pay  for  yourHorfe-hire. 
'Tis  all  the  Wealth,  you  fee,  my  Purfe  pofTeftes; 
But  if  you  pleafe  for  to  enquire  me  out, 
You  fli all  not  want  for  ought  that  I  can  do,  My 
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My  Name  is  Friskibal,  a  Florence  Merchants  fiH 

A  Man  that  always  lov'd  your  Nation. 

Crom*  This  unexpe&ed  favour  at  your  Hands^ 
Which  God  doth  know,  if  ever  I  fnall  requite  it) 
Neceflity  makes  me  to  take  your  Bounty, 
And  for  your  Gold  can  yield  you  nought  but  thanks.' 
Your  Charity  hath  help'd  me  from  defpair; 
Your  Name  (hall  ftill  be  in  my  hearty  Prayer. 

Frif.  It  is  not  worth  fuch  thanks,  come  to  my  Hoiife* 
Your  want  (hall  better  be  reliev'd  than  thus. 

Crom.  I  pray  excufe  me,  this  ftiall  well  fufficc, 
To  bear  my  charges  to  Bononia, 
Whereas  a  noble  Earl  is  much  diftrefs'd : 
An  Englifoman,  Rujfsl  the  Earl  of  Bedford 
Is  by  the  French  King  fold  unto  his  Death, 
It  may  fall  out,  that  I  may  do  him  good: 
To  fave  his  Life,  I'll  hazard  my  Heart  Blood  : 
Therefore,  kind  Sir,  Thanks  for  your  liberal  Gift, 
I  muft  be  gone  to  aid  him,  there's  no  fhift. 

Frifl  I'll  be  no  hinderer  to  fo  good  an  A<S, 
Heav'n  profper  you,  in  that  you  go  about: 
If  Fortune  bring  you  this  way  back  again, 
Pray  let  me  fee  you,*  fo  I  take  my  leave, 
All  good  a  Man  can  wifti,  I  do  bequeath.        [Exit  Friskib. 

Crom.  All  good  that  God  doth  fend,  light  on  your  Head, 
There's  few  fuch  Men  within  our  Climate  bred. 
How  fay  you  now,  Hodge,  is  not  this  good  Fortune? 

Hodge.  How  fay  you,  I'll  tell  you  what,  Mafter  ttomat9 
If  all  Men  be  of  this  Gentleman's  Mind, 
Let's  keep  our  {landings  upon  this  Bridge, 
We  mall  get  more  here,  with  begging  in  one  Day, 
Than  I  mall  with  making  Horfefhooes  in  a  whole  Year. 

Crom.  No,  Hodge,  we  muft  be  gone  unto  Bononia^ 
There  to  relieve  the  noble  Earl  of  Bedford : 
Where  if  I  fall  not  in  my  Policy, 
I  mail  deceive  their  fubtle  Treachery. 

Hodge.  Nay,  I'll  follow  you,  God  blefs  us  from  the  thie- 
ving Bandetti  again.  -  \j£xcunt. 
Enter  Bedford  and  his  Hoft. 

Bed,  Am  I  betray 'd?.  was  Bedford  born  to  die 
By  fuch  bafe  Slaves,  in  fuch  a  Place  as  this  ? 

Have 
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Have  I  efcap'd  fo  many  times  in  France, 

So  many  Battels  have  I  over-pafs'd, 

And  made  the  French  ftir,  when  they  heard  my  Name  : 

And  am  I  now  betray  Jd  unto  my  Death? 

Some  of  their  Hearts  Blood  firft  ihall  pay  for  it. 

Hoft.  They  do  defire,  my  Lord,  to  fpeak  with  you. 

Bed.  The  Traitors  do  defire  to  have  my  Blood, 
But  by  my  Birth,  my  Honour,  and  my  Name; 
By  all  my  Hopes,  my  Life  fhall  coft  them  dear. 
Open  the  Door,  I'll  venture  out  upon  them, 
And  if  I  muft  die,  then  I'll  die  with  Honour. 

Hoft.  Alas,  my  Lord,  that  is  a  defperate  Courfe, 
They  have  begirt  you,  round  about  the  Houfe: 
Their  meaning  is  to  take  you  Prifoner, 
And  fo  to  fend  your  Body  unto  France. 

Bed.  Firft  ihall  the  Ocean  be  as  dry  as  Sand, 
Before  alive  they  fend  me  unto  France: 
I'll  have  my  Body  firft  bor'd  like  a  Sieve, 
And  die  as  Hetlor,  'gainft  the  Mcrmydons> 
E'er  France  (hall  boaft,  Bedford's  their  Prifoner, 
Treacherous  France,  that  'gainft  the  Law  of  Arms, 
Hath  here  betrayed  thy  Enemy  to  Death : 
But  be  affur'd,  my  Blood  ihall  be  reveng'd 
Upon  the  beft  Lives  that  remain  in  France. 
Stand  back,  or  elfe  thou  run'ft  upon  thy  Death. 

Enter  Servant. 

Ser.  Pardon,  my  Lord,  I  come  to  tell  your  Honour, 
That  they  have  hired  a  Neapolitan, 
VMo  by  his  Oratory  hath  promis'd  them, 
Without  the  ftiedding  of  one  drop  of  Blood, 
Into  their  Hands  fafe  to  deliver  you, 
And  therefore  craves  none  but  himfelf  may  enter, 
And  a  poor  Swain  that  attends  on  him.  [Exit  Servant. 

Bed.  A  Neapolitan*  bid  him  come  in, 
Were  he  as  cunning  in  his  Eloquence, 
As  Cicero  the  famous  Man  of  Rome, 
His  words  would  be  as  Chaff  againft  the  Wind. 
Sweet  tongu'd  Vlyffes,  that  made  jijax  mad, 
Were  he  and  his  Tongue  in  this  Speaker's  Head, 
Alive  he  wins  me  not;  then  'tis  no  Conqueft. 

Enter 
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Enter  Cromwell  like  a  Neopolitan,  and  Hodge  with  him* 

Crom.  Sir,  are  you  the  Mafter  of  the  Houfe? 

Hofl.  I  am,  Sir. 

Crom.  By  this  fame  Token  you  muft  leave  this  Place* 
And  leave  none  but  the  Earl  and  I  together, 
And  this  my  Peafant  here  to  tend  on  us. 

Hofi.  With  all  my  Hearty  God  grant  you  do  fome  good. 

[_Exit  Hoft.  Cromwell  fonts  the  Door. 

Bed.  Now,  Sir,  what's  your  Will  with  me? 

Crom.  Intends  your  Honour  not  to  yield  your  folf* 

Bed,  No*  good-man  (Soofe,  not  while  my  Sword  doth  laft; 
Is  this  your  Eloquence  for  to  perfwade  me? 

Crom.  My  Lord,  my  Eloquence  is  for  to  fave  you; 
lam  not,  as  you  judge,  a  Neopolitan, 
But  Cromwell  your  Servanr,  and  an  Englijljman. 

Bed.  How?  Cromwell?  not  my  Farrier's  Son? 

-Grow.  The  fame,  Sir,  and  am  come  to  fuccour  you. 

Hodge.  Yes  Faith,  Sir,  and  I  am  Hodge,  your  poor  Smith  j 
Many  a  time  and  oft  have  I  mooed  your  Dapper  Gray* 

Bed.  And  what  avails  it  me,  that  thou  art  here? 

Crom.  It  may  avai!,  if  you'll  be  rul'd  by  me; 
My  Lord,  you  know  the  Men  of  Mantua^ 
And  thefe  Bononians,  are  at  deadly  ftrife, 
And  they,  my  Lord,  both  love  and  honour  ycu ; 
Could  you  but  get  out  of  the  A<fantua  Port, 
Then  were  you  fafe,  defpight  of  all  their  Force. 

Bed.  Tur,  Man,  thou  talk'ft  of  things  impolTible; 
Doft  thou  not  fee,  that  we  are  round  befet, 
How  then  is'c  poffible  we  mould  efcape? 

Crom.  By  Force  we  cannot,  but  by  Policy: 
Put  on  the  Apparel  here  that  Hodge  doth  wear, 
And  give  him  yours;  the  States  they  know  you  nor, 
For,  as  I  think,  they  never  faw  your  Face, 
And  at  a  Watch- word  muft  I  ca  1  them  in, 
And  will  defire,  that  we  two  fare  may  pafs 
To  Mantua,  where  I'll  fay  my  Bufinefs  lyes; 
How  doth  your  Honour  like  of  this  advice? 

Bed.  O,  wondrous  good:  But  wilt  thou  venture,  Hodgt* 

Hod.  Will  I  ?  O  noble  Lord,  I  doaccord,  in  any  thing  I  can  ; 
And  do  agree,  to  fet  thee  free,  do  Fortune  what  (he  can. 

Bed.  Come  then,  let's  change  our  Apparel  ftreighr. 

Crom. 
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Crom.  Go,  Hodge,  make  hafte,  left  they  chance  to  call. 
Hodge.  I  warrant  you  I'll  fit  him  with  a  Sute. 

[Exeunt  Earl  and  Hodge. 
Crom.  Heavens  grant  this  Policy  doth  take  Succefs, 
And  that  the  Earl  may  fafely  fcape  away. 
And  yet  it  grieves  me  for  this  fimple  Wretch, 
For  fear  truy  fhould  offer  him  violence  ; 
But  of  two  Evils  'tis  beft  to  fhun  the  greater!. 
And  better  is  it  that  he  live  in  thrall, 
Than  fuch  a  noble  Earl  as  He  fhould  fall. 
Their  ftubborn  Hearts,  it  may  be  will  relent  ; 
Since  he  is  gone,  to  whom  their  hate  is  bent. 
My  Lord,  have  you  difpatch'd  \ 

Enter  Bedford  like  the  Clown,  and  Hodge  in  his  Clotty 

and  his  Hat. 
Bed.  How  doft  thou  like  us,  Cromwell,  is  it  well  ? 
Crom.    O,    my  good  Lord,  excellent.     Hodge,  how  doft 

feel  thy  felt'  ? 
Hodge.   How  do  I  feel  my  felf  ?   why,  as  a  Noble  Man 
mould  do. 
O  how  I  feel  Honour  come  creeping  on, 
My  Nobility  is  wonderful  Melancholy  : 
Is  it  not  moft  Gentleman-like  to  be  Melancholy  ? 

Crom.  Yes,  Hodge ;  now  go  fit  down  in  thy  Study, 
And  take  State  upon  thee. 

Hodge.  I  warrant  you,  my  Lord,  let  me  alone  to  take 
State  upon  me :  but  hark,  my  Lord,  do  you  feel  nothing 
bite  about  you  ? 

Bed.  No,  truft  me,  Hodge. 

Hodge.  Ay,  they  know  they  want  their  old  Pafture  ;  'tis 
a  ftrange  thing  of  this  Vermin,  they  dare  not  meddle  with 
Nobility. 

Crom.  Go  take  thy  place,  Hodge,  I  will  call  them  in.1 
[Hodge  fits  in  the  Study,  and  Cromwell  calls  in  the  States. 
All  is  done,  enter  and  if  you  pleafe. 

Enter  the  States,  and  Officers  with  Halberts. 
Gov.  What,  have  you  won  him  ?  will  he  yield  himfelf  \ 
Crom.  I  have,  an't  pleafe  you,  and  the  quiet  Earl 
Doth  yield  himfelf  to  be  difpos'd  by  you, 

Gov.  Give  him  the  Mony  that  we  promis'd  him  : 
So  let  him  go,  whither  he  pleafe  himfelf. 
Vol.  VI.  Y  Crm% 
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Crom,  My  Bufinefs,  Sir,  lyes  unto  Mantua, ; 
Pkafe  you  to  give  me  fafe  Condud  thither. 

Gov.  Go,  and  condud  him  to  the  Mantua.  Port, 
And  fee  him  fafe  delivered  prefently. 

[Ext*m  Cromwell  and  Bedford. 
Go  draw  the  Curtains,  let  us  fee  the  Earl : 
O,  he  is  writing,  ftaiid  apart  a  while. 

Hodge.  Fellow  WillUm,  I  am  not  as  I  have  been  ;  I  went 
from  you  a  Smith,  I  write  to  vou  as  a  Lord  ;  I  am  at  this 
prefent  writing,  among  the  Polonian  Ca/iges.  I  do  commend 
my  Lordfhip  to  Ralph  and  to  Roger,  to  Bridget  and  to  D$- 
rotby,  and  fo  to  all  the  Youth  of  Putney. 

Gov.  Sure  thefe  are  the  Names  of  Englifi  Noblemen, 
Some  of  his  fpecial  Friends,  to  whom  he  writes  : 
But  flay,  he  doth  addrefs  himfelf  to  fins. 

\_Here  bejtngs  a  Song, 
My  Lord,  I  am  glad  you  are  fo  Frolick  and  fo  Blithe  ; 
Believe  me,  Noble  Lord,  if  you  knew  all, 
You'd  change  your  merry  Vein  to  fudden  Sorrow. 

Hodge.  I  change  my  very  Vein  *  no,  thou  Bononian,  no; 
I  am  a  Lord,  and  therefore  let  me  go  ; 
A~d  do  defle  thee  and  thy  Cajiges  : 
Therefore  ftand  off,  and  come  not  near  my  Honour. 
Gov.  My  Lord,  this  Jefting  cannot  ferve  your  turn. 
Hodge.  Doft  think,  rhou  black  Bononian  Beaft, 
That  I  do  flour,  do  gibe,  or  jefr.  t 
No,  no,  thou  Bear-pot,  know  that  I, 
A  Noble  Earl,  a  Lord  par-dy. 

Gov.  What  means  this  Trumpet's  found  ? 

\  A  Trumpet  founds.     Enter  a  Mcjfcnger. 
Ctt.  One  come  from  the  States  of  Mantua. 
Gov.   What,    would    you  with  Us,   fpeak  thou  Man  of 

Alantua  ? 
Mef.  Men  of  Bonom a,   this  my  MefTage  is, 
To  let  you  know  the   Noble  Earl  of  Bedford 
Is  fafe  within  the  Town  of  Mantua, 
And  wills  you  fend  the  Peafant  that  you  have, 
Who  hath  deceiv'd  your  Expectation  ; 
Or  elfe  the  States  of  Mantua  have  vow'd, 
They  will  recal  the  Truce  that  they  have  made, 
And  not  a  Man  Hull  ftir  from  forth  your  Town, 

That 
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Thjt  (lull  return,  unlefs  you  fend  him   back. 

Gov.  O  this  Misfortune,  how  it  mads  my  Heart  I 
The  Neopohtan  hath  buguil'd  us  all. 

Hence  wirh  this  Fool,  what  fhall  we  do  with  him,  * 

The  Earl  being  gone  ?  a  plague  upon  it  all. 

Hodge.  No  Til  allure  you,  I  am  no  Earl,  but  a  Smith,  Sir, 
One  Hodge,  a  Smith  at  Putney p,  Sir  ; 
One  that  hath  gulled  you,  that  hath  bored  you,  Sir. 
Gov.  Away  with  him,  take  hence  the  Fool  you  came  for. 
Hodge.  Ay,  Sir,  and  I'll  leave  the  greater  Fool  with  you. 
Mej.  Farewcl,  Bosnians.  Come,  Friend,  along  with  me. 
Hodge.  My  Friend,  afore,  my  Lordfhip  will  follow  thee. 

[_Exit. 
Gov.  Well,  Mantua,  fince  by  thee  the  Earl  is  loft, 
Within  few  Days  I  hope  to  fee  thee  croft.  [Exeunt* 

Enter  Chorus. 
Cho.  Thus  far  you  fee  how  Cromwell'*  Fortune  pafsd. 
The  Earl  of  Bedford  being  fafe  in  Mantua, 
Defer es  Cromwell'*  Company  into  France, 
To  make  requital  for  his  Court efee  : 
But  Cromwell  doth  deny  the  Earl  his  Suit* 
And  tells  him  that  tho/e  Parts  he  meant  to  fee, 
He  had  not  yet  fet  footing  on  the  Land, 
And  fo  direllly  takes  his  way  to  Spain  ; 
The  Earl  to  France,  and  fo  they  both  do  part. 
Now  let  your  Thoughts  as  fwift  as  is  the  Wtnd, 
Skip  10M€  few  Yearsy  that  GxomvrtWfpent  in  Travel ; 
And  now  imagine  him  to  be  in  England, 
Servant  unto  the  Mafeer  of  the  Rolls  : 
Where  in  Jhort  time  he  there  began  to  flourijb, 
An  Hour  pall  flow  you  what  few  Tears  did  chert Jh.       [Exit. 
The  Mufici^  plays,  they  bring  out  the  Banquet.  Enter  Str 

Chriftopher  Hales,  Cromwell,  and  two  Servants. 
Hales.  Come,  Sirs,  be  careful  of  your  Mailer's  Credit  j 
And  as  our  Bounty  now  exceeds  the  Figure 
Of  common  Entertainment,  fo  do  you, 
With  Looks  as  free  as  is  your  Mafter's  Soul, 
Give  formal  Welcome  to  the  thronged  Tables, 
That  fhall  receive  the  Cardinal's  Followers, 
And  the  Attendance  of  the  great  Lord  Chancellor. 

Y  z  But 
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But  all  my  Care,  Cromwell,  depends  on  thee  : 
Thou  art  a  Man  differing  from  vulgar  Form, 
And  by  how  much  thy  Spirit  is  rankt  'bove  thefe, 
In  rules  of  Art,  by  fo  much  it  fhines  brighter  by  travel, 
Whofe  Obfervance  pleads  his  Merit, 
In  a  mod  learn'd,  yet  unaffe&ing  Spirit. 
Good  Cromwell,  caft  an  Eye  of  fair  Regard 
'Bout  all  my  Houfe,  and  what  this  ruder  Flefti, 
Through  Ignorance,  or  Wine,  do  mifcreate, 
Salve  thou  with  Courtefie  ;  if  Welcome  want, 
Full  Bowls,  and  ample  Banquets  will  feem  fcant. 

Crorn*  Sir,  whatsoever  lies  in  me, 
AfTure  you  I  will  fhew  my  utmoft  Duty.         [Exit  Crom. 

Hales.  About  it  then,  the  Lords  will  ftraight  be  here: 
Cromwell,  thou  haft  thofe  parts  would  rather  fute 
The  Service  of  the  State  than  of  my  Houfe  : 
I  look  upon  thee  with  a  loving  Eye, 
That  one  Day  will  prefer  thy  Deftiny. 

Enter  Mejfenger. 
Mef.  Sir,  the  Lords  be  at  hand. 

Hales.  They   are  welcome,    bid    Cromwell   ftraight   at- 
tend us, 
And  look  you  all  things  be  in  perfect  readinefs. 
The  Mnfick^  Plays.     Enter  Cardinal  Wolfey,  Sir  Thomas 
Moore  and  Gardiner. 
Wol.  O,   Sir  Chri flop  her,  you  are   too  liberal  :  What,  a 

Banquet  too  £ 
Hales.  My  Lords,  if  Words  could  (how  the  ample  Wel- 
come, that  my  free  Heart  affords  you,  I  could  then  become 
a  Prater  :  but  I  now  muft  deal  like  a  feaft  Politician  with 
your  Lord/hips,  defer  your  Welcome  'till  the  Banquet  end, 
that  it  may  then  falve  our  defe£t  of  Fare  : 
Y^t  welcome  now,  and  all  that  tend  on  you. 

WoL  Thanks  to  the  kind  Mafter  of  the  Rolls. 
Come  aad   fit  down,  fit  down  Sir  Thomas  Moore  : 
*Tis  ftrange,  how  that  we  and  the  Spaniard  differ, 
Their  Dinner  is  our  Banquet,  after  Dinner, 
And  they  are  Men  of  active  difpofition  : 
This  I  gather,  that  by  their  fparing  Meat, 
Their  Bodies  are  more  fitter  fcr  the  Wars : 

And 
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And  if  that  Famine  chance  to 'pinch  their  Maws, 
Being  us'd  to  fair,  it  breeds  lefs  Pain. 

Hales.  Fill  me  fome  Wine;  111  anfwer  Cardinal  Wol/ey ; 
My  Lord,  we  Englifi  Men  are  of  more  freer  Souls, 
Than  hunger-ftarv'd,  and  ill-complexion'd  Spaniards ; 
They  that  are  rich  in  Spain,  fpare  belly  Food, 
To  deck  their  Backs  with  an  Italian  Hood, 
And  Silks  of  Sevil,  and  the  pooreft  Snake, 
That  feeds  on  Lcmmons,  Pilchers,  and  ne'er  heated 
His  Pallet  with  fwcet  Flefti,  will  bear  a  cafe 
More  fat  and  gallant  than  his  ftarved  Face  : 
Pride,  the  Inquifition,  and  this  belly-evil, 
Are,  in  my  Judgment,  Spain's  three-headed  Devil. 

Adoor.  Indeed  it  is  a  plague  unto  their  Nation, 
Who  ftagger  after  in  blind  Imitation. 

HaL  My  Lords  with  welcome,  I  prefentyour  Lord/hips 
a  folemn  Health. 

Moor.  I  love  Health  well,  but  when  as  Healths  do  bring 
Pain  to  the  Head,  and  Bodies  furfeiting  : 
Then  ceafe  I  Healths: 

Nay  fpill  not  Friend,  for  though  the  drops  be  fmall, 
Yet  have  they  force,  to  force  Men  to  the  Wall. 

Wol.  Sir  Chrifiopher,  is  that  your  Man  * 

HaL  And  like  your  Grace,  he  is  a  Scholar,  and  aLinguifr, 
One  that  hath  travelled   many  parts  of  Chriftcndom,  my 

(Lord. 

Wol.  My  Friend,  come  nearer,  have  you  been  aTraveller? 

Crom.  My  Lord,  I  have  added  to  my  Knowledge,  the 
France,  Spain,  Germany,  and  Italy  :  {Low  Countries. 

And  tho'  fmall  pin  of  Profit  I  did  find, 
Yet  did  it  pleafe  my  Eye,  content  my  Mind. 

Wol.  Whit  do  yo  1  think  of  the  feveral  States, 
And  Princes  Courts  as  you  have  travelled  ? 

Crom.  My  Lord,  no  Court  with  England  may  compare, 
Neither  for  Stat*,  nor  Civil  Government: 
Lull:  dwells  in  France,  in  Italy,  and  Spain, 
From  the  poor  Peafanr,  to  the  Prince's  Train ; 
In  Germany,  and  Holland,  Riot  frrves, 
And  he  that  mod  can  drink,  moft  he  deferves: 
England  I  praife  not :  For  I  here  was  born, 

Y  3  But 
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But  that  (he  laugheth  the  others  unto  fcorn. 

Wol.  My  Lord,  there  dwells  within  that  Spirit, 
More  than  can  be  difcern'd  by  outward  Eye  ; 
Sir  Chriftopher,  will  you  part  with  your  Mm  ? 

Hales*  I  have  fought  to  proffer  him  to  your  Lordfhip, 
And  now  I  fee  he  hath  prefen'd  himfelf  ? 

Wol.  What  is  thy  Name  ? 

Crom.  Cromwell,  my  Lord.  four  Caufes, 

Wol.  Then,  Cromwell,   here  we  make  thee  Solicitor  of 
And  neareft  next  ourfelf : 
Gardiner,  give  you  kind  welcome  to  the  Man, 

[Gardiner  embraces  him. 

Moor.  My  Lord,  you  are  a  royal  Winner, 
Hath  got  a  Man,  befides  your  bounteous  Dinner. 
Well,  Knight,  pray  we  come  no  more  : 
If  we  come  often,  thou  may'ft  (hut  thy  Door. 

Wol.  Sir  Chriftopher,  had  ft  thou  given   me 
Half  thy  Lands,  thou  couldeft  not  have  pleafed  me 
So  much  as  with  this  Man  of  thine, 
My  infant  Thoughts  do  fpell  : 
Shortly  his  Fortune  ftiall  be  lifted  higher, 
True  Induftry  doth  kindle  Honour's  Fire, 
And  fo,  kind  Matter  of  the  Rolh,  farewel. 

Hales.  Cromwell,  farewell. 

Crom.  Cromwell  takes  his  leave  of  you, 
That  ne'er  will  leave  to  love,  and  honour  you. 

\JLxeunt.     The  Mufich^plajs  as  they  go  out* 
Enter  Chorus. 

Cho.  Now  Cromwelfj  highe ft  Fortunes  do  begin. 
Wolfey  that  lov'd  him,  as  he  did  his  Life  : 
Committed  all  his  Treafure  to  his  Hands, 
Wolfey  is  dead,  and  Gardiner  his  Man 
Is  now  created  Bifiopvf  Winchefter  : 
Far  don  if  we  omit   all  Wol  fey  3s  Life, 
Becaufe  our  Play  depends  on  Cromwtll'j  Death, 
Now  fit  and  fee  his  highe  ft  State  of  all; 
His  height  of  rifing  and  his  fudden  fall : 
Tar  don  the  Errors  are  already  pafi, 
And  live  in  hope  the  beft  doth  come  at  laft  : 
A4y  hope  upon  your  Favour  doth  depend, 
And  Uol^  to  have  your  liking  e'er  the  end.  [Exit. 

Enter 
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Enter  Gardiner  Bijhop  of  Winchefter,  the  Dukes  of  Norfolk 

and  of  Suffolk,  Sir  Thomas  Moor,  Sir  Chriftophcr  Hales, 

and  Cromwell. 

Nor.  Matter  Cromwell,  fince  Cardinal  Wolfefs  Death, 
His  Majefty  is  given  tounderftand, 
There's  certain  Bills  and  Writings  in  your  Hand, 
That  much  concern  the  State  of  England  ; 
My  Lord  of  Winchefter,  is  it  not  fo  ? 

Gar.  My  Lord  ofNorfol^,  we  two  were  whilome  Fellows, 
And  Matter  Cromwell,  though  our  Matter's  love, 
Did  bind  us,  while  his  love  was  to  the  King, 
It  is  no  boot  now  to  deny  thofe  things, 
Which  may  be  prejudicial  to  the  State  : 
And  though  that  God  hath  rais'd  my  Fortune  higher, 
Than  any  way  I  looked  for,  or  deferv'd, 
Yet  my  Life,  no  longer  with  me  dwel), 
Than  I  prove  true  unto  my  Sovereign. 

Sufi  What  lay  you,  Matter  Cromwelli  have  you  thofc 
Writings,  ay,  or  no? 

Crom.  Here  are  the  Writings,  and  upon  my  Knees, 
I  give  them  up  unto  the  worthy  Dukes, 
Of  Suffolk^,  and  of  Norfolk  ;  he  was  my  Muter, 
And  each  vertuous  Part 

Thit  hVd  in  him,   I  tender'd  with  my  Heart, 
But  what  his  Head  complotted  'gaintt  the  State* 
My  Country's  love  commands  me  that  to  hate. 
His  fudden  Death  I  grieve  for,   not  his  Fall, 
Becaufe  he  fought  to  work  my  Countries  thrall. 

Sufi  Cromwelltthe  King  fhali  hear  of  this  thy  Duty; 
Whom  I  aflure  my  felf,  will  well   reward  thee  ; 
My  Lord,  let's  po  unto  his  Majefty, 
And  fhow  thofe  Writings  which  he  longs  to  fee. 

[Exeunt  Norfolk  and  Suffolk. 
Enter  Bedford  haftily. 

Bed.    How  now,  whofe  this,  Cro?nwell  I 
By  my  Soul,  welcome  to  England  : 
Thou  once  didft  fave  my  Life,  didtt  thou  not,  Cromwell  I 

Crom.  If  I  did  fo,  'tis  greater  Glorv 
For  me  that  you  remember  it, 
Than  for  my  felf  vainly  to  report  it. 

Bed,  Well,  Cromwell,  now  is  the  time, 

Y  4  I 
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I  (lull  commend  thee  to  my  Sovereign : 

Cheer  up  thy  felf,  for  I  will  raife  thy  State, 

A  Ruffel  yet  was  never  found  ingrate.  [Exit. 

Hal.  O  how  uncertain  is  the  Wheel  of  State, 
Who  lately  greater  than  the  Cardinal, 
For  Fear,  and  Love;  :and  now  who  lower  lies? 
Gay  Honours  are  but  Fortune's  flatteries, 
And  whom  this  Day  Pride  and  Promotion  fwelis, 
To  Morrow  Envy  and  Ambition  quells. 

Moor.  Who  fees  the  Cob- web  intangle  the  poor  Fly* 
May  boldly  fay  the  Wretch's  Death  is  nigh. 

Gard.  I  know  his  State,  and  proud  Ambiticn, 
Were  too  too  violent  to  laft  over-long. 

Hal.  Who  foarstoo  near  the  Sun,  with  golden  Wings, 
Melts  them,  to  ruin  his  own  Fortune  brings. 
Enter  the  Duke  of  Suffolk. 

Sufi  Cromwell,  kneel  down  in  King  Henrys  N  ame, 
A  rife,  Sir  Thomas  Cromwell,  thus  begins  thy  Fame, 
Enter  the  Duke  of  Norfolk. 

Nor.  Cromwell,  the  Majefty  of  England, 
For  the  good  liking  he  conceives  of  thee, 
Makes  thee  Mafter  of  the  Jewel- houfe, 
Chief  Secretary  to  himfelr,  and  withal, 
Creates  thee  one  of  his  Highnefs's  Privy-Council. 
Enter  the  Earl  of  Bedford. 

Bed.  Where  is  Sir  Thomas  Cromwell?  is  he  Knighted? 

Sufi  He  is,  my  Lord. 

Bed.  Then,  to  add  Honour  to  his  Nsme, 
The  King  creates  him  Lord  Keeper  of  his  Pfivy-Seal, 
And  Mafter  of  the  Rolls ; 
Which  you,  Sir  Chriftopher,  do  now  enjoy : 
The  King  determines  higher  place  for  you.  (fert. 

Crom.  My  Lords,  thefe  Honours  are  too  high  for  my  De- 

Moor.   O  content  thee,  Man,  who  would  not  chufe'it"? 
Yet  thou  art  wife,  in  feeming  to  refufe  it. 

Gard.  Here's  Honours,  Titles  and  Promotions; 
I  fear  this  climbing  will  have  a  fudden  fall. 

Nor.  Then  come,  my  Lords,  let's  altogether  bring 
This  new-made  Counfellor  to  England^  King. 

[Exeunt  all  but  Gardiner. 

Gard. 
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Gard.  But  Gardiner  means  his  Glory  (hall  be  dim'd  : 
Shall  Cromwell  live  a  greater  Man  than  I  $ 
My  Envy  with  his  Honour  now  is  bred, 
I  hope  to  fliorten  Cromwell  by  the  Head.  [Exit. 

Enter  Frisbibal  very  poor. 

Frif.  O  Fri&ibaU  what  (hall  become  of  thee  f 
Where  (halt  thou  go,  or  which  way  (halt  thou  turn? 
Fortune,  that  turns  her  too  unconftant  Wheel, 
Hach  turn'd  thy  Wealth  and  Riches  in  the  Sea; 
All  parts  abroad  where-ever  I  have  been, 
Grow  weary  of  me,  and  denies  me  Succour  ; 
My  Debtors  they,  that  (hould  relieve  my  wanr, 
Forfwear  my  Mony,  fay  they  owe  me  none  : 
They  know  my  State  too  mean  to  bear  out  Law  ; 
And  here  in  London,  where  I  oft  have  been, 
And  have  done  good  to  many  a  wretched  Man, 
And  now  mofr,  wretched  here,  defpis'd  my  felf ; 
In  vain  it  is  more  of  their  Hearts  to  try  ; 
Be  patient  therefore,  lay  thee  down  and  die. 

[He  lies  down. 
Enter  Goodman  Seely,  and  his  Wife  Joan. 

Setlj.  Come  Joan,  come,  let's  fee  what  he  will  do  for  us 
now  ?  I  wis  we  have  done  for  him,  when  many  a  time  and 
often  he  might  have  gone  a  hungry  to  Bed. 

Wife.  Alas  Man,  now  he  is  made  a  Lord,  he'll  never  look 
upon  us  ;  he'll  fulfil  the  old  Proverb,  Set  Beggars  a  Horfe- 
backhand  they  11  ride  :  a,  well  a  day  for  my  Gow  ;  fuchas  he 
hath  made  us  come  behind  hand,  we  had  never  pawn'd  our 
Cow  elfe  to  pay  our  Rent. 

Seely.  Well  Joan,  he'll  come  this  way  ;  and  by  God's 
Dickers  I'll  tell  him  roundly  of  it,  and  if  he  were  ten  Lords; 
a  (hall  know  that  I  had  not  my  Cheefe  and  my  Bacon  for 
nothing. 

Wife.  Do  you  remember  Husband,  how  he  would  mouch 
upon  my  Cheefe-Cakes,  he  hath  forgot  this  now,  but  now 
we'll  remember  him. 

Seely.  Ay,  we  (hall  have  now  three  flaps  with  a  Fox 
Tail :  But  i'faith  Ml  gibber  a  Joint,  but  I'll  tell  him  his  own  ; 
ftay,  who  comes  here  i  O,  ftand  up,  here  he  comes,  fland 
up. 

Enter 
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Enter  Hodge  very  fine,  with  a  Tip-ftajf,  Cromwell  with  the 
Mace  carried  before  him  ;  the  Dukes  of  Norfolk  and  Suf- 
folk, and  Atendants. 

Hedge.  Come,  away  with  thefe  Beggars  here, 
Rife  up,  Sirrah ;  come  out,  good  People  ; 
Run  before  there  ho. 

[Friskibal   rifeth,  and  ftands  afar  off. 

Seely.    Ay,  we  are  kick'd  away   now,  we  come  for  our 

own ;  the  time  hath  been,  he  would  a  look'd  more  friendly 

upon  us :  And  you,  Hodge,  we  know  you  well  enough,  tho' 

you  are  fo  fine. 

Crom.  Come  hither,  Sirrah  :  Stay,  what  Men  are  thefe? 
My  honeft  Hoft  of  Hounflow,  and  his  Wife  j 
I  owe  thee  Mony,  Father,  do  I  not? 

Seely.  Ay,  by  the  Body  of  me,  doft  thou  ;  would  thou 
wouldeft  pay  me,  good  four  Pound  it  is,  I  have  a  the  Poft 
at  home. 

Crom.  I  know  'tfs  true  ;  Sirrah,  give  him  ten  Angels, 
And  look  your  Wife  and  you  do  ftay  to  Dinner  : 
And  while  you  live,  I  freely  give  to  you, 
Four  pound  a  Year,  for  the  four  Pound  I  ought  you, 

Seely.  Art  not  chang'd,  art  old  Tom  ftill  ? 
Now  God  blefs  thee,  good  Lord  Tom : 
Home  Joan,  home;  V\\  dine  with  my  Lord  Tom' to  Day, 
And  thou  /halt  come  next  Week. 
Fetch  my  Cow ;  home  Joan,  home. 

Wife.  Now  God  blefs  thee,  my  good  Lord  Tom ; 
I'll  fetch  my  Cow  prefently. 

Enter  Gardiner. 
Crom.  Sirrah,  go  to  yon  Stranger,  tell  him  I  defire  him 
fby  to  Dinner :  I  muft  fpeak  with  him. 

Gard.  My  Lord  of  Norfolk  fee  you  this  fame  Bubble  ? 
That  fame  puff  ;  but  mark  the  end,  my  Lord,  mark  the 
end. 

Nor.  I  promife  you,  I  like  not  fomething  he  hath  done  ; 
But  let  that  pafs ;  the  King  doth  love  him  well. 

Crom.  Good  morrow  to  my  Lord  of  Wmchefter : 
I  know  you  bear  me  hard  about  the  Abbey  Lands. 

Gar.  Have  I  not  reafon,  when  Religion  is  wrong'd  ? 
You  had  no  colour  for  what  you  have  done. 

Crom. 
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Crom.  Yes,  the  aboliftiing  of  Antichrift, 
And  of  his  Popifh  order  for  our  Realm  : 
I  am  no  Enemy  to  Religion, 
But  what  is  done,  it  is  for  England?  s  good  : 
What  did  they  ferve  for,  but  to  feed  a  fort 
Of  lazy  Abbots,  and  of  full-fed  Fryers? 
They  neither  plow,  nor  fow,  and  yet  they  reap 
The  Fat  of  all  the  Land,  and  fuck  the  Poor  : 
Look  what  was  theirs,  is  in  King  Henrfs  Hands, 
His  Wealth  before  lay  in  the  Abbey  Lands. 

Gar.  Indeed  thefe  things  you  havealledg'd,  my  Lord, 
When,  God  doth  know,  the  Infant  yet  unborn, 
Will  curfe  the  time,  the  Abbics  were  pull'd  down; 
I  pray  now  where  is  Hofpitality  ? 
Where  now  may  poor  diitrefled  People  go, 
For  to  relieve  their  Need,  or  reft  their  Bones, 
When  weary  Travel  doth  opprefs  their  Limbs  ? 
And  where  religious  Men  mould  take  them  in, 
Shall  now  be  kept  back  by  a  Maftive  Dog: 
And  thoufand  thoufand  ■ 

Nor.  O  my  Lord,  no  more  :  things  pall:  rcdrefs, 
'Tis  bootlefs  to  complain. 

Crom.  What,  fhall  we  to  the  Convocation-houfe  ? 

Nor.  We'Jl  follow  you,  my  Lord,  pray  lead  the  way. 
Enter  old  Cromwell,  like  a  Farmer, 

Old  Crom.  How  ?  one  Cromwell 
Made  Lord  Keeper  fince  I  left  Putney, 
And  dwelt  in  Yorkjlrire  \  I  never  heard  better  News ; 
I'll  fee  that  Cromwell*  or  it  fhall  go  hard. 

Crom.  My  aged  Father  I  State  fet  afide  : 
Father,  on  my  Knee  I  crave  your  Bieffing  : 
One  of  my  Servants  go  and  have  him  in, 
At  better  Leifure  will  we  talk  with   him. 

Old  Crom.  Now  if  I  dye  how  happy  were  the  day, 
To  fee  this  Comfort  rains  forth  fhowers  of  Joy. 

[Exit  old  Cromwell. 

Nor.  This  Duty  in  him  mows  a  kind  of  Grace. 

Crom.  Go  on  before,  for  time  draws  on  apace, 

\Exemt  all  but  Friskibal. 

Frif.  I  wonder  what  this  Lord  would  have  with  me, 
His  Man  fo  flncMy  gave  me  charge  to  flay  : 
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I  never  did  offend  him  to  my  Knowledge: 
Weil,  good  or  bad,  I  mean  to  bide  it  all, 
Worfe  than  I  am,  now  never  can  befal. 

Enter  Banifter  and  his  Wtfe. 

Ban.  Come,  Wife,  I  take  it  be  almoft  Dinner  time, 
For  Mr.  Nemon>  and  Mr.  Crosby  fent  to  me 
Laft  Night,  they  would  come  Dine  with  me, 
And  take  their  Bond  in  :  I  pray  thee  hie  thee  home, 
And  fee  that  all  things  be  in  readinefs. 

Mvs.  Ban.  They  (hall  be  welcome,  Husband,  I'll  go  before, 
But  is  not  that  Man  MiRer  Friskibal  ? 

[She  runs  and  embraces  him* 

Ban.  O  Heavens!  it  is  kind  Mafter  Friskjbah 
Say,  Sir,  what  hap  hath  brought  you  to  this  pafs? 

Frif  The  fame  that  brought  you  to  your  Mifery. 

Ban.  Why  would  you  not  acquaint  me  with  your  ftate? 
Is  Banifter  your  poor  Friend  forgot  ? 
Whofe  Goods,  whofe  Love,  whofe  Life  and  all  is  yours. 

Frif  I  thought  your  ufage  would  be  as  the  reft, 
That  had  more  kindnefs  at  my  Hands  than  you, 
Yet  look'd  afcance  when  ss  they  faw  me  poor. 

Mrs.  Ban.  If  Banifter  would  bear  fo  bafe  a  Heart, 
I  never  would  look  my  Husband  in  the  Face, 
But  hate  him  as  I  would  a  Cockatrice. 

Ban.  And  well  thou  mighteft,  mould  Banifter  deal  lb? 
Since  that  I  faw  you,  Sir,  my  ftate  is  mended  : 
And  for  the  thoufand  Pound  I  owe  to  you, 
I  have  it  ready  for  you,  Sir,  at  home: 
And  tho*  I  grieve  your  Fortune  is  fo  bad: 
Yet  that  my  hap's  to  help  you  makes  me  glad : 
And  now,  Sir,  will  it  pleafe  you  walk  with  me. 

Frif.  Not  yet  I  cannot,  for  the  Lord  Chancellor, 
Hath  here  commanded  me  to  wait  on  him, 
For  what  I  know  not,  pray  God  it  be  for  good. 

Ban.  Never  make  doubt  of  that,  I'll  warrant  you, 
He  is  as  kind  a  noble  Gentleman, 
As  ever  did  poflefs  the  place  he  hath. 

Mrs.Ban.  Sir,  "my  Brother  is  his  Steward,  if  you  pleafe. 
We'll  go  along  and  bear  you  Company  ; 
I  know  we  fhall  not  want  for  welcome  there. 

Frif  With  all  my  Heart;  but  what's  become  of  Bdgot? 

Ban. 
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Ban.  He  is  hang'd  for  buying  Jewels  of  the  King's. 
frif.  A  juft  Reward  for  one  fo  Impious, 
The  time  draws  on,  Sir,  will  you  go  along  ? 
Ban.  Ill  follow  you,  kind  Mafter  Friskibal.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  two  Merchants. 

1  Mer.  Now,  Mafter  Crosby^  I  fee  you  have  a  care 
To  keep  your  Word,  in  payment  of  your  Mony. 

2  Mer.  By  my  Faith  I  have  reafon  upon  a  Bond, 
Three  thou  and  Pound  is  too  much  to  forfeit, 
Yet  I  doubt  not  Mafter  Bamftcr. 

iMer.  By  my  Faith  your  Sum  is  more  than  mine, 
And  yet  I  am  not  much  behind  you  too, 
Co;i(idering  that  to  Day  I  paid  at  Court. 

i  Mer.  Mafs,  and  well  remembred: 
What's  the  reafon  the  Lord  Cromwell's  Men 
Wear  fuch  long  Skirts  upon  their  Coats? 
They  reach  down  to  their  very  Haras. 

1  Mer.  I  will  refolve  you,  Sir,  and  thus  it  is  ; 
The  Bifliop  of  Wtncheftcr>  that  loves  not  Cromwell, 
As  great  Men  are  envied  as  well  as  kfs, 

A  while  ago  there  was  a  jar  between  them, 
And  it  was  brought  to  my  Lord  Cromwell's  Ear, 
That  Bifliop  Gardiner  would  fit  on  his  Skirts, 
Upon  which  Word  he  made  his  Men  long  blue  Coats, 
And  in  the  Court  wore  one  of  them  himfelf : 
And  meeting  with  the  Bifliop,  quoth  he,  my  Lord, 
Hire's  Skirts  enough  now  for  your  Grace  to  fit  on: 
Which  vexed  the  Bifliop  to  the  very  Heart  ; 
This  is  the  reafon  why  they  wear  long  Coats. 

2  Mer.  'Tis  always  feen,  and  mark  it  for  a  Rule, 
Thit  one  great  Man  will  envy  ftill  another; 

Buc  'tis  a  thing  that  nothing  concerns  me  : 
What,  fliall  we  now  to  Mafter  Banifters  ? 

1  Mer.  Ay,  come,  we'll  pay  him  royally  for  our  Dinner. 

[Exeunt. 
Enter  the  Vfier,  and  the  Shewer,  the  Meat  goes  over  thefitage* 

Vjb.  Uncover  there,  Gentlemen. 
Enter  Cromwell,  Bedford,  Suffolk,  old  Cromwell,  Friskibal, 
Goodman  Seely,  and  Attendants. 
Crom.  My  noble  Lords  of  Suffolk  and  Bedford^ 
Your  Honours  welcome  to  poor  Cromwell's  Houfe: 

Where 
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Where  is  my  Father  ?  nay,  be  covered,  Father,' 

Although  that  Duty  to  thefe  Noblemen  doth  challenge  it, 

Yet  I'll  make  bold  with  them. 

Your  Head  doth  bear  the, Calender  of  Care: 

What?  Cromwell  cover'd,  and  his  Father  bare  ? 

It  muft  not  be.     Now,  Sir,  to  you  ; 

Is  not  your  Name  Friskibal,  and  a  Florentine  ? 
Frif.  My  Name  was  Frisktbd^  'till  cruel  Fate 

Did  rob  me  of  my  Name,  and  of  my  State. 

Crom.  What  Fortune  brought  you  to  this  Country  now  ? 
Frif.  All  other  Parts  hath  left  me  fuccourlefs, 

Save  only  this,  becaufe  of  Debts  I  have 

I  hope  to  gain,  for  to  relieve  my  want. 

Crom.  Did  you  not  once  upon  your  Florence  Bridge, 

Help  a  diftrefTed  Man,  robb'd  by  the  Bandetti* 

His  Name  was  Cromwell  ? 
Frif.  I  never  made  my  Brain 

A  Calender  of  any  good  I  did, 

I  always  lov'd  this  Nation  with  my  Heart. 

Crom.  I  am  that  Cromwell  that  you  there  reliev'd, 
Sixteen  Duckets  you  gave  me  for  to  cloath  me, 
Sixteen  to  bear  my  Charges  by  the  way, 
And  fixteen  more  I  had  for  my  Horfe-hire, 
There  be  thofe  feveral  Sums  juftly  return 'd  : 
Yet  it  Injuftice  were,  that  ferving  at  my  need, 
For  to  repay  them  without  Intereft  : 
Therefore  receive  of  me  thefe  four  feveral  Bags; 
In  each  of  them  there  is  four  hundred  Mark, 
And  bring  to  me  the  Names  of  all  your  Debtors, 
And  if  they  will  not  fee  you  paid,  I  will. 
O  God  forbid,  that  I  (hould  fee  him  fall, 
That  helpt  me  in  my  greateft  need  of  all. 
Here  ftands  my  Father  that  firft  gave  me  Life, 
Alas,  what  Duty  is  too  much  for  him  ? 
This  Man  in  time  of  need  did  fave  my  Life, 
And  therefore  cannot  do  too  much  for  him. 
By  this  old  Man  I  oftentimes  was  fed9 
Elfe  might  I  have  gone  fupperlefs  to  Bed. 
Such  kindnefs  have  I  had  of  thefe  three  Men, 
That  Cromwell  no  way  can  repay  agen, 

Now 
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Now  in  to  Dinner,  for  we  ftay  too  long, 
And  to  go©d  Stomachs  is  no  greater  wrong.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Gardiner  in  his  Study,  and  his  Man. 

Card.  Sirrah,  where  be  thofe  Men  I  caus'd  to  ftay  ? 

Ser.  They  do  attend  your  Pleafure,  Sir,  within. 

Gard.  Bd  them  come  hither,  and  ftay  you  without, 
For  by  thofe  Men  the  Fox  of  this  fame  Land, 
That  makes  a  Goofe  of  better  than  himfeJf, 
Muft  worried  be  unto  his  lateft  home, 
Or  Gardiner  will  fail  in  his  intent. 
As  for  the  Dukes  of  Suffolk,  and  of  Norfolk, 
Whom  I  have  fent  for  to  come  fpeak  with  me  ; 
Howfoever  outwardly  they  fhadow  it, 
Yet  in  their  Hearts  I  know  they  love  him  not. 
As  for  the  Earl  of  Bedford,  he  is  but  one, 
And  dares  not  gain-fay  what  we  do  fet  down. 

Enter  the  two  Witnejfes. 
Now,  my  Friends,  you  know  I  fav'd  your  Lives, 
When  by  the  Law  you  had  deferved  Death; 
And  then  you  promis'd  me  upon  your  Oaths, 
To  venture  both  your  Lives  ro  do  me  good. 

Both  Wit.  We  fwore  no  more  than  that  we  will  perform.- 

Gard.  I  take  your  Words,  and  that  which  you  muft  do, 
Is  fcrvice  for  your  God,  and  for  your  King  ; 
To  root  a  Rebel  from  this  flouriming  Land, 
One  that's  an  Enemy  unto  the  Church: 
And  therefore  muft  you  take  your  folemn  Oaths, 
That  you  heard  Cromwell,  the  Lord  Chancellor, 
Did  wifh  a  Dagger  at  King  Henrys  Heart : 
Fear  not  to  fwear  it,  for  I  heard  him  fpeak  it; 
Therefore  we'll  fhield  you  from  enfuing  Harms. 

2  Wit.  If  you  will  warrant  us  the  Deed  is  good, 
We'll  undertake  it. 

Gard.  Kneel  down,  and  I  will  here  abfolve  you  both ; 
This  Crucifix  I  lay  upon  your  Heads, 
And  fprinkle  Holy-water  on  your  Brows : 
The  Deed  is  meritorious  that  you  do, 
And  by  it  (hall  you  purchafe  Grace  from  Heav'n. 

1  Wit.  Now  Sir  we'll  undertake  it,  by  our  Souls. 

2  Wit*  For  Cromwell  never  loved  none  of  our  fort* 

G*r<L 
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Gard.  I  know  he  doth  not,  and  for  both  of  you, 
I  will  prefer  you  to  fome  place  of  worth. 
Now  get  you  in,  until  I  call  for  you, 
For  prefently  the  Dukes  mean  to  be  here.  [Exeunt  Wit. 

Cromwell,  fit  faft>  thy  time's  not  long  to  reign  ; 
The  Abbies  that  were  pull'd  down  by  thy  means, 
Is  now  a  mean  for  me  to  pull  thee  down: 
Thy  Pride  alfo  thy  own  Head  lights  upon, 
For  thou  art  he  hath  chang'd  Religion  : 
But  now  no  more,  for  here  the  Dukes  are  come. 

Enter  Suffolk,  Norfolk,  and  the  Earl  of  Bedford. 

Suf.  Good  Even  to  my  Lord  Biftiop. 

Nor.  How  fares  my  Lord  ?  what,  are  you  all  alone  ? 

Gard.  No,  not  alone,  my  Lords,  my  mind  is  troubled  : 
I  know  your  Honours  mufe  wherefore  I  fent, 
And  infuch  hafte:  What,  came  you  from  the  King?     (him. 

Nor.  We  did,  and  left  none  but  Lord   Cromwell  with 

Gard.  O  what  a  dangerous  time  is  this  we  live  in  / 
There's  Thomas  Wolfey,  he's  already  gone, 
And  Thomas  Moor,  he  follow'd  after  him : 
Another  Thomas  yet  there  doth  remain, 
That  is  far  worfe  than  either  of  thofe  twain  ,• 
And  if  with  fpeed,  my  Lords,  we  not  purfue  it, 
I  fear  the  King  and  all  the  Land  will  rue  it. 

Bed*  Another  Thomas .?  pray  God  it  be  not  Cromwell. 

Gard.  My  Lord  of  Bedford,  it  is  that  Traitor  Cromwell. 

Bed.  Is  Cromwell  falfe  ?  my  Heart  will  never  think  it. 

Saf.  My  Lord  of  Winchefler,  what  likelihood, 
Or  proof  have  you  of  this  his  Treachery, 

Gard.  My  Lord,  too  much,  call  in  the  Men  within. 
Enter  the  Witnejfes. 
Thefe  Men,  my  Lord,  upon  their  Oaths  affirm, 
That  they  did  hear  Lord  Cromwell  in  his  Garden, 
Wifhed  a  Dagger  flicking  at  the  Heart 
Of  our  King  Henry :  What  is  this  but  Treafon? 

Bed.  If  it  be  fo,  my  Heart  doth  bleed  with  Sorrow; 

Suf.  How  fay  you,  Friends;  what,   did  you  hear  thefe 
Words .? 

i  Wtt.  We  did,  an't  like  your  Grace. 

Nor. 
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Nor.   In  what  Place  was  Lord  Cromwell  when  he  fpake 
them  \ 

1  Wit.  In  his  Garden;  where  we  did  attend  a  Suit, 
Which  we  had  waited  for  two  years  and  more. 

Snf.  How  long  is't  fince  you  heard  him  fpeak  thefe  Words? 

2  Wit.  Some  half  a  Year  iince. 

Bed.  How  chance  that  youconccai'd  it  all  this  time? 

1  Wit.   His  GrearncTs  made  us  fear;  that  was  the  caufe, 
Gard.  Ay,  ay,  his  Greatnefs,  that's  the  caufe  indeed ; 

And  to  make  his  Treafon  here  more  manifefl, 
He  calls  his  Servants  to  him  round  about, 
Tells  them  of  Wolfe fs  Life,  and  of  his  Fall, 
Says  that  himfelf  hath  many  Enemies, 
And  gives  to  fome  of  them  a  Park,  or  Manor, 
To  others  Leafes,  Lands  to  other  fome  : 
What  need  he  do  this  in  his  prime  of  Life, 
An  if  he  were  not  fearful  of  his  Death? 

Suf.  My  Lord,  thefe  likelihoods  are  very  great. 

Bed.  Pardon  me,  Lords,  for  I  muft:  needs  depart; 
Their  Proofs  are  great,  but  greater  is  my  Heart. 

[Exit  Bed  fore7. 

Nor.  My  Friends,  take  heed  of  that  which  you  have  laid ; 
Your  Souls  muft  anfwer  what  your  Tongues  report: 
Therefore  take  heed,  be  wary  what  you  do. 

2  Wit.  My  Lord,  we  fpeak  no  more  but  truth. 
Nor.  Let  them  depart,  my  Lord  of  Wtncbefter;  . 

Let  thefe  Men  be  clofe  kept  until  the  Day  of  Trial. 

Card.  They  (hall,  my  Lord  ;  ho,  take  in  thefe  two  Men. 

[Exeunt  Witnejfcs. 
My  Lords,  if  Cromwell  have  a  publick  Trial, 
That  which  we  do,  is  void,  by  his  denial ; 
You  know  the  King  will  credit  none  but  him* 

Nor.  'Tis  true,  he  rules  the  King  ev'n  as  he  pleafcs. 

Sfif.  How  fli all  we  do  for  to  attach  him  then  ? 

Gard.  Marry,  my  Lords,  thus, 
By  an  Act  he  made  himfelf, 
With  an  intent  tointrap  feme  of  our  Lives; 
And  this  it  is :  If  any  Counfellor 
Be  convi&ed  of  High  Treafon, 
He  (hall  be  executed  without  a  publick  Trial. 

Vojl.  VL  t  This 
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Ths  Acr,  my  Lords,  he  caus'd  the  King  to  make. 

Sttf  A  did  indeed,  and  I  remember  it, 
And  now  it  is  like  to  fall  upon  himfelf. 

Nor.  Let  us  not  flack  it,  'tis  for  England 's  good, 
We  mud  be  wary,  elfe  he'll  go  beyond  us. 

Card.  Well  hath  your  Grace  faid,  my  Lord  of  Norfolk* 
Therefore  let  us  presently  to  Lambeth, 
Thither  comes  Cromwell,  from  the  Court  to  Night, 
Let  us  arreft  him,  fend  him  to  the  Tower, 
And  in  the  Morning  cut  off  the  Traitor's  Head. 

Nor.  Come  then  about  it,  let  us  guard  the  Town, 
This  is  the  Day  that  Cromwell  muft  go  down. 

Gard.  Along  my  Lords,  well,  Cromwell  is  half  dead, 
He  fhak'd  my  Heart,  but  I  will  (have  his  Head.     [Excttnt. 

Enter  Bedford  folns. 
Bed.  My  Soul  is  like  a  Water  troubled, 
And  Gardiner  is  the  Man  that  makes  it  fo  ; 
O  Cromwell,  I  do  fear  thy  End  is  near: 
Yet  I'll  prevent  their  Malice  if  I  can, 
And  in  good  time,  fee  where  the  Man  doth  come. 
Who  little  knows  how  near's  his  Day  of  Doom. 
Enter  Cromwell  with  hit  Train,  Bedford  makes  as  though  he 
would  fpeak^to  him  :  He  goes  on. 
Crcm.  You're  well  encountred,  my  good  Lord  cf  Bedford^ 
Pray  pardon  me,  I  am  fent  for  to  the  King, 
And  do  not  know  the  Bufinefs  yet  my  felf, 
So  fare  you  well,  for  I  muft  needs  be  gone. 

[Exit  with  the  Train* 
Bed.  You  muft;  well,  what  remedy  ? 
I  fear  too  fcon  you  muft  be  gone  indeed, 
The  King  hath  Bufinefs,  but  little  doft  thou  know, 
Who's  bufie  for  thy  Life  ;  thou  think'ft  not  fo. 
Enter  Cromwell  and  the  Train  again. 
Crcm.   The  fecond  time  well  met  my  Lord  of  Bedford'. 
I  am  very  forry  that  my  hafte  is  fuch, 
Lord  Marquels  Dorfet  being  fick  to  Death, 
I  muft  receive  of  him  the  Privy-Seal. 
Ar  Lambahy  fosn  my  Lord,  we'll  talk  our  fill. 

\Exit  with  the  Train* 

Bed. 
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Bed*  How  fmooth  and  eafie  is  the  way  to  Death. 
Enter  a  Meffenger* 

Mef.  My  Lord,  the  Dukes  of  Norfoi\^\A  of  Suffolk^ 
Accompanied  v/ith  the  Bifhop  of  Wmchefler, 
Intreats  you  to  come  prefently  to  Lambeth, 
On  earneft  matters  that  concerns  the  State. 

Bed.  To  Lambeth,  fo:  Go  fetch  me  Pen  and  Ink, 
I  and  Lord  Cromwell  there  mall  talk  enough : 
Ay,  and  our  laft,  I  fear,  and  if  he  come. 

[He  writes  a  Letter* 
Here,  take  this  Letter,  and  bear  it  to  Lord  Cromwell, 
Bid  him  read  it,  fay  it  concern  him  near, 
Away,  be  gone,  make  all  the  hafte  you  can, 
To  Lambeth  do  I  go,  a  woful  Man,  [Exit* 

Enter  Cromwell  and  his  Train. 

Crom*  Is  the  Barge  ready?  I  will  ftraight  to  Lambeth, 
And  if  this  one  Day's  Bufinefs,  once  were  paft, 
I'd  take  my  eafe  to  Morrow  after  trouble. 
How  now  my  Friend,  would'ft  thou  fpeak  with  me? 

[The  Meffenger  brings  the  Letter,  he  pnts  it  in  his  Pocket. 

Mef.  Sir,  here's  a  Letter  from  my  Lord  of  Bedford, 

Crom.  O  good  my  Friend,  commend  me  to  thy  Lord, 
Hold,  take  thofe  Angels,  drink  them  for  thy  pains. 

Mef  He  doth  deli  re  your  Grace  to  read  it, 
Becaufe  he  fays  it  doth  concern  you  near. 

Crom.  Bid  him  aflure  himfeif  of  that,  farewel, 
To  Morrow,  tell  him,  he  (hall  hear  from  me, 
Set  on  before  there,  and  away  to  Lambeth.  [Exennt. 

Enter  Wincheftcr,  Suffolk,  Norfolk,  Bedford,  Serjeant 
at  Arms,  the  Herald,  and  Halberts. 

Gard.  Halberts  ftand  clofe  unto  the  Water- fide, 
Serjeant  at  Arms,  be  bold  in  your  Office, 
Herald,  deliver  your  Proclamation. 

Her*  This  is  to  give  notice  to  all  the  King's  Subjects, 
The  late  Lord  Cromwell,  Lord  Chancellor  of  England, 
Vicar  General  over  the  Realm, 
Him  to  hold  and  efteem  as  a  Traitor, 

Kainft  the  Crown  and  Dignity  of  England* 
God  fave  the  King. 
jar*  Amen. 
Z  i  Bed. 
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Bed*  Amer,  and  root  thee  from  the  Land, 
For  whiilr.  rhou  liveft  Truth  cannot  fhnd. 

Nor.  Make  a  Jane  there,  the  Traitor  is  at  hand* 
Keep  back  CronrwelFs  Men: 
Drown  them  if  they  come  on.     Serjeant,  your  Office? 

Enter  Cromwell,  they  make  a  lane  with  their  Halberts. 

Crom.  What  means  my  Lord  of  Norfoll^by  thefe Words? 
Sirs,  come  a'ong. 

Gard,   Kill  them,  if  they  come  on. 

Ser.  Lord  Cromwell,  in  King  Henry\  Name, 
I  do  arrerr.  your  Honour  of  High  Treafon. 

Crom.  Serjeant,  me  of  Treafon? 

[Cromwell**  Men  offer  to  dray:. 

S.'if.  Kill  them,  if  they  draw  a  Sword. 

Crcm.  Hold,  1  charge  you,  as  you  love  me,   draw  not  a 
Who  dares  accufe  Cromwell  of  Treafon  now  ?  f  Sword, 

Gard.  This  is  no  Place  to  reckon  up  your  Crime, 
Your  Dove-like  Looks  were  view'd  with  Serpents  Eyes. 

Cram.  With  Serpents  Eyes  indeed,  by  thine  they  were* 
Bur,  Gar -diner •,  do  thy  word,  I  fear  thee  nor, 
My  Faith  compar'd  with  thine,  as  much  mail  pafs> 
As  doth  the  Diamond  excell  the  Glafs. 
Attached  of  Treafon,  no  Accufers  by, 
Indeed  what  Tongue  dares  fpeak  fo  foul  a  lie? 

Nor.  MyLord,  my  Lord,  matters  are  too  well  known, 
And  is  it  time  the  King  had  note  thereof. 

Crom.  The  King,  let  me  go  to  him  Face  to  Face, 
No  better  Trial  I  deflre  than  that, 
Let  him  but  fay,  that  Cromwell's  Faith  was  feign 'd, 
Then  let  my  Honour,  and  my  Name  be  ftain'd; 
If  e'er  my  Heart  againft  the  King  was  fet, 
O  let  my  Soul  in  Judgment  anfwer  it : 
Then  if  my  Faith's  confirmed  with  his  Reafon, 
'Gain (1  whom  hath  Cromwe //then  committed  Treafon  ? 

Suf.  My  Lord,  }  our  Matter  mail  be  tried, 
Mean  time  with  patience  content  your  kit. 

Crom.  Perforce  I  mud:  with  Patience  be  content! 
O  dear  Friend  Bedford,  doft  thou  ftand  (o  near  ? 
Cromwell  rejoyceth,  one  Friend  flieds  a  Tear: 
And  whither  irt?  which  way  muft  Cromwell  now  ? 

Gard. 
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Gard.  My  Lord,  you  muft  unto  the  Tower  : 
Lieutenant,  take  him  to  your  Charge. 

Crom.  Well,  where  you  pleafe,  yet  before  Ipait, 
Let  me  confer  a  little  with  my  Men. 

Gard.  As  you  go  by  Water  fo  you  fhall. 
Crom.  I  have  fome  Bufinefs  prefent  to  impart. 
Nor.  You  may  not  flay,  Lieutenant,  take  your  Charge. 
Crom.  Well,  well,  my  Lord,  you  fecond  Gardiner's  Text. 
Norfolk^  farewel,  thy  turn  will  be  the  next. 

[Exit  Cromwell  and  the  Lieutenant. 
Gard.  His  guilty  Conicience  makes  him  rave,  my  Lord. 
Nor.  Ay,  let  him  talk,  his  time  is  (hon  enough- 
Gard.  My  Lord  of  Bedford,  come,  you  weep  for  him, 
That  would  not  died  a  Tear  for  you. 

Bed.  It  grieves  me  for  to  fee  his  fudden  Fall. 

Gard.  Such  Succefs  with  1  unto  Traitors  all.        \_Exeunt* 

Enter  two  Citizens. 
i  Cit.  Why  ?  can  this  News  be  true?  is't  poffible? 
The  great  Lord  CromwelUuzftei  upon  High  Treafon, 
I  hardly  will  believe  it  can  be  fo. 

2  Qt.  It  is  too  true,  Sir,  would  it  were  otherwifc, 
Condition  I  fpent  half  the  Wealth  I  have; 
I  was  at  Lambethy  faw  him  fhere  arretted, 
And  afterward  committed  to  the  Tower. 

i  Cit.  What  was't  for  Treafon  that  he  was  committed? 
2  C<>.  Kind  Noble  Gentleman  .•  I  may  rue  the  time ; 
All  that  I  have,  I  did  enjoy  by  him, 
And  if  he  die,  then  all  my  State  is  gone. 

i  Cit.  It  may  be  hoped  that  he  fliall  not  dye, 
Becaufe  the  King  did  favour  him  fo  much. 

2  Cit.  O  Sir,  you  are  deceiv'd  in  thinking  fo: 
The  Grace  and  Favour  he  had  with  the  King, 
Hath  caus'd  him  have  fo  many  Enemies : 
He  that  in  Court  fecure  will  keep  himfelf, 
Muft  not  be  Great,  for  then  he  is  envied  at. 
The  Shrub  is  fafe,  when  as  the  Cedar  (hakes, 
For  where  the  King  doth  love  above  compare, 
Of  others  they  as  much  more  envied  are. 

i  Cit.  'Tispity  that  this  Nobleman  fhould  fall, 
He  did  fo  many  charitable  Deeds. 

Z  X  a  Cit. 
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2  Gt.  Tis  true,  and  yet  you  fee  in  each  eftate, 
There's  none  To  good,  but  fome  one  doth  him  hate, 
And  they  before  would  fmile  him  in  the  Face, 
Will  be  the  foremoft  to  do  him  difgrace  : 
What,  will  you  go  along  unto  the  Court? 

1  Gt.  I  care  not  if  I  do,  and  hear  the  News, 
How  Men  will  judge  what  (hall  become  of  him. 

z  Gt.  Some  Men  will  fpeak  hardly,  fome  will  fpeak  in  pity, 
Go  you  to  the  Court.     Ill  go  into  the  City, 
There  I  am  fure  to  hear  more  News  than  you. 

1  Gt.  Why  then  foon  will  we  meet  again.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Cromwell  in  the  Tower. 
Cromt  Now,  Cromwell,  haft  thou  time  to  meditate, 
And  think  upon  thy  ftatc,  and  of  the  time  : 
Thy  Honours  cameunfoughr,  ay,  and  unlook'dfor; 
They  Fall  as  fudden,  and  unlook'd  for  too: 
What  Glory  was  in  England  that  had  I  not? 
Who  in  this  Land  commanded  more  than  Cromwell? 
Except  the  King,*  who  greater  than  my  fclf  ? 
But  now  I  fee  what  after  Ages  fhall, 
The  greater  Men,  more  fudden  is  their  Fall. 
And  now  I  do  remember,  the  Earl  of  Bedford 
Was  very  defirous  for  to  fpeak  to  me  : 
And  afterward  fent  unto  me  a  Letter, 
The  which  I  think  I  have  ftill  in  my  Pocket, 
Now  may  I  read  ir,  for  I  now  have  leifure, 
And  this  I  take  it  is.  [He  reads  the  Letter, 

My  Lord,  come  not  this  Night  to  Lambeth, 
For  if  you  do,  jour  State  is  overthrown. 
And  much  I  doubt  jour  Life,  and  if  you  come  : 
Then  if  you  love  jour  felf  ft  ay  where  you  are. 

0  God,  had  I  but  read  this  Letter, 

Then  had  I  been  free  from  the  Lion's  Paw  : 
Deferring  this  to  read  until  to  Morrow, 

1  fpurn'd  at  Joy,  and  did  embrace  my  Sorrow. 

Enter  the 1  Lieutenant  of theTower  and  Officers. 
Now,  Matter  Lieutenant,  when's  this  Day  of  Death? 
Lieu.  Alas,  my  Lord,  would  I  might  never  fee  it  : 
Mere  are  the  Dukes  of  Suffolk  and  ofWorfolJ^ 
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Wmchefter,  Bedford^  and  Sir  Richard  Ratcliff, 
With  others,  but  why  they  come  I  know  not. 

Cram.  No  matter  wherefore,  Cromwell  is  prepar'd, 
For  Gardiner  has  my  Life  and  State  infnar'd  : 
Bid  them  come  in,  or  you  fhall  do  them  wrong, 
For  here  ftands  he,  whom  fome  think  lives  too  long, 
Learning  kills  Learning,  and,  inftead  of  Ink 
To  dip  his  Pen,  Cromwell's  Heart-blood  doth  drink. 

Enter  all  the  Nobles. 
Nor.  Good  Morrow,  Cromwell^  what,  alone fo  hd  ? 
Cram.  One  good  among  you,  none  of  you  are  bad : 
For  my  part,  it  heft  fits  me  be  alone, 
Sadnefs  with  me,  not  I  with  any  one. 
What,  is  the  King  acquainted  with  my  caufe  ? 
Nor.  We  have,  and  he  hath  anfwered  us,  my  Lord. 
Crom.  How  ill  all  I  come  to  fpeak  with  him  my  felf? 
Gard.  The  King  is  fo  advertifed  of  your  Gilt, 
He  will  by  no  means  admit  you  to  his  prefence. 

Crom.  No  way  admit  me,  am  I  fo  foon  forgot  ? 
Did  he  but  yefterday  embrace  my  Neck,     • 
And  faid  that  Cromwell  was  even  half  himfelf, 
And  are  his  Princely  Ears  fo  much  bewitcrTd 
With  fcandalous  Ignominy,  and  fland'rous  Speeches 
That  now  he  doth  deny  to  look  en  me  ? 
Well,  my  Lord  of-Winchefter,  no  doubt  but  you 
Are  much  in  favour  with  his  Majefty, 
Will  you  bear  a  Letter  from  me  to  his  Grace? 
Gard.  Pardon  me,  I'll  bear  no  Traitor's  Letters. 
Crom.  Ha,  will  you  do  this  kindnefs  then  ? 
Tell  him  by  Word  of  Mouth  what  I  fhall  fay  to  you. 
Gard.  That  will  I. 

Crom,  Bat  on  your  Honour  will  you? 
Gard.  Ay,  on  my  Honour. 
Crom.  Bear  witnefs,  Lords. 
Tell  him,  when  he  hath  known  you, 
And  try'd  your  Faith  but  half  fo  much  as  mine, 
He'll  find  you  to  be  the  falfeft  hearted  Man 
In  England :   Pray  tell  him  this. 

Bed.  Be  patient,  good  my  Lord,  in  thefe  Extremities. 
Crom.  My  kind  and  honourable  Lord  of  Bedford^ 
I  know  your  Honour  always  lov'd  me  well, 
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But,  pardon  me,  this  ftill  fhall  be  my  Theme, 
Gardiner's  the  caufe  makes  Cromwell  lb  extream  : 
Sir  Ralph  Sadler,  pray  a  Word  with  you  ; 
You  were  my  Man,  and  all  that  you  poflefs 
Came  by  my  means,  to  requite  all  this, 
Will  you  take  this  Letter  here  of  me, 
And  give  it  with  your  own  Hands  to  the  King. 

Sad*  I  kifs  your  Hand,  and  never  will  I  reft, 
£'er  to  the  King  this  be  delivered.  [Exit  Sadler* 

Crom.  Why  yet  Cromwell  hath  one  Friend  in  (lore. 

Gard*  But  all  the  hafte  he  makes  fhall  be  but  vain; 
Here's  a  difcharge  for  your  Prifoner, 
To  fee  him  executed  prefently : 
My  Lord,  you  hear  the  tenor  of  your  Life. 

Crom,  I  do  embrace  it,  welcome  my  laft  date, 
And  of  this  glittering  World  I  take  laft  leave, 
And,  Noble  Lords,  I  take  my  leave  of  you: 
As  willingly  I  go  to  meet  with  Death, 
As  Gardiner  did  pronounce  it  with  his  Breath; 
FromTreafon  is  my  Heart  as  white  as  Snow, 
My  Death  only  procured  by  my  Foe  : 
I  pray  commend  me  to  my  Sovereign  King, 
And  tell  him  in  what  fort  his  Cromwell  dy*d, 
To  lofe  his  Head  before  his  Caufe  was  try'd ; 
But  let  his  Grace,  when  he  (hall  hear  my  Name, 
Say  only  this,  Gardiner  procur'd  the  fame. 

Enter  young  Cromwell. 

Lieu,  Here  is  your  Son  come  to  take  his  leave. 

Crom.  To  take  his  leave  ?  Come  hither,  Harrj  Cr$rnwell^ 
Mark,  Boy,  the  laft  Words  that  I  fpeak  ro  thee; 
Flatter  not  Fortune,  neither  fawn  upon  her ; 
Gape  not  for  State,  yet  lofe  no  fpark  of  Honour; 
Ambition,  like  the  Plague,  fee  thou  efchew  it ; 
I  die  for  Treafon,  Boy,  and  never  knew  it; 
Yet  let  thy  Faith  as  fpotlefs  be  as  mine, 
And  Cromwell's  Virtues  in  thy  Face  (hall  fhine: 
Come,  go  along  and  fee  me  leave  my  Breath, 
And  I'll  leave  thee  upon  the  fbor  of  Death. 

Sons  O  Father,  I  mail  die  to  fee  that  Wound, 
Your  Blood  being  fpilt  will  make  my  Heart  to  found. 

Crom, 
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Crow.  How,  Boy,  not  look  upon  the  Axt  ? 
How  (hall  I  do  then  to  have  my  Head  ftrook  off? 
Come  on,  my  Child,  and  fee  the  end  of  all, 
And  after  fay,  that  Gardiner  was  my  Fall. 

Card.  My  Lord  you  fpeak  it  of  an  envious  Heart, 
I  have  done  no  more  than  Law  and  Equity. 

Bed.  O,  my  good  Lord  of  Wmchefter,  forbear  ; 
It  would  better  feemed  you  to  been  abfcnr, 
Than  with  your  Words  diflurb  a  dying  Man. 

Crom.  Who  me,  my  Lord?  no:  he  difturbs  not  me, 
My  Mind  he  ftirs  not,  tho*  his  mighty  Shock 
Hath  brought  more  Peers  Heads  down  to  the  Block. 
Farewel,  my  Boy,   all  Cromwell  an  bequeath, 
Hy  hearty  Blefling,  fo  I  take  my  h  ave. 

Hung,   I  am  your  Peach's  Man,  pray  my  Lord  forgive  me. 

Crom.  Ev'n  with  my  Soul,  why  Man  thou  art  my  Doctor, 
And  bring'ft  mc  precious  Phyfick  for  my  Soul; 
My  Lord  of  Bedford,  I  deft  re  of  you, 
Before  my  Death  a  corporal  embrace. 

[Bedford  comes  to  him,  Cromwell  embraces  him. 
Farewel,  great  Lord,  my  Love  I  do  commend: 
My  Heart  to  you,  my  Soul  to  Heaven  I  fend; 
This  is  my  Joy,  that  e'er  my  Body  fleet, 
Yourhonour'd  Arms  is  my  true  Winding. fheet; 
Farewel,  dear  Bedford,  my  Peace  is  made  in  Heav'n  ; 
Thus  falls  great  Cromwell  a  poor  Ell  in  length, 
To  rife  to  unmeafur'd  height,  wing'd  with  new  ftrength. 
The  Lands  of  Worms,  whicli  dyfng  Men  difcover. 
My  Soul  is  fririn'd  with  Heaven's  Cekftial  cover. 

[Exeunt  Cromwell  and  the  Officers,  and  others. 

Bed.  Well,  farewel  Cromwell,  the  trueft  Friend 
That  ever  Bedford  fhall  poflefs  again, 
Well,  Lords,  I  fear  when  this  Man  is  dead, 
You'll  wifh  in  vain  that  Cromwell  had  a  Head. 

Enter  one  with  Cromwell'*  Head. 

Off.  Here  is  the  Head  of  the  deceafed  Cromwell. 
Bed.  Pray  thee  go  hence,  and  bear  his  Head  away, 
t7nto  his  Body,  inter  them  botji  in  Clay, 

*  Enter 
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Enter  Sir  Ralph  Sadler. 

Sad.  How  now  my  Lords,  what  is  Lord  Cromwell  dead  { 

Bed.  Lord  Cromwell's  Body  now  doth  want  a  Head. 

Sad.  O  God,  a  little  fpeed  had  fav'd  his  Life, 
Here  is  a  kind  Reprieve  come  from  the  King, 
To  bring  him  ftraight  unto  his  Majefty. 

Sttf.  Ay,  ay,  Sir  Ralph,  Reprieves  come  now  too  late. 

Qard.  My  Confcience  now  tells  me  this  Deed  was  ill; 
Would  Chrift  that  Cromwell  were  alive  again. 

Nor.  Come  let  us  to  the  King,  whom  well  I  know, 
Will  grieve  for  Cromwell,  that  his  Death  was  fo. 

[Exennt  omnes* 
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PROLOGUE 

THE  doubtful  Title y  Gentlemen y  prefixt 
Upon  the  Argument  we  have  in  Handy 
May  breed  fufpence,  and  wrongfully  difiurb 
The  peaceful  ^uiet  of  your  fetled  Thoughts  : 
To  flop  which  Scruple y  let  this  brief  fufice. 
It  is  no  pamper  d  Glutton  we  prefenty 
Nor  aged  Counfellor  to  youthful  Sin  $ 
But  oney   whofe  Virtue  Jhone  above  the  reft, 
A  valiant  Martyr,   and  a  virtuous  Peery 
In  whofe  true  Faith  and  Loyalty  exprejl 
Unto  his  Sovereign,  and  his  Country  s  weal : 
We  Jlrive  to  pay  that  Tribute  of  our  Love 
Tour  Favours  Merit  5  let  fair  Truth  be  gracd, 
Since  forgd  Invention  former  Time  defacd. 


Dramatis 
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KJ  NG  Henry  the  Fifth. 
Sir  John  Oldcaftle,  LW  Cobham. 
Harpool,  Servant  to  the  Lord  Cobham. 
Lord  Herbert,  with  Gough  his  Man. 
Lord  Powis,  with  Owen,  and  Davy,  his  Men. 
The  Mayor  of  Hereford,  and  Sheriff  of  Hereford* 

(hire,  with  Bay  tiffs  and  Servants. 
Two  Judges  of  AJJize. 

The  Bifhop  of  Rochcfter,  and  Clun  his  Sumner. 
Sir  John  the  Tarfon  of  Wrotham,  and  Doll  his 

Concubine. 
The  T)uke  of  Suffolk. 
The  Earl  of  Huntington. 
The  Earl  of  Cambridge. 
Lord  Scroop. 
Lood  Grey. 

Chartrcs  the  French  Agent. 
Sir  Roger  A&on. 
Sir  Richard  Lee. 

Mafler  Bourn,  j 

Mafter  Beverley,  \  Rebels. 

Murley  the  Brewer  of  Dunftable,  ) 
Mafler  Butler,  Gentleman  of  the  Tr  ivy -Chamber. 
Lady  Cobham. 
Lady  Powis. 

Cromer,  Sheriff  of  Kent. 
Lord  Warden  of  the  Cinque-Ports. 
Lieutenant  of  the  Tower. 
The  Mayor,  Conflable>  and  Goaler  of  St.  Albans. 
A  Kentifii  Confiable  and  an  Ale-man. 
Soldiers  and  old  Men  begging. 
Dick  and  Tom,  Servants  to  Murley. 
An  Irifliman. 
An  Hojly  Hoftler^  a  Carrier  and  Kate. 
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ACT  I.    SCENE  I. 

Enter  Sheriff,  Lord  Herbert,  Lord  Powis,  Owen, 
Bailiff,  Gough,  and  Davy. 

SHERIFF. 
Y  Lords  I  charge  ye  in  his  Highnefs  Name, 
to  keep  the  Peace,  you  and  your  Follow- 
ers, 

Her,  Good  Mafter  Sheriff,  look  unto  your 
felf. 
Pow.  Do  fo,  for  we  have  other  Bufinefs. 

[Proffer  to  fight  again. 
Sher.  Will  ye  difturb  the  Judges,  and  the  Affize  ? 
Hear  the  King's  Proclamation,  ye  were  beft. 
Pow.  Hold  then,  let's  hear  ir. 
Her.  But  be  brief,  ye  were  beft. 

RBail.  O  yes, 
Davy.  CoiTone,  make  ihorter  O,  or  (hall  mar  your  Ye?. 
Bail.  O  yes.  Owen. 


I 
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Owen.  Wait,  has  her  nothing  to  fay,  biit  O  yes  ? 
Bail.  O  Yes. 

Davy.  O  nay,  py  cofs  plut,  down  with  her,  down  with 
her.    A    Powis,  a  Powis. 

Govgh.  A  Herbert^  a  Herbert)  and  down  with  Powis, 

[Helter  skelter  again* 
Sher.  Hold  in  the  King's  Name,  hold, 
Owen.  Down  with  a  Kanaves  Name,  down. 

[In  this  fight  the  Bailiff  is  knocked  down,  and  the  Sheriff 
and  the  other  run  away. 
Her.  Powisy  I  think  thy  Welfti  and  thou  do  fmart. 
Pow.  Herberty  I  think  my  Sword  came  near  thy  Heart. 
Her.  Thy  Heart's  beft  Blood  fhall  pay  the  lofsof  mine. 
Gotigh.  A  Herbert)  a  Herbert. 
Davy.  A  PoiviS)  a  Powis. 
As  thej  are  fighting)  Enter  the  Mayor  of  Hereford^  his 

Officers  and  Townfmen  with  Clubs. 
May.  My  Lords,  as  you  are  Liegemen  to  the  Crown, 
True  Noblemen,  and  Subjects  to  the  King, 
Attend  his  Highnefs  Proclamation. 
Commanded  by  the  Judges  of  Aflize, 
For  keeping  Peace  at  this  AflTembly. 

Her.  Good  Matter  Mayor  of  Hereford,  be  brief. 
May.  Serjeant,  without  the  Ceremonies  of  O  yef, 
Pronounce  aloud  the  Proclamation. 

Ser.  The  King's  Juftices,  perceiving  what  publick  Mif- 
chief  may  enfue  this  private  Quarrel ;  in  his  Majefty's 
Name,  do  ftraitly  charge  and  command  all  Perfons,  of 
what  Degree  foever,  to  depart  this  Ciry  of  Hertford,  ex- 
cept fuch  as  are  bound  to  give  attendance  at  this  Aflize, 
and  that  no  Man  prefume  to  wear  any  Weapon,  efpecially 
Welfti-Hooks,  Foreft  Bills. 

Owe n.  Haw  ?  No  pill  nor  Wells  hoog  \  ha  ? 
May.  Peace,  and  hear  the  Proclamation. 
Ser.  And  that  the  Lord  Powis  do  prefently  difperfe  aad 
difcharge  his  Retinue,  and  depart    the  City  in  the  King's 
Peace,  ne  and  his  Followers,  on  pain  of  Imprifonment. 

Davy.  Haw  ?  pud  her  Lord  Powis  in  Prifon  ?  A  Powis, 
a  Powis.    CoiToon,  her  will  live  and  tye  with  her  Lord. 
Cough.  A  Herbert,  a  Herbert. 

In 
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fn  (his  fight  the  Lord  Herbert  is  wounded,  and  falls  to  thi 
Ground^  the  Alayor  and  his  Company  cry  for  Clubs :  Powis 
runs  away,  Gough  and  Herbci  t's  Fatlion  are  bufie  about 
him.  Enter  the  two  Judges,  the  Sheriff'  and  his  Bailiffs 
afore  them,  &c. 

1  Judge.  Where's  the  Lord  Herbert  ?  Is  he  hurt  or  (Lin? 

Sher.  He's  here,  my  Lord. 

1  Judge.  How  fares  his  Lordfhip,  Friends? 

Gough.  Mortally  wounded,  fpecchlefs,  he  cannot  Vive. 

1  Judge.  Convey  him  henc<,    let  not  his  Wounds  take 
Air, 
And  get  him  dreft  with  Expedition. 

[Exit  L.  Herbert  and  Goughi 
M after  Mayor  of  Hereford,  Mafter  Sheriff  o'th'  Shi<e, 
Commit  Lord  Powis  to  fafe  Cuftody, 
To  anfwer  the  difturbance  of  the  Ptace, 
Lord  Herberts  Peri!,  and  his  high  contempt 
Of  us,  and  you  the  King's  Commiflioners, 
See  it  be  done  with  Care  and  Diligence. 

Sher.  Pleafe  it  your  Lordfhip,   my  Lord  Powis  is  gone 
pad  all  recovery. 

i  Judge.  Yet  let  fearch  be  made, 
To  apprehend  his  Followers  that  are  left. 

Sher.  There  are  fome  of  them :   Sirs,  lay  hold  of  them; 

Owen.  Of  us  ?    and  why  ?    what  has  her  done,  I   pi  ay 
you? 

Sher.  Dirarm  them,  Bailiffs. 

May.  Officers  a  (Tift. 

Davy.  Hear  you,  Lord  Shudge,  what  relTon  for  this? 

Owen.  Coflbon,  pe  pufe  for  righting  for  our  Lord? 

1  Judge.  Away  with  them. 

Davy.  Harg  you,  my  Lord. 

Owen.  Gough  my  Lord  Herbert's  Man's  a  mitten  Karave.* 

Davy.  Ice  live  and  tye  in  good  Quarrel. 

Owen.  Pray  you  do  fhuftice,  let  awl  be  Prifon. 

Davy.  Prilon,  no, 
Lord  Shudge,  I  wool  give  you  Pale,  good  Surety. 

Vol.  VI.  A  a  tfudgei 
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z  Judge.  What  Bail  ?  what  Sureties  ? 
Davj.  Her  Cozen  ap  Rice,  ap  Evan,  ap  Morice,  ap  Mor- 
gan, ap  Lluelljn,  ap  Madoc,  ap  Meredith,  ap  Griffin,  ap  !><*- 
^y,   ap  Owen,  ap  Shinken  Shone s. 

z  Judge.  Two  of  the  moft  fufficient  are  enow. 
i^r.  And't  pleafe  your  Lordfhip  thefe  are  all  but  one. 
i  Judge.  To  Goal  with  them,    and  the  Lord  Herbert's 
Men. 

We'll  talk  with  them,  when  the  Affize  is  done.      {Exeunt. 
Riotous,  audacious,  and  unruly  Grooms, 
Muft  we  be  forced  to  come  from  the  Bench, 
To  quiet  Brawls>  which  every  Conftable 
In  other  civil  Places  can  fupprefs? 

2  Judge.  What  was  the  quarrel  that  caus'd  all  this  ftir* 
Sher.  About  Religion,  as  I  heard,  my  Lord. 
Lord  Toivih  detracted  from  the  Pow'r  of  Rome, 
Affirming  Tficklif's  Do&rine  to  be  true, 
And  Rome's  Erroneous:  Hot  reply  was  made 
By  the  Lord  Herbert,  they  were  Traitors  all 
That  would  maintain  it.     Powis  anfwer'd, 
They  were  as  true,  as  noble,  and  as  wife 
As  he,  that  would  defend  it  with  their  Lives, 
He  nam'd  for  in  fiance  Sir  John  Oldcaftle 
The  Lord  Cobham:  Herbert  reply 3d  again, 
He,  thou,  and  all  are  Traitors  that  lb  hold. 
The  Lie  was  giv'n,  the  feveral  Factions  drawn, 
And  fo  enrag'd,  that  we  could  not  appeafe  it. 

i  Judge.  This  cafe  concerns  the  King's  Prerogative, 
And  'tis  dangerous  to  the  Srate  and  Commonwealth. 
Gentlemen,  Juftices,  Mafter  Mayor,  and  Matter  Sheriff, 
It  doth  behove  us  all,  and  each  of  us 
In  general  and  particular,  to  have  care 
For  the  fuppreffing  cf  all  Mutinies, 
And  all  AfTemblies,  except  Soldiers  Mufterr, 
For  the  King's  Preparation  into  France. 
We  hear  of  fecret  Conventicles  made, 
And  there  is  doubt  of  fome  Confpiracies, 
Which  may  break  out  into  rebellious  Arms 
When  the  King's  gone,  perchance  before  he  go: 
Now  as  an  injlance,  this  one  perillous  Fray, 

What 
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Whit  Fa&ions  might  have  grown  on  either  part, 
To  the  deftruction  of  the  King  and  Realm: 
Yet,  in  my  Confcience,  Sir  John  Oldcaftle\ 
Innocent  of  it,  only  his  Name  was  us'd. 
We  therefore  from  his  Highnefs  give  this  charge: 
You  Matter  Mayor,  look  to  your  Citizens, 
You  Matter  Sheriff,  unto  your  Shire,  and  you 
As  Juttices  in  every  ones  Precinct 
There  be  no  Meetings.    When  the  vulgar  Sort 
St  on  their  Ale-Bench,  with  their  Cups  and  Cans,' 
Matters  of  State  be  not  their  common  talk, 
Nor  pure  Religion  by  their  Lips  prophan'd. 
Let  us  return  unto  the  Bench  again, 
And  there  eximine  further  of  this  Fray. 

Enter  a  Bailiff'  and  a  Serjeant* 

Sher.  Sirs,  have  yc  taken  the  Lord Powis  yet? 

Bail.   No,  nor  heard  of  him. 

Ser.  No,  he's  gone  far  enough. 

1  Judge.  They  that  are  left  behind,  (hall  anfwer  all: 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  the  Duke  of  Suffolk,  Bijhof  of  Rochefter,  Mafter ^ But- 
ler, Sir  John  the  Parfon  of  Wrotham. 

Sftf.  Now,  my  Lord  Biiliop,  take  free  Liberty 
To  fpeak  your  Mind;  what  is  your  Suit  to  us  ? 

Roch.  My  noble  Lord,  no  more  than  what  you  knowi 
And  have  been  oftentimes  inverted  with : 
Grievous  Complaints  have  paft  between  the  Lips 
Of  envious  Perfons  to  upbraid  the  Clergy, 
Some  carping  at  the  Livings  which  we  have; 
And  others  fpurning  at  the  Ceremonies 
That  are  of  ancient  Cuftom  in  the  Church. 
Amongft  the  which,  Lord  Cobham  is  a  Chief: 
What  Inconvenience  may  proceed  hereof, 
Both  to  the  King,  and  to  the  Commonwealth,' 
May  eafily  be  difcern'd,  when  like  a  frenfie 
This  Innovation  (hall  poflefs  their  Minds. 

IThofe  Upftarts  will  have  Followers  to  upholds 
Their  damn'd  Opinion,  more  than  Harry  (hall, 
To  undergo  his  quarrel  'gainft  the  French* 
Suf.  What  proof  is  there  againft  them  to  be  had, 
That  what  you  fay  the  Law  may  juftifie? 
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Roth.  Th  y  give  themfelves  the  Names  of  Proteftants, 
And  meet  in  Fields  and  folitary  Grovts. 

S.  John.  Was  ever  heard,  my  Lord,  the  like  'till  now  I 
That  Thieves  and  Rebels,  'sbloud  Hereticks, 
Plain  Hereticks,  i'il  ftand  to't  to  their  Teeth, 
Sh  mid  have,  to  colour  their  vile  Practices, 
A  Title  of  fuch  worth,  as  Proteftant? 

Enter  one  with  a  Letter. 
Sttf.  O  but  you  muft  not  fwear,  it  ill  becomes 
O  >e  of  your  Coat,  to  rap  out  bloody  Oaths. 

Roch.  Pardon  him,  good  my  Lord,  it  is  his  Zeal. 
An  honeft  Country  Prelate,  who  laments 
To  fee  fuch  foul  diforder  in  the  Church. 

S.  John.  There's  one  they  call  him  Sir  John  Oldcaftle. 
He  has  not  his  Name  for  nought :    For  like  a  Caftle 
Doth  he  encompafs  them  within  his  Walls, 
But  'till  that  Caftle  be  fubverted  quite, 
We  ne'er  (hall  be  at  quiet  in  the  Realm. 

Roch.  This  is  our  Suit,  my  Lord,  that  he  be  ta'en 
And  brought  in  qutftion  for  his  Herefie: 
Befide,  two  Letters  brought  me  out  o(Walesy 
Wherein  my  Lord  of  Hertford  writes  to  me, 
What  tumult  and  fedition  was  begun, 
About  the  Lord  Cobham,  at  the  Sizes  there, 
For  they  had  much  ado  to  calm  the  Rage, 
And  that  the  valiant  Herbert  is  there  flain* 

Sufi.  A  Fire  that  muft  be  quench'd.  Well  fay  no  more, 
The  King  anon  goes  to  the  Council  Chamber, 
There  to  debate  of  Matters  touching  France, 
As  he  doth  pafs  by,  I'll  inform  his  Grace 
Concerning  your  Petition.     Mafter  Butler, 
If  I  forget,  do  you  remember  me. 
But.  I  will  my  Lord. 
Roch.  Not  as  a  Recompence, 
But  as  a  Token  of  our  Love  to  you,      [Offers  him  a  Purfe. 
By  me,  my  Lords,  the  Clergy  doth  prefent 
This  Purfe,  and  in  it  full  a  thoufand  Angels, 
Praying  your  Lordfhip  to  accept  their  Gift. 

Suf.  I  thank  them,  my  Lord  Bifhop,  for  their  love* 
But  will  riot  take  their  Mony,  if  you  pleafe 
To  give  it  to  this  Gentleman,  you  may. 

Rock* 
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Roch.  Sir,  then  we  crave  your  furtherance  herein. 

But.  The  beft  I  can,  my  Lord  of  Rochefter* 

Roch,  Nay,  pray  take  ir,  truft  me  you  fhall. 

S.John.  Were  ye  all  three  unon  Nev>  Market  Heath, 
You  mould  not  need  ftrain  curt'/ie  who  mould  ha'r, 
Sir  John  would  quickly  rid  ye  of  that  care. 

Suf.  The  King  is  coming :  Fear  ye  nor,  my  Lord, 
The  very  firft  thing  I  will  break  with  him 
Shall  be  about  your  matter. 

Enter  the  King*  and  Earl  of  Huntington  in  talk* 

King.  My  Lord  of  Suffolk^ 
Was  it  not  faid  the  Clergy  did  rcfufe 
To  lend  us  Mony  toward  our  Wars  in  France  ? 

Suf.  It  was  my  Lord,  but  very  wrongfully. 

Kin?.  I  know  it  wa<>:  For  Huntington  here  tells  me 
They  have  been  very  bountiful  of  late. 

Suf.  And  ftill  they  vow,  my  gracious  Lord,  to  be  fo, 
Hoping  your  Majefty  will  think  on  them 
As  of  your  loving  S  ibjeds,  and  fupprefs 
All  fuch  malicious  Erors  as  begin 
To  fpot  their  calling,  and  difturb  the  Church. 

King.  God  el fe  forbid:  why,  Suffolk, 
Is  there  any  new  Rupture  to  difquiet  them  ? 

Suf.  No  new,  my  Lord,  the  old  is  great  enough. 
And  fo  increafing,  as  if  not  cur  down, 
Will  breed  a  fcandal  to  your  Royal  State, 
And  fet  your  Kingdom  quickly  in  an  uproar. 
The  Kentifl}  Knight,  Lord  Cobham,  in  defpighfc 
Of  any  Law,  or  foiritual  Difcipline, 
Maintains  this  upftart  new  Religion  ftill, 
And  divers  great  Aflemblies  by  his  means 
And  private  Quarrels  are  commenced  abroad, 
As  by  this  Letter  more  at  large,  my  Liege,  is  made  apparent. 

King.  We  do  find  it  here, 
There  was  in  Wales  a  certain  Fray  of  late 
Between  two  Noblemen.    But  what  of  this? 
Follows  it  ftraight  Lord  Cobham  muft  be  he 
Did  caufe  the  fame?  I  dare  be  fworn,  good  Knight, 
He  never  dream'd  of  any  fuch  contention, 

Roch,  But  in  his  Name  the  quarrel  did  begin, 
About  the  Qpinion  which  he  held,  my  Liege* 
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King.  What  if  he  did?  was  either  he  in  place 
To  take  part  with  them  ?  or  abett  them  in  it  ? 
If  brabling  Fellows,  whofe  enkindled  Blood 
Seeths  in  their  fiery  Vein*,  will  needs  go  fights 
Making  their  Quarrels  of  fome  words  that  paft 
Either  of  you,  or  you,  amongft  their  Cups, 
Is  the  Fault  yours?  or  are  they  guilty  of  it  ? 

Sufi.  With  pardon  of  your  Highnefs  my  dread  Lord, 
Such  little  fparks  neglected,  may  in  time 
Grow  to  a  mighty  Flame.   But  that's  not  all, 
He  doth  befide  maintain  a  ftrange  Religion, 
And  will  not  be  compelKd  to  come  to  Maff. 

Rock.  We  do  befeech  you  therefore,  gracious  Prince, 
Without  Offence  unto  your  JMajefty, 
We  may  be  bold  to  ufe  Authority. 

King.  As  how  f 

Roch.  To  fummon  him  unto  the  Arches, 
Where  fuch  Offences  have  their  Punifhment. 

King.  To  anfwer  perfonally,  is  that  your  meaning? 

Roch.  It  is,  my  Lord. 

King.  How  if  he  appeal  ? 

Roch.  My  Lord,  he  cannot  in  fuch  a  cafe  as  this. 

Sufi  Not  where  Religion  is  the  Plea,  my  Lord. 

King.  I  took  it  always,  that  our  felf  flood  on'c 
As  a  fufficient  Refuge :  Unto  whom 
Not  any  but  might  lawfully  Appeal. 
But  well  not  argue  now  upon  that  poinr. 
For  Sir  John  Oldcaftley  whom  you  accufe, 
Let  me  intreat  you  to  difpence  a  while 
With  your  high  Title  of  Preheminence.  \ln  fcorn. 

Report  did  never  yet  condemn  him  fo, 
But  he  hath  always  been  repu'ed  Loyal: 
And  in  my  Knowledge  I  can  fay  thus  much, 
That  he  is  virtuous  wife,  and  honourable. 
If  any  way  his  Confcience  be  feduc'd 
To  waver  in  his  Faith,  1*11  fend  for  him, 
And  fchool  him  privately:  If  thatferve  nor, 
Then  afterward  you  may  proceed  againft  him. 
Butler^  be  you  the  MefTenger  for  us, 
And  will  him  prefcntly  repair  to  Court.  [Exeunt. 

'&  John. 
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S.John.  How  now  my  Lord?  why  ftand  you  difcontent  ? 
Infooth,  methinks,  the  King  hath  well  decreed. 

Roch.  Ay,  ay,  Sir  John,  if  he  would  keep  his  Word  : 
But  I  perceive  he  favours  him  fo  much 
As  this  will  be  to  fmall  EffecT:,  I  fear. 

S.John.  Why  then  I'll  tell  you  what  you're  beft  to  do: 
If  you  fufpedr.  the  King  will  be  but  cold 
Jn  reprehending  him,  fend  you  a  Procefs  too 
To  ferve  upon  him,  fo  ye  may  be  fure 
To  make  him  anfwer'r,  howfoever  it  fall. 

Roch.  And  well  remembred,  I  will  have  it  fo9 
A  Sumner  fhall  be  fent  about  it  ftraight.  \_Exiu 

S.  John.  Yea,  do  fb.     In  the  mean  fpace  this  remains 
For  kind  Sir  John  oiWrothamy  honeft.  Jack. 
Methinks  the  Purie  of  Gold  the  Biihop  gave 
Made  a  good  fhew,  it  had  a  tempting  Look: 
Befhrew  me,  but  my  Fingers  ends  do  itch 
To  be  upon  thofe  golden  Ruddocks.  Well  'tis  thus; 
I  am  not  as  the  World  doth  rake  me  for: 
If  ever  Wolf  were  cloathed  in  Sheep's  Coat, 
Then  I  am  he;  old  huddle  and  twang  'ifaith: 
A  Prieft  in  fhew,  but,  in  plain  Terms,  a  Thief : 
Yet  let  me  tell  you  too,  an  honeft  Thief; 
One  thit  will  take  it  where  it  may  be  fpar'd, 
And  fpend  it  freely  in  good  Fellowlhip. 
I  have  as  many  Shapes  as  Proteus  had, 
That  (till  when  any  Villany  is  done, 
There  may  none  fufpeft  it  was  Sir  John. 
Befides,  to  comfort  me,  (for  what's  this  Life, 
Except  the  crabbed  Bitternefs  thereof 
Be  fweetned  now  and  then  with  Letchery?) 
I  have  my  Doll,  my  Concubine  as  'twere, 
To  frolick  with,  a  lufty  bouncing  Girl. 
But  whilft  I  loiter  here,  the  Gold  may  fcape, 
And  that  muft  not  be  fo :  It  is  mine  own. 
Therefore  ITI  meet  him  on  his  way  to  Court, 
And  (hrive  him  of  it,  there  will  be  the  fport.  [Exit. 

Enter  four  poor  People,  fome  Soldiers,  fome  old  Men. 
1,  God  help,  God  help,  there's  Law  for  puniihing, 
But  there's  no  Law  for  our  Neceflity : 
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There  be  more  Stocks  to  fet  poor  Soldiers  in, 
Than  there  be  Houfes  to  relieve  them  at. 

Old  Man,  Ay,  Houfe-keeping  decays  in  every  place, 
Even  as  St. Peter  writ,  (till  worfe  and  worfe. 

2,  Matter  Mayor  of  Rochejler  has  given  command,  That 
none  fhall  go  abroad  out  of  the  Pariili,  and  has  fet  down  an 
Order  forfooth,  what  every  poor  Houftiolder  muft  give  for 
oar  relief;  where  there  be  fome  fefled,  I  may  fay  to  you, 
had  almoft:  as  much  need  to  beg  as  we. 

i .  It  is  a  hard  World  the  while. 

Old  Man.  If  a  poor  Man  ask  at  Door  for  God's  fake,  they 
ask  him  for  a  Licence  or  a  Certificate  from  a  Juftice. 

z.  Faith  we  have  none,  but  what  we  bear  upon  our  Bo- 
dies, our  maim'd  Limbs,  God  help  us. 

4.  And  yet  as  lame  as  I  am,  I'll  with  the  King  into  France, 
if  I  can  but  crawl  a  Ship-board,  I  had  rather  be  {lain  in 
France,  than  ftarve  in  England, 

Old  Man*  Ha,  were  I  but  as  lufty  as  I  was  at  Shrewsbury 
Battel,  I  would  not  do  as  I  do;  but  we  are  now  come  to 
the  good  Lord  Cobhams  Houfe,  the  beft,  Man  to  the  Poor 
in  ali  Kent, 

4.  God  blefs  him,  there  be  but  few  fuch. 
Enter  Cobham  with  Harpool. 

Cob,  Thou  peevifh  froward   Man,   what  wouldft  thou 
have? 

Har,  This  Pride,  this  Pride,  brings  all  to  beggary, 
I  ferv'd  your  Father,  and  your  Grandfather, 
Shew  me  fuch  two  Men  now :  No,  no, 
Your  Backc,  your  Backs ;  the  Devil  and  Pride 
Has  cut  the  Throat  of  all  good  Houfc-keeping, 
They  were  the  beft  Yeomens  Mafters  that 
Ever  were  in  England, 

Cob,  Yea,  except  thou  have  a  crew  of  filthy  Knaves 
And  fturdy  Rogues  ftill  feeding  at  my  Gate, 
There  is  no  Hofpitality  with  thee. 

Har,  They  may  fit  at  the  Gate  well  enough,  but  the  De- 
vil of  any  thing  you  give  them,  except  they'll  eat  Stones. 

Cob.  'Tis  long  then  of  fuch  hungry  Knaves  as  you: 
Yea,  Sir,  here's  your  Retinue,  your  Guefts  be  come, 
They  know  their  Hours,  I  warrant  you* 

Old 
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Old  Man.  God  b!efs  your  Honour,  God  fave  the  good 
Lord  Cobbamy  and  z\\  his  Houfe. 

Sold.  Good  your  Honour,  beftow  your  blcffcd  Alms 
Upon  poor  Men, 

Cob.   Now,  Sir,  here  be  your  alms  Knights: 
Now  are  you  as  fafe  as  the  Emperor. 

Har.  My  alms  Knights  ?  Nay,  they're  yours  : 
It  is  a  fhame  for  you,  and  HI  ftand  to'r, 
Your  foolifli  Alms  maintains  more  Vagabonds 
Than  all  the  Noblemen  in  Kent  bcfide. 
Out  you  Rogues,  you  Knaves,  work  for  you  Livings. 
Alas,  poor  Mtn,  they  may  beg  their  Hearts  our, 
There's  no  more  Charity  among  Men 
Than  amongft  fo  many  Maftive  Dops. 
What  make  you  here,  you  needy  Knaves? 
Away,  away,  you  Villains. 

i  Sold.  1  befeech  you,  Sir,  be  good. 

Cob.  Nay,  nay,  they  know  thee  well  enough,  Ithinkthat 
all  the  Beggars  in  this  Land  are  thy  Acquaintance  :  go  be- 
llow your  Alms,  none  will  controiil  you,  Sir. 

Har.  What  mould  I  give  them  ?  you  are  grown  fo  Ber- 
garly,  that  you  can  fcarce  give  a  bit  of  Bread  at  your  Door: 
you  talk  of  your  Religion  fo  long,  that  you  have  banihYd 
Charity  from  you  :  a  Man  may  make  a  Flax-frop  in  vour 
Kitching  Chimnics,  for  any  Fne  there  is  ftirring. 

Cob.  It  thou  wilt  give  them  nothing,  lend  them  hence  : 
Let  them  not  ftand  here  ftarving  in  rhe  Cold. 

Har.  Who,  I  drive  them  hence?  If  I  drive  poor  Men 
from  the  Door,  I'll  be  hang'd  :  I  know  not  what  I  rr  ay  come 
to  my  felf :  God  help  ye  poor  Knaves,  \e  fee  the  World 
Well,  you  had  a  Mother:  O  God  be  with  thee  good  I  ady' 
thy  Soul's  at  reft  :  flie  gave  more  in  Shirts  and  Smocks  to 
poor  Children,  than  you  fpend  in  your  Houfe,  and  yet  you 
live  a  Beggar  too.  J      J 

Cob.  Ev'n  the  word  deed  that  ever  my  Mother  did, 
Was  in  relieving  fuch  a  Fool  as  thou. 

Har.  Ay,  I  am  a  Fool  ftill:  with  all  your  Wit  you'jl  die  a 
£eS£ar>  go  too. 

Cob.  Go,  you  old  Fool,  give  the  poor  People  fomethire: 
Go  in  poor  Men  into  the  inner  Court,  and  take  fuch  Alms^as 
there  is  to  be  had, 
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Sold.  God  blefs  your  Honour. 

Har.  Hang  you  Rogues,  hang  you,  there's  nothing  but 
Mifery  amongft  you,  you  fear  no  Law,  you.  [Exit. 

Oldm.  God  blefs  you  good  Mafter  Ralph,  God  fave  your 
Life,  you  are  good  to  the  Poor  ftill. 

Enter  the  Lord  Powis  difguifed. 

Cob.  What  Fellow's  yonder  comes  along  the  Grove? 
Few  PafTengers  there  be  that  know  this  way  : 
Methinks  he  flops  as  though  he  (laid  for  me. 
And  meant  to  fhroud  himfelf  among  the  Bufties, 
I  know  the  Clergy  hates  me  to  the  Death, 
And  my  Religion  gets  me  many  Foes : 
And  this  may'be  fome  defperate  Rogue 
Suborn'd  to  work  me  Mifchief :  as  pleafeth  God. 
If  he  come  toward  me,  fure  I'll  flay  his  coming, 
Be  he  butone  Man,wh3tfoe'er  hebe.     [Lord  Powis  common* 
I  have  been  well  acquainted  with  that  Face. 

Tow.  Well  met,  my  Honourable  Lord  and  Friend. 

Cob.  You  are  welcome,  Sir,  whate'eryou  be; 
But  of  this  fudden,  Sir,  I  do  not  know  you. 

Tow.  I  am  one  that  wifheth  well  unto  your  Honour, 
My  Name  is  Powis,  an  old  Friend  of  yours. 

Cob.  My  Honourable  Lord,  and  worthy  Friend, 
What  makes  your  Lordftiip  thus  alone  in  Kent? 
And  thus  difguifed  in  this  flrange  Attire  ? 

Tow.  My  Lord,  an  unexpected  accident 
Hath  at  this  time  enforced  me  to  thefe  Parts, 
And  thus  it  hapt.     Not  yet  full  five  Days  fince. 
Now  at  the  lafl  Affize  at  Hereford, 
It  chane'd  that  the  Lord  Herbert  and  my  fc\f% 
'Mongfl:  other  things  difcourfing  at  the  Table, 
To  fall  in  Speech  about  fome  certain  Points 
Of  mcklif's  D  )&rine  'gainft  the  Papacy, 
And  the  Religion  Catholick  maintain'd 
Through  the  moft  part  of  Europe  at  this  day, 
This  wilful  tefty  Lord  ftuck  not  to  fay, 
That  Wickliffwzs  a  Knave,  a  Schifmatick, 
His  Do&rine  devilifh  and  Heretical: 
And  whatfoever  he  was  maintain'd  the  fame, 
Was  Traitor  both  to  God,  and  to  his  Country. 
Being  moved  at  his  peremptory  Speech 
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I  told  him,  fome  maintain'd  thofe  Opinions, 

Men,  and  truer  Subjects  than  Lord  Herbert  was: 

And  he  replying  in  companions, 

Your  Name  was  urg'd,  my  Lord,  againft  this  challenge, 

To  be  a  perfect  favourer  of  the  Tiuth. 

And  to  be  fhort,  from  words  we  fell  to  blows, 

Our  Servants,  and  our  Tenants  taking  parts. 

Many  on  both  fides  hurt:  and  for  an  Hour 

The  broil  by  no  means  could  be  pacified, 

Until  the  Judges  rifing  from  the  Bench, 

Were  in  their  Pcrfons  fore'd  to  part  the  fray. 

Cub.  I  hope  no  Man  was  violently  (lain. 

Pow.  Faith  none  I  trull:,  but  the  Lord  Herbert's  klfy 
Who  is  in  truth  fo  dangeroufly  burr, 
As  it  is  doubted  he  can  hardly  fcape. 

Cob.  Iamforry,  my  good  Lord,  of  thefe  ill  News. 

Pow.  This  is  the  caufe  that  drives  me  into  Kenty 
To  (hroud  my  felf  with  you  fo  good  a  Friend, 
Until  I  hear  how  things  do  fpeed  at  home. 

Cob.  Your  Lordfhip  is  moil  welcome  unto  Cobham  : 
But  I  am  very  forry,  my  good  Lord, 
My  Name  was  brought  in  queftion  in  this  matter, 
Confidering  I  have  many  Enemiecr, 
That  threaten  Malice,  and  do  lie  in  wait 
To  take  the  vantage  of  the  fmalleft  thing. 
But  you  are  welcome,  and  repofe  your  Lord  in  ip, 
And  keep  your  felf  here  fecret  in  my  Houfe, 
Until  we  hear  how  the  Lord  Herbert  fpeeds. 

Enter  Haipool. 
Here  comes  my  Man:  Sirrah,   what  News  ? 

Har.  Yonder's  one  Mr.  Butler  of  the  Privy  Chamber,   is 
fent  unto  you  from  the  King. 

Pow.  Pray  God  the  Lord  Herbert  be  not  dead,  and  the 
King  hearing  whither  I  am  gore,  hath  fent  for  roe. 

Cob.  Comfort  your  felf,  my  Lord,  I  warrant  you. 

Har.  Fellow,  what  ails  thee  ?   do'ft  thou  quake  ?    do'ft 
thou  ihake?  do'ft  thou  tremble  ?  ha? 

Cob.  Peace,  you  old  Fool :  Sirrah,  convey  this  Gentleman 

fthe  back  way,  and  bring  the  other  into  the  walk. 
Har.  Come,  Sir,  you're  welcome,  ifyoulovemy  Lord. 
Pow.  Granaercy,  gentle  Friend.  [Exeunt; 

Cob. 
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Cob.  I  thought  as  much,  that  it  would  not  be  long 
Before  I  heard  of  fomething  from  the  King, 
About  this  matter. 

Enter  Harpool,  ivith  Mafter  Butler. 

Har.  Sir,  yonder  my  Lord  walks,  you  fee  him ; 
1*11  have  your  Men  into  the  Sellar  the  while. 

Cob.  Welcome,  good  Mafter  Butler. 

But.  Thanks,  my  good  Lord:  his  Majefty  doth  commend 
his  Love  unto  your  Lordfhip,  and  wills  you  to  repair  unto 
the  Court. 

Cob.  God  blefs  his  Highnefs,  and  confound  his  Enemies, 
I  hope  his  Majefty  is  well? 

But.  In  good  Health,  my  Lord. 

Cob.  God  long  continue  it :  methinks  you  look  as  though 
you  were  not  well,  what  ails  ye,  Sir  ? 

But.  Faith  I  have  had  a  foolifh  odd  mifchance,  that  an- 
gers me:  coming  over  Shooter 's-HiIl>  there  came  one  to  me 
like  a  Sailor,  andasktme  Mony;  and  whilft  I  ftaid  myHorfe 
to  draw  my  Purfe,  he  takes  th*  advantage  of  a  little  Bank, 
and  leaps  behind  me,  whips  my  Purfe  away,  and  with  a  fud- 
den  jerk,  I  know  not  how,  threw  me  at  lead:  three  Yards  out 
of  my  Saddle;  I  never  was  fo  robb'd  in  all  my  Life. 

Cob.  I  am  very  forry,  Sir,  for  your  mifchance;  we  will 
fend  our  Warrant  forth,  to  ftay  fuch  fufpicious  Perfons  as 
ihall  be  found,  then  Mr.  Butler  we'll  attend  you. 

But.  I  humbly  thank  your  Lordfhip,  I  will  attend  you. 
Enter  the  Sumner. 

Sum.  I  have  the  Law  to  warrant  what  I  do,  and  though 
the  Lord  Cobham  be  a  Nobleman,  that  difpenfes  not  with 
Law,  I  dare  ferve  a  Procefs  were  he  five  Noblemen,  though 
we  Sumners  make  f^metimes  a  mad  flip  in  a  corner  with  a 
pretty  Wench,  a  Sumner  muft  not  go  always  by  feeing :  a 
Man  may  be  content  to  hide  his  Eyes  where  he  may  feel  his 
Profit.  Well,  this  is  Lord  Cobham's  Houfe,  if  1  cannot 
fpeak  with  him,  I'll  clap  my  Citation  upon's  Door,  fo  my 
Lord  of  Rochefler  bad  me ;  but  methinks  here  comes  one  of 
h:s  Men. 

Har.  Welcome  Good-fellow,  welcome,  who  would'ft  thou 
fpeak  with  ? 

Sum.  With  my  Lord  Cobham  I  woufd  fpeak,  if  thou  be 
one  of  his  Men. 
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Har.  Yes,  I  am  one  of  his  Men,  but  thou  canft  not  fpeak 
with  my  Lord, 

Sum.  May  I  fend  to  him  then? 

Har.  I'll  tell  thee  that,  when  I  know  thy  Errand, 

Sum.  I  will  not  tell  my  Errand  to  thee. 

Har.  Then  keep  it  to  thy  felf,  and  walk  like  a  Knave  as 
thou  cam'ft 

Sum.  I  tell  thee,  my  Lord  keeps  no  Knaves,  Sirrah, 

Har.  Then  thou  ferveft  him  not,  I  believe.  What  Lord 
is  thy  Mafter  ? 

Sum.  My   Lord  of  Roclefler. 

Har.  In  good  time:  and  what  would'ft  thou  have  with 
my  Lord  Cobham  f 

Sum.  I  come  by  vertue  of  a  Proccfs,  to  cite  him  to  ap- 
pear before  my  Lord  in  the  Court  at  Rochefter. 

Har.  ajide.  Well,  God  grant  me  Patience,  I  could  eat 
this  Counger.  My  Lord  is  not  at  home,  therefore  it  were 
good,  Sumner,  you  carried  your  Procefs  back. 

Sum.  Why,  if  he  will  not  be  fpoken  withal,  then  will  I 
leave  it  here,  and  fee  that  he  take  Knowledge  of  ir. 

Har.  'Zounds  you  Slave,  do  you  fet  up  your  Bills  here: 
go  too,  take  it  down  again.  Doft  thou  know  what  thou 
doft?  Doft  thou  know  on  whom  thou  ferveft  a  Procefs? 

Sum.  Yes,  marry  do  I,  on  Sir  John  Oldcaftle,  Lord 
Cobham. 

Har.  I  am  glad  thou  knoweft  him  yet :  and  Sirrah,  doft 
not  know  that  the  Lord  Cobham  is  a  brave  Lord,  that  keeps 
good  Beef  and  Beer  in  his  Houfe,  and  every  Day  feeds  a 
hundred  poor  People  at's  Gate,  and  keeps  a  hundred  tall 
Fellows? 

Sum.  What's  that  to  my  Procefs  ? 

Har.  Marry  this,  Sir,  is  this  Procefs  Parchment? 

Sum.  Yes  man  y  is  it, 

Har.  And  this  Seal  Wax  ? 

Sum.  It  is  fo. 

Har.  If  this  be  Parchment,  and  this  Wax,  eat  you  this 
Parchment  and  this  Wax*  or  I  will  make  Parchment  of  your 
Skin,  and  beat  your  Brains  into  Wax*  Sirrah,  Sumner,  di- 
fpatch,  devour,  Sirrah,  devour. 

Sum.  I  am  my  Lord  of  Rochefier's  Sumner,  I  came  to  do 
my  Office,  and  thou  (halt  anfwer  it, 

Har. 
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Har.  Sirrah,  no  railing;  but  betake  your  felf  to  your 
Teeth,  thou  malt  eat  no  worfe  than  thou  bring'ft  with  thee, 
thou  bring'ft  it  for  my  Lord,  and  wilt  thou  bring  my  Lord 
worfe  than  ihou  wilt  eat  thy  felf? 

Sum.  Sir,  I  brought  it  not  my  Lord  to  eat. 

Har.  O,  do  you  Sir  me  now;  all's  one  for  that,  I'll 
make  you  eat  it,  for  bringing  it. 

Sum.  I  cannot  eat  it, 

Har.  Can  you  not?  'sblood  I'll  beat  you  till  you  have  a 
Stomach.  [Beats  him. 

Sum.  O  hold,  hold,  good  Mr.  Servingman,  I  will  eat  it. 

Har.  Be  champing,  be  chawing,  Sir,  or  111  chaw  you, 
you  Rogue,  the  nureft  of  the  Hony. 

Sum.  Tough  Wax  is  the  pureft  Hony. 

Har.  O  Lord,  Sir,  oh,  oh, 
Feed,  feed,  'tis  wholfome,  Rogue,  wholfome. 
Cannot  you,  like  an  honeft  Sumner,  walk  with  the  Devil 
your  Brother,  to  fetch  in  your  Bailiff's  Rents;  but  you 
roufr.  come  to  a  Noble  Man's  Houfe  with  Procefs?  If  thy 
Seal  were  as  broad  as  the  Lead  that  covers  Rochefier  Church, 
thou  fhould'ft  eat  it. 

Sum.  O,  I  am  almoft  choak'd,  I  am  almoft  choak'd. 

Har.  Who's  within  there?  will  you  fhame  my  Lord,  is 
there  no  Beer  in  the  Houfe  ?   Butler,  I  fay. 

Enter  Butler. 

But.  Here,  here. 

Har.  Give  him  Beer.  [He  drinks* 

There  :  tough  old  Sheepskins,  bare  dry  Meat. 

Sum.  O,  Sir,  let  me  go  no  further,  I'll  eat  my  word. 

Har.  Yea  marry,  Sir,  I  mean  ye  mail  eat  more  than  your 
own  word,  for  I'M  make  you  eat  all  the  words  in  the  Procefs. 
Why  you  Drab-monger,  cannot  theSecrets of  all  the  Wenches 
in  a  Shire  ferve  your  turn,  but  you  muft  come  hither  with  a 
Citation  with  a  Pox  ?  I'll  cite  you. 
A  Cup  of  Sack  for  the  Sumner. 

But.  Here,  Sir,  here. 

Har.  Here,  Skve,  I  drink  to  thee. 

Sum.  I  thank  you,  Sir. 

Har.  Now  if  thou  find'ft  thy  Stomach  well,  becaufe  thdti 
(halt  fee  my  Lord  keeps  Meat  in's  Houfe,  if  thou  wilt  go  in 
thou  fhalt  have  a  piece  of  Beef  to  thy  Break-faft. 

Sum. 
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Stint.  No,  I  am  very  well,  good  M  after  Servingrnan,  I 
thank  you,  very  well,  Sir. 

Htir.  I  am  glad  on't,  then  be  walking  towards  Rochefier  to 
keep  your  Stomach  warm.  And  Sumner,  if  I  do  know  you 
difturb  a  good  Wench  within  this  Diocefs,  if  I  do  not  make 
thee  eat  her  Petticoat,  if  there  were  four  Yards  of  Kentifb 
Cloth  in'r,  I  am  a  Villain. 

Sum.  God  be  w'ye,  M after  Servingman.  [Exit* 

Har.  Farewel,  Sumner. 

Enter  Conftable. 

Con.  Save  you,   M after  Harpool. 

Hur.  Welcome  Conftable,  welcome  Conftable,  wha 
News  with  thee? 

Con.  An't  pleafe  you,  Mafter  Harpool,  I  am  to  make  Hue 
and  Cry  for  a  Fellow  with  one  Eye,  that  has  rob'd  two 
Clothiers,  and  am  to  crave  your  hindrance  to  fearch  all  fu- 
fpected  Places ;  and  they  fay  there  was  a  Woman  in  the 
Company. 

Har.  Haft  thou  been  at  the  Ale-houfe  ?  haft  thou  fought 
there  ? 

Con.  I  durft  not  fearch  in  my  Lord  Cobham's  Liberty,  ex- 
cept 1  had  fome  of  his  Servants  for  my  Warrant, 

liar.  An  honeft  Conftable,  call  forth  him  that  keep  the 
Ale-houfe  there. 

Con.  Ho,  who's  within  there? 

Ale-man.  Who  calls  there?  Oh,  is't  you,  Mr.  Conftable, 
and  Mr.  Harpool  f  you're  welcome  with  all  my  Heart,  what 
make  you  here  fo  early  this  Morning? 

Har.  Sirrah,  what  Strangers  do  you  lodge?  there  is  a 
Robbery  done  this  Morning,  and  we  are  to  fearch  for  all 
fufpected  Perfons. 

Ale-man.  Gods- bores,  I  am  forry  for't,  I'faith,  Sir,  I 
lodge  no  body,  but  a  good  honeft  Prieft,  call'd  Sir  John  a 
Wrotham,  and  a  handfome  Woman  that  is  his  Neece,  that  he 
fays  he  has  fome  Suit  in  Law  for,  and  as  they  go  up  and  down 
to  London,  fometimes  they  lie  at  my  Houfe. 

Har.  What,  is  ftie  here  in  thy  Houfe  now? 

Ale-man.  She  is,  Sir :  I  promife  you,  Sir,  he  is  a  quiet 
Man,  and  becaufe  he  will  not  trouble  too  many  Rooms,  he 
makes  the  Woman  lie  every  Night  at  his  Beds  Feet. 

Bar.  Bring  her  forth,  Conftable,  bring  her  forth,  let's  fee 
her,  let's  fee  her.  Alt* 


\ 


t 


The  tlijlory  cf 


Ale-man.  Dorothy y  you  muft  come  down  to  Matter  Cbn* 
ftable. 

Doll.  A -non  forfooth.  {She  enters. 

Har*  Welcome,  fweet  Lafs,  welcome. 

Doll.  I  thank  you,  good  Sir,  and  Matter  Conftable  alfo. 

Hat.  A  plump  Girl  by  the  Mafs,  a  plump  Girl;  ha? 
Dolly  ha.  Wilt  thju  forfake  the  Prieft,  and  go  with  me., 
Doll? 

Con.  Ah!  well  faid,  M-ftj  Harpool,  you  are  a  merry  old 
Mm  l'faith  ;  you  will  never  be  old  now  by  the  Mack,  a 
prttty  Wench  indeed. 

Bar.  Ye  old  mad  merry  Conftable,  art  thou  advis'd  of 
that?  Ha,  well  faid  Dol!y  fill  fome  Ale  here. 

Doll  afide.  Oh,  if  Iwift  this  old  Prieft  would  not  flick  to 
irr,  by  Jove  I  would  in^Ie  this  old  Serving-man, 

Hot.  O  you  old  mad  Colt,  l'faith  Til  ferk  you :  fill  all 
the  Pots  in  the  Honfe  there. 

Con.  Oh!  well  faid,  Matter  Harpool,  you  are  a  Heart  of 
Oak  when  ail's  dorc. 

Heir.  Ha  Dolly  thou  haft  a  fweet  pair  of  Lips  by  the 
Mifs. 

Doll.  Truly  you  arc  a  moft  fweet  old  Man,  as  ever  I  faw; 
by  my  Troth,  you  have  a  Face  able  to  make  any  Woman  in 
Love  with  you. 

Har.  Fill,  fweet  Doll,  I'll  drink  to  thee. 

Doll.  I  pledge  you,  Sir,  and  thank  you  therefore,  and  I 
pray  you  let  it  come. 

Har.  \_tr/ibracing  her]  Doll,  canft  thou  love  me?  a  mad 
merry  Lafs,  would  to  God  I  had  never  feen  thee. 

Doll.  I  warrant  you,  you  will  not  out  of  my  Thoughts 
this  Twelvemonth,  truly  you  are  as  full  ?of  Favour,  as  any 
Man  may  be.  Ah  r  ..veetGray  Locks,  by  my  Troth 
they  are  moft  lovely. 

Con.    Cuds  bores,    Matter  Harpooly   V\\   have  one    Bufs 

too. 

Har.  No  licking  for  you,  Conftable,  hand  off,  hand  off. 

Con.  Berlady  I  love  Kitting  as  well  as  you. 

Doll.  Oh,  you  are  an  odd  Boy,  you  have  a  wanton  Eye 
of  your  own :  ah  you  fweet  Sugar-lipt  wanton,  you  will 
win  as  many  Womens  Hearts  as  come  in  your  Company. 

Enter 
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Enter  Prieft. 

Prieft.  Doll>  come  hither. 

Har.  Prieft,  (he  (hall  nor. 

Doll.  I'll  come  anon,  fweet  Love. 

Pr/>/?.  Hand  off,  old  Fornicator. 

Har.  Vicar,  1*11  (it  here  in  fjpighc  of  thee,  is  thisftuff  for 
a  Prieft  to  carry  up  and  down  with  him? 

Prieft.  Sirrah,  doft  thou  not  know  that  a  good  Fellow  Par- 
fon  may  have  a  Chappel  of  Eafe,  where  his  Parifti  Church 
is  far  off? 

Har.  You  Whorfon  fton'd  Vicar. 

Prieft.  You  old  fhle  Ruffin,  you  Lion  of  CotfoL 

Har.  'Zounds,  Vicar,  I'll  geld  you.  [Flies  upon bim. 

Con.  Keep  the  King's  Peace. 

Doll.  Murder,  murder,  murder  ! 

Ale-man.  Hold,  as  you  are  Men,  hold  ;  for  God's  fake  be 
quiet:  put  up  vour  Weapons,  you  draw  not  in  my  Houfe. 

Har.  You  Whorfon  Bawdy  Prieft. 

Prieft:  You  old  Mutton-monger. 

Con.  Hold,   Sir  John,  hold. 

DolL  I  pray  thee,  fweet  Heart,  be  quiet,  I  was  but  fitting 
to  drink  a  Pot  of  Ale  with  him,  even  as  kind  a  Man  as  ever 
I  met  with. 

Har.  Thou  art  a  Thief,  I  warrant  thee. 

Prieft.  Then  I  am  but  as  thou  haft  been  in  thy  Day0, 
let's  not  be  afhanTdof  our  Trade,  the  King  has  been  a  Thief 
himfelf. 

DolL  Come,  be  quiet,  haft  thou  fped? 

Prieft.  I  have,  Wench,  here  be  Crowns  i'faith. 

Doll.  Come,  let's  be  all  Friends  then. 

Con.  Well  faid,  Miftrefs  Dorothy. 

Har.  Thou  art  the  maddeft  Prieft  that  ever  I  met  with. 

Prieft.  Give  me  thy  Hand,  tho'i  art  as  good  a  Fellow  : 
I  am  a  Singer,  a  Drinker,  a  Bencher,  a  Wencher;  I  can  fay  a 
Mafs,  and  kifs  a  Lafs :   Faith,    I  have  a  Parfonage,    and  be- 
caufe  I  would  not   be  at  too  much  Charges,  this  Wench 
ferveth  me  for  a  Sexton. 

Har.  Well  faid,  mad  Prieft,  we'll  in  and  be  Friends. 

SjExettnt. 
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Enter  Sir  Roger  A&on,  Mafter  Bourn,    Mafter  Beverley, 
and  William  Murley  the  Brewer  o/Dunftable. 
AEl.  Now  Mafter  Murky,  I  am  well  affur'd 
You  know  our  Errand,  and  do  like  the  Caufe, 
Being  a  Man  affe&ed  as  we  are. 

Mnr.  Marry  God  dild  ye  dainty  my  dear  :  No  Ma- 
fier, good  Sir  Roger  AEton,  Mafter  Bourny  and  Mafter 
Beverley j  Gentlemen  and  Juftices  of  the  Peace,  no  Mafter* 
I,  but  plain  William  Murley  the  Brewer  of  Dunftabley  your 
honeft  Neighbour  and  your  Friend,  if  ye  be  Men  ot  my 
Piofeffion. 

Bev.  ProfefFed  Friends  to  Wickliff\  Foes  to  Rome. 
Mur*   Hold   by  me,   Lad,  lean    upon  that  Staff,  good 
Mafter  Beverley^  all  of  a  Houfe,  fay  your  Mind,  fay  your 
Mind. 

Aft.  You  know  our  Faction  now  is  grown  fo  great 
Throughout  the  Realm,  that  it  begins  to  fmoak 
Into   h.  Clergies  Eyes,  and  the  King's  Ears  ; 
High  time  it  is  thac  we  were  drawn  to  head, 
Our  General  and  Officers  appointed. 
And  Wars  ye  wot,  will  ask  great  ftore  of  Coin, 
Able  to  ftrength  our  action  with  your  Purfe, 
You  are  Elected  for  a  Colonel 
Over  a  Regiment  of  fifteen  Bands, 

Mur.  Fue,  paltry,  paltry,  in  and  out,  to  and  fro,  be  it 
more  or  lefs  upon  occafion,  Lord  have  Mercy  upon  us, 
what  a  World  is  this?  Sir  Roger  Atton,  I  am  but  a  Dunfta- 
blc  Man,  a  plain  Brewer,  ye  know  :  Will  lufty  Caveliering 
Captains  (Gentlemen)  come  at  my  calling,  go  at  my  bid- 
ding? dainty  my  Dear,  they'll  do  a  Dog  of  Wax,  a  Horfe 
of  Cheefe,  a  Prick  and  a  Pudding  ;  no,  no,  ye  muft  appoint 
fome  Lord  or  Knight  at  leaft,  to  that  place. 

Bour.  Why,  Matter  Murley  %  you  mall  be  a  Knight : 
Were  you  not  in  Election  to  be  Sheriff? 
Have  ye  not  pafs'd  all  Offices  but  that  ? 
Have  ye  not  Wealth  to  make  your  Wife  a  Lady? 
I  warrant  you,  my  Lord,  our  General 
Beftows  that  Honour  on  you,  at  firft  fight. 

Mur.  Marry  God  dild  ye  dainty  my  Dear  t 
But  tell  me,  who   (hall  be  our  General. 
Where's  the  Lord  Cobham,  Sir  John  Oldcaftle, 

Thag 
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That  noble  Alms-giver,  Houfe-keeper,  virtuous, 
Religious  Gentleman?  Come  to  me  there,  Boys, 
Come  to  me  there. 

AH.  Why,  who  but  he  fhall  be  our  General  I 
Mur.  And  fhall  he  Knight  me,  and  make  me  Colonel? 
Aft.  My  word  for  that,  Sir  William  Murky  Knight. 
Adur.    Fellow,   Sir  Roger  AHon   Knight,    all    Fellows  I 
mean  in  Arms,  how  ftrong  are  we  ?  how  many  Partners  ? 
Our  Enemies  befide  the  King  are  mighty,  be  it  more  oriels 
upon  occafion,  reckon  our  Force. 

Aft.  There  are  of  uc,  our  Friends,  and  Followers, 
Three  thoufand  and  three  hundred  at  the  leaft: 
Of  Northern  Lads  four  thoufand,  befide  Horfe; 
From  Kent  there  comes  with  Sir  John  Oldcaftle 
Seven  thoufand:  then  from  London  lffue  out, 
Of  MafLrs,  Servants,  Strangers,  Prentices, 
Forty  odd  thoufand  into  Picket  Field, 
Where  we  appoint  our  fpecial  Randevonz. 

Mur.  Fue,  paltry,  paltry,  in  and  cur,  to  and  fro,  Lord 
have  Mercy  upon  ls,  what  a  World  is  this!  Where's  that 
Ticket  Field,  Sir  Roger  ? 

AH.  Behind  St.  Giles's  in  the  Field,  near  Holbourn, 
Mur.  Newgate,  up  Holbourn,  Sr.  Giles's  in  the  Field,  and 
to  Tyburn,  an  old  fay.     For  the  Day,  for  the  Day? 
Aft.  On  Friday  next,  the  Fourteenth  day  of  January. 
Mur.  Tilly  vally,  truft  me  never  if  I  have  any  liking  of 
that  Day.     Fue,  paltry,  paltry,  Friday,  quoth  a,  difrnal  day, 
Childermas- day  this  Year  was  Friday. 

Bev.  Nay  Mafter  Murley,  if  y.  u  obferve  fuch  days, 
We  make  fome  queftion  of  your  Conftancy, 
All  Days  are  alike  to  Men  refolv'd  in  Right. 

Mur.  Say  Amen,  and  fay  no  more,  but  fay  and  hold 
Mafter  Beverley:  Friday  next,  and  Fichet  Field,  and  William 
Murley  and  his  merry  Men  fhall  be  all  one  :  I  have  half  a 
fcore  Jades  that  draw  my  Beer  Carts,  and  every  Jade  ihall 
bear  a  Knave,  and  every  Knave  (hall  wear  a  Jack,  and  eve- 
ry Jack  fhall  have  a  Scull,  and  every  Scull  fhall  fhtwaSpear, 
and  every  Spear  fhall  kill  a  Foe  ztFtiket  Field,  at  Ficket  Field  : 
John  and  Tom,  Dicl^  and  Hodge,  Ralph  and  Robin,  William 
and  George,  and  all  my  Knaves  fhall  fight  like  Men,  at 
Ticket  Field,  on  Friday  next. 
j  B  b  1  Bourn, 
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Bourn,  What  Sum  of  Mony  mean  you  to  disbuife* 
Mnr.   It  may  be  modeftly,  decently,  and  foberly,  and 
handfomely,  I  may  biing  five  hundred  Pound, 

Att.  Five  hundred,  Man?  five  thoufand's  not  enough, 
A  hundred  thoufand  will  not  pay  our  Men 
Two  Months  together;  either  come  prepar'd 
Like  a  brave  Knight,  and  Martial  Colonel, 
.In  glittering  Gold,  and  gallant  Furniture, 
Bringing  in  fcoin,  a  Cart-load  at  leaft, 
And  all  your  Followers  mounted  on  good  Horfe, 
Or  never  come  difgraceful  to  us  all. 

Bev.  Perchance  you  may  be  chofen  Treafurer, 
Ten  thoufand  Pound's  the  leaft  that  you  can  bring. 

Mur*  Paltry,  paltry,  in  and  out,  to  and  fro:  upon  cc- 
cafion  I  have  ten  thoufand  Pound  to  fpend,  and  ten  too. 
And  rather  than  the  Bifhop  (hall  have  his  will  of  me  for  my 
Confcience,  it  fliall  all  go.  Flame  and  FUx,  Flax  and  Flame. 
It  was  got  with  Water  and  Malt,  and  it  (hall  fly  with  Fire 
and  Gun-powder.  Sir  Rogery  a  Cart-load  of  Mony  'till  the 
Axletree  crack;  my  felf  and  my  Men  in  ticket  Field  on  Fri- 
day next  :  remember  my  Knight-hood  and  my  Place:  there's 
my  Hand*  I'll  be  there.  [Exit. 

AU.  See  what  Ambition  may  perfwade  Men  to, 
In  hope  of  Honour  he  will  fpend  himfelf. 

Bcurn.  I  never  thought  a  Brewer  half  fo  rich. 
Bev.  Was  never  Bankrupt  Brewer  yet  but  one, 
With  ufing  too  much  Malt,  too  little  Water. 
All*  That's  no  fault  in  Brewers  now  adays : 
Come,  away  about  our  Bufinefs.  [Exeunt* 

Enter  King,  Duke  of  Suffolk,  Mafter  Butler,  Oldcaftle 
Kneeling  to  the  King. 
King.  'Tis  net  enough,  Lord  Cobham,  to  fubmit, 
You  muft  for  fake  your  grofs  Opinion:      v 
The  Bifhops  find  themfelves  much  injured, 
And  though  for  fome  good  Service  ycu  have  done, 
We  for  our  part  are  pleas' d  to  pardon  you, 
Yet  they  will  not  fo  foon  be  fatisfy'd. 

Cob.  My  gracious  Lord,  unto  your  Majtfty, 
Next  unto  my  God,  I  owe  my  Life  ; 
And  what  is  mine,  ei:her  by  Nature's  gift, 
Or  Fortune's  bourtyj  all  is  at  your  Service* 

but 
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But  for  Obedience  to  the  Pope  of  Rome, 

J  owe  him  none;  nor  (lull  his  fhaveling  Priefts 

That  are  in  England,  alter  my  belief. 

If  out  of  Holy  Scripture  they  can  prove 

That  I  am  in  an  Error,  I  will  yield, 

And  gladly  take  Inflrudion  at  their  Hands: 

But  otherwife,  I  do  befeech  your  Grace, 

My  Confcience  may  not  be  incroach'd  upon. 

King.  We  would  be  loth  to  prefsour  Subje&s  Bodies, 
Much  lefs  their  Souls,  the  dear  redeemed  part 
Of  him  that  is  the  Ruler  of  us  all : 
Yet  let  me  Counfel  you,  that  might  command ; 
Do  not  prcfume  to  tempt  them  with  ill  words, 
Nor  fuffer  any  meetings  to  be  had 
Within  your  Houfe,  but  to  the  uttermofr. 
Difperfe  the  Flocks  of  this  new  gathering  Sect. 

Cob.  My  Liege,  if  any  Breath  that  dares  come  forth, 
And  fay,  my  Life  in  any  of  thefe  Points 
D.ferves  th*  attainder  of  ignoble  Thoughts : 
Here  (land  I,  craving  no  rcmorfe  at  all, 
But  even  the  utmoft  Rigour  may  be  fliown. 

King.  Let  it  fuffice,  we  know  your  Loyalty, 
What  have  you  there? 

Cob.   A  Deed  of  Clemency, 
Your  Highncfs  Pardon  for  Lord  Powis  L.ife, 
Which  I  did  beg,  and  you,   my  Noble  Lord, 
Of  gracious  Favour  did  vouchfafe  to  grant. 

King.  But  yet  it  is  not  figned  with  our  Hand. 

Cob.  Not  yet,  my  Liege. 

King.  The  Fad:  you  fay  was  done 
Not  of  propenfed  malice,  but  by  chance. 

Cob.  Upon  mine  Honour  fo,  no  otherwife.  \Writes. 

King.  There  is  his  Pardon,  bid  him  make  amends, 
And  cleanfe  his  Soul  to  God  for  his  offence, 
What  we  remit,  is  but  the  Body's  fcourge. 
How  now,  Lord  Bifhop? 

Enter  Bifiop  of  Rochefter. 

Roch.  Juftice,  dread  Soveraign, 
As  thou  art  King,  fo  grant  I  may  have  Juftice. 

King.  What  means  this  Exclamation?  Jet  us  know. 

■Rich.  Ah,  my  good  Lord,  the  State's  abus'd, 
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And  our  Decrees  mod  fliamefully  prophan'd. 

King.  How?  Or  by  whom? 

Roch.  Even  by  this  Heretick, 
This  Jew,  this  Traitor  to  your  Majefty. 

Cob.  Prelate,  thou  lyeft,  even  in  thy  greafie  Maw, 
Or  whofoever  twits  me  with  the  Name 
Of  either  Traitor,  or  of  Heretick. 

King.  Forbear,  I  fay:  and  Biihop,  fnewtheCaufe 
From  whence  this  late  abufe  hath  been  deriv'd. 

Roch.  Thus,  mighty  King:  by  general  confent 
A  MefT^nger  was  fent  to  cite  this  Lord 
To  make  appearance  in  the  Confiftory: 
And  coming  to  his'Houfc,  a  Ruffian  SJave, 
One  of  his  daily  Followers,  met  the  Man, 
Who  knowing  him  to  be  a  Parator 
AfTauIts  him  firft,  and  after  in  contempt 
Of  us,  and  our  proceeding?,  makes  him  eat 
The  written  Procefs,  Parchment,  Seal  and  all: 
Whereby  this  Matter  neither  was  brought  foith, 
Nor  we  but  fcorn'd  for  our  Authority. 

King.   When  was  this  done? 

Roch.  At  dx  a  Clock  this  Morning. 

King.  And  when  came  you  to  <Sourt  ? 

Cob.  Laft  Night,  my  Liege. 

King.  By  this  it  feems  he  is  not  guilty  of  it9 
And  you  have  done  him  wrong  t' accufe  him  fo. 

Rcch.  But  it  was  done,  my  Lord,  by  his  appointment, 
O.  elfe  his  Man  durft  not  have  been  fo  bold. 

King.  Or  elfeyou  durft  be  bold  to  interrupt 
And  Til  our  Ears  with  frivolous  Complaints. 
Is  this  the  Duty  you  do  bear  to  us  ? 
Was't  not.  fufficient  we  did  pafs  our  word 
To  fend  for  him,  but  you  mifdoubting  it, 
Or  which  is  worfe,  intending  to  foreftal 
Oir  Regal  Power,  muft  likewife  fummon  him? 
This  favours  of  Ambition,  not  of  Zeal, 
Ad  rather  proves  you  malice  his  Eftate, 
Than  any  way  that  he  offends  the  Law. 
Go  foo,  we  like  it  not:  and  he  your  Officer 
Had  his  defert  for  being  Infolent* 

Entev 
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£«»vr  Z,0r^  Huntington. 
That  was  imploy'd  fo  much  amifs  herein. 
So  Cobham  when  you  pleafe,  you  may  depart. 

Cob.  I  humbly  bid  f  arewel  unto  my  Liege.  {Exit. 

King.  Farewel;  what's  the  News  by  Huntington  ? 
Hun.  Sir  Roger  Attony  and  a  Crew,  my  Lord, 
Of  bold  Seditious  Rebels,  are  in  Arms, 
Intending  Reformation  of  Religion. 
And  with  their  Army  they  intend  to  pitch 
In  Ficket  Field,  unlefs  they  be  repulsed. 

King,  So  near  our  Prefence?  Dare  they  be  fo  bold? 
And  will  proud  War  and  eager  third  of  Blood, 
Whom  we  had  thought  to  entertain  far  off, 
Prefs  forth  upon  us  in  our  Native  Bounds? 
Muft  we  be  forced  to  hanfel  our  fharp  Blades 
In  England  here,  which  we  prepar'd  for  France  ? 
Wei!,  a  Gods  Name  be  it.     What's  their  Number,  fay, 
Or  who's  the  chief  Commander  of  this  Row? 

Hun.  Their  Number  is  not  known  as  yet,  my  Lord, 
But  'tis  reported,  Sir  John  OldcafiLe 
Is  the  chief  Man,  on  whom  they  do  depend. 
King.  How?  the  Lord  Cobham? 
Hun.  Yes,  my  gracious  Lord. 
Roch.  I  could  have  told  your  Majcfty  as  much 
Before  he  went,  but  that  Ifaw  your  Grace 
Was  too  much  blinded  by  his  Fkttery. 

Sujf,  Send  Poll,  my  Lord,  to  fetch  him  back  again* 
But.  Traitor  unto  his  Country,  how  he  fmooth'd 
And  fcem'd  as  Innocent  as  Truth  it  felf  2 

King.  I  cannot  think  it  yet  he  would  be  falfe: 
But  if  he  be,  no  matter,  let  him  go, 
We'll  meet  both  him  and  them  unto  their  woe. 

Roch.  This  falls  out  well,  and  at  the  laft  I  hope 
To  fee  this  Heretick  die  in  a  Rope.  \Exettnt. 

Enter  Earl  of  Cambridge,  Lord  Scroop,    Gray,    and 

Chartres  the  French  FaElor. 
Scroop.  Once  more,  my  Lord  of  Cambridge^  make  Rehearfal 
How  you  do  ftand  Intituled  to  the  Crown, 
The  deeper  mail  we  print  it  in  our  Minds, 
And  every  Man  the  better  be  refolv'd, 
When  he  perceives  his  Quarrel  to  be  juu% 

B  b  4  Cam. 
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C^m.  Then  thus,  Lord  Scroop,  Sir  Thomas  Gray, 
And  you,  Monfieur  deChartres,  Agent  for  the  French. 
This  Lionel,  Duke  of  Clarence,  (as  I  faid) 
Third  Son  of  Edward  (England's  King,)  the  Third, 
Had  I  flue,  Philip  his  lole  Daughter  and  Heir; 

Inch  Philip  afterward  was  given  in  Marriage 
To  Lumnnd  Mortimer  the  Earl  of  March, 
A  "d  by  him  had  a  Son  cali'd  Roger  Mortimer; 
Which  Roger  iikewife  hid  of  his  Defcent, 
Edmund,  Roger,  Ann  and  Elianor, 
Two  Daughters  and  two  Sons,  but  of  thofe,  three 
Dy'd  without  Iflue:  Ann,  that  did  Survive, 
And  now  was  left  her  Father's  only  Heir, 
By  fortune  was  to  rmrry>  being  too 
By  my  Grandfather  of  King  Ed-ward's  Line* 
So  of  his  Sir-name,  I  am  calld  you  know, 
Richard  Plant aginet,  my  Father  was, 
Edward  the  Duke  of  York,  and  Son  and  Heir, 
To  Edmund  Langley,  Edward  the  Third's  firft  Son. 

Scroop.  So  that  it  feems  your  Claim  comes  by  your  Wife. 
As  lawful  Heir  to  Roger  Mortimer, 
The  Son  of  Edmund,  which  did  marry  Philip 
Daughter  and  Heir  to  Lionel  Duke  of  Clarence. 

Cam.  True,  for  this  Harry*  and  his  Father  both, 
Harry  the  firfr,  as  plainly  doth  appear, 
Are  falfe  Intruders,  and  Ufurp  the  Crown, 
For  when  Young  Richard  was  at  Pomfret  flain^, 
In  him  the  Title  of  Prince  Edward  dy'd, 
That  was  the  Eldeft  of  King  Edward's  Sons : 

IVilliam  of  Hatfield,  and  their  fecond  Brother, 

Death  in  his  Nonage  had  before  bereft : 

So  that  my  Wife  deriv'd  from  Lionel, 

Third  Son  unto  King  Edward,  ought  proceed 

And  take  poffeflion  of  the  Diadem 

Before  this  Harry,  or  his  Father  Kin£, 

Who  fetch  their  Title  but  from  Lancafler, 

Forth  of  that  Royal  Line.     And  being  thus 

What  reafon  is't,  but  flie  i"hould  have  her  Right  ? 
Scroop.  I  am  refolv'd,  our  Enterprise  is  jufr. 
Gray.  Harry  fhall  Die,  or  eife  refign  his  Crown. 
Char.  Pei form  but  that,  and  Charles  the  King  of  France 

Shall 
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Shall  aid  you  Lords,  not  only  with  his  MenJ 
But  fend  you  Mony  to  maintain  your  Wars : 
Five  hundred  thoufand  Crowns  he  bad  me  proffer, 
If  you  can  flop  but  Harrys  Voyage  for  France. 

Scroop.  We  never  had  a  fitter  time  than  now, 
The  Realm  in  fuch  divifion  as  it  is. 

Cam.  Befides  you  muft  perfwade  you,  there  is  due 
Vengeance  for  Richard's  Murther,  which  although 
It  be  deferr'd,  yet  will  it  fall  at  laft, 
And  now  as  likely  as  another  time. 
Sin  hath  hid  many  Years  to  ripen  in, 
And  now  the  Harveft  cannot  be  far  off, 
Wherein  the  Weeds  of  Ufurpation 
Are  to  be  crop'd,  and  call:  into  the  Fire. 

Scroop.  No  more,  Earl  Cambridge,  here  I  plight  my  Faith, 
To  fet  up  thee  and  thy  renowned  Wife. 

Gray.  Gray  will  perform  the  fame,  as  he  is  Knight. 

Char.  And  to  aflift  ye,  as  I  faid  before, 
Chartrcs  doth  'gage  the  Honour  of  his  King. 

Scroop.  We  lack  but  now  Lord  Cobham"  s  Fellowfhip, 
And  then  our  Plot  were  abfolute  indeed. 

Cam.  Doubt  not  of  him,  my  Lord ;  his  Life's  purfu'd 
By  the  incenfed  Clergy,  and  of  late 
Brought  in  difpleafure  with  the  King,  afTures 
He  may  be  quickly  won  unto  our  Fa&ion. 
Who  hath  the  Articles  were  drawn  at  large 
Of  our  whole  purpofe? 

Gray.  That  have  I,  my  Lord. 

Cam.  We  mould  not  now  be  far  off  from  his  Houfe, 
Our  ferious  Conference  hath  beguil'd  the  way: 
See  where  his  Ciftle  ftands,  give  me  the  writing. 
When  we  are  come  unto  the  Speech  of  him, 
Becaufe  we  will  not  ftand  to  make  recount 
Of  that  which  hath  been  faid,  here  he  (hall  read 
Our  Minds  at  large,  and  what  we  crave  of  him. 
Enter  Lord  Cobham. 

Scroop.  A  ready  way;  here  comes  the  Man  himfelf 
Booted  and  fpurr'd,  it  feems  he  hath  been  riding. 

Cam.  Well  met,  Lord  Cobham. 

§ob.  My  Lord  of  Cambridge  ? 
Your  Honour  is  mofl  welcome  into  Kenty 

And 
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And  all  the  reft  of  this  fair  Company. 
I  am  new  come  from  London,  gentle  Lords : 
But  will  ye  not  take  Cowling  for  your  Hoft, 
And  fee  what  entertainment  it  affords? 

Cam.  We  were  intended  to  have  been  your  Guefts: 
But  now  this  lucky  Meeting  mail  fuffice 
To  end  our  Bufinefs,  and  defer  that  kindnefs. 

Cob.  Bufinefs,  my  Lord?  what  Bufinefs  mould 
Let  you  to  be  merry?  we  have  no  delicates; 
Yet  this  Til  promife  you,  a  piece  of  Venifon, 
A  Cup  of  Wine,  and  fo  forth,  Hunters  fare: 
And  if  you  pleafe,  we'll  ftrike  the  Stag  our  felves 
Shall  fill  our  Dimes  with  his  well-fed  Flefh. 

Scroop.  That  is  indeed  the  thing  we  all  defire. 

Cob.  My  Lords,  and  you  (hall  have  your  choice  withme^ 

Cam.  Nay,  but  the  Stag  which  we  defire  to  ftrike, 
Lives  not  in  Cowling:  If  you  will  confent, 
And  go  with  us,  we'll  bring  you  to  a  Foreft, 
Where  runs  a  lufty  Herd;  among  the  which 
There  is  a  Stag  fuperior  to  the  reft ; 
A  ftately  Beaft,  that  when  his  Fellows  run 
He  leads  the  Race,  and  beats  the  fullen  Earth, 
As  though  he  fcorn'd  it  with  his  trampling  Hoofs, 
Aloft  he  bears  his  Head,  and  with  his  Breaft 
Like  a  huge  Bulwark  counter-checks  the  Wind : 
And  when  he  ftandeth  ftill,  he  ftretcheth  forth 
His  proud  ambitious  Neck,  as  if  he  meant 
To  wound  the  Firmament  with  forked  Horns.' 

Cob.  'Tis  pity  fuch  a  goodly  Beaft  mould  die. 

Cam.  Not  fo,  Sir  John,  for  he  is  Tyrannous, 
And  gores  the  other  Deer,  and  will  not  keep 
Within  the  limits  are  appointed  him. 
Of  late  he's  broke  into  a  feveral, 
Which  doth  belong  to  me,  and  there  he  fpoils 
Both  Corn  and  Pafture,  two  of  his  wild  Race 
Alike  for  ftealth,  and  covetous  incroaching, 
Already  are  remov'd;  if  he  were  dead, 
I  mould  not  only  be  fecure  from  hurt, 
Bur  with  his  Body  make  a  Royal  Feaft. 

Scroop.  How  fay  you  then,  will  you  firft  hunt  with  us 

Cob.l 
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Cob.  Faith,  Lords,  I  like  the  Paftime,  w here's  the  place? 

Cam.  Perufe  this  writing,  it  will  mew  you  all, 
And  v/hat  occafion  we  have  for  the  fport.  [He  reads. 

Cob.  Call  ye  this  Hunting,  my  Lords?  Is  this  the  Stag 
You  fain  would  chafe,  Harry  our  dread  King? 
So  we  may  make  a  Banquet  for  the  Devil? 
And  in  the  itead  of  wholfome  Meat,  prepare 
A  Dim  of  Poifon  to  confound  our  felves. 

Cam.  Why  fo,  Lord  Cobham?  See  you  not  our  claim? 
And  how  imperioufly  he  holds  the  Crown  ? 

Scroop.  RzMeSy  you  know  your  felf  is  in  difgracej 
Held  as  a  Recreant,  and  purfu'd  to  Death. 
This  will  defend  you  from  your  Enemies, 
A  id  !>ablim  your  Religion  through  the  Land. 

Cob.  Notorious  Treafon !  yet  I  will  conceal  [AJide. 

My  fecret  Thoughts  to  found  the  Depth  of  it. 
My  Lord  of  Cambridge,  I  do  fee  your  claim, 
And  what  good  may  redound  unto  the  Land, 
By  profecuting  of  this  enterprife. 
But  where  are  Men?  where's  pow'r  and  furniture 
To  order  fuch  an  A&ion  ?  we  are  weak, 
Harry,  you  know's  a  mighty  Potentate, 

Cam.  Tut,  we  are  ftrong  enough;  you  are  belov'd, 
And  many  will  be  glad  to  follow  you, 
We  are  the  like,  and  fome  will  follow  us: 
Nay,  there  is  hope  from  France :  Here's  an  AmbafTador 
That  promifeth  both  Men  and  Mony  too. 
The  Commons  likewife,  as  we  hear,  pretend 
A  fudden  Tumult,  we  will  join  with  them. 

Cob.  Some  likelihood,  I  muft  confefs,  to  fpeed : 
But  how  (hall  I  believe  this  in  plain  truth? 
You  are,  my  Lords,  fuch  Men  as  live  in  Court, 
And  have  been  highly  favour'd  of  the  King, 
Efpecially  Lord  Scroop,  whom  oftentimes 
He  maketh  choice  of  for  his  Bed-fellow. 
And  you,  Lord  Gray,  are  of  his  Privy-Council  : 
Is  not  this  a  train  laid  to  intrap  my  Life  ? 

Cam*  Then  perifh  may  my  Soul;  what,  think  you  fo? 

Scroop,  We'll  fwear  to  you. 

Grayl 
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Cray.  Or  take  the  Sacrament. 

Cob.  Nay  you  are  Noblemen,  and  I  imagine* 
As  you  are  honourable  by  Birth,  and  Blood, 
So  you  will  be  in  Heart,  in  Thought,  in  Word. 
I  crave  no  other  Teftimony  but  this: 
That  you  would  all  fubfcribe,  and  fet  your  Hands 
Unto  this  writing  which  you  pave  to  me. 

Cam.  With  all  our  Hearts:  Who  hath  any  Pen  and  Ink?- 

Scroop.  My  Pocket  mould  have  one;  O,  here  it  is. 

Cam.  Give  it  me,  Lord  Scroop.     There  is  my  Name. 

Scroop.  And  there  is  my  Name. 

Gray.   And  mine. 

Cob.  Sir,  let  me  crave  that  you  would  likewife  write 
your  Name  with  theirs,  for  Confirmation  of  your  Mafter*s 
words,  the  King  of  France. 

Char.  That  will  I,  noble  Lord. 

Cob.  So,  now  this  Action  is  well  knit  together, 
And  I  am  for  you;  where's  our  Meeting,  Lords?  ' 

Cam.  Here,  if  you  pleafe,  the  tenth  of  July  next. 

Cob.  In  Kent  f  agreed.     Now  let  us  in  to  Supper, 
I  hope  your  Honours  will  not  away  to  Night. 

Cam.  Yes  prefently,  for  I  have  far  to  ride, 
About  folliciting  of  other  Friends. 

Scroop.  And  we  would  not  be  abfent  from  the  Court, 
Left  thereby  grow  fufpicion  in  the  King. 

Cob.  Yet  tafte  a  Cup  of  Wine  before  ye  go. 

Cam,  Not  now,  my  Lord,  we  thank  you;  fo  farewell. 

[Exeunt  all  but  Cobham. 

Cob.  Farewel,  my  noble  Lords.     My  noble  Lords  ? 
My  noble  Villains,  hafe  Confpirators, 
How  can  they  look  his  Highnefs  in  the  Face, 
Whom  they  \o  clofely  ftudy  to  betray? 
But  I'll  not  fleep  until  I  make  it  known, 
This  Head  (hall  not  be  burthen'd  with  fuch  Thoughts, 
Nor  in  this  Heart  will  I  conceal  a  Deed 
Of  fuch  impiety  againft  my  King. 
Madam,  how  now  ? 
Enter  Lady  Cobham,  Lord,  Powis,  Lady  Powis  and  HarpooL 

L.  Cob.  You're  welcome  home,  my  Lord: 
Why  feem  ye  fo  unquiet  in  your  Looks? 

What 
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What  hath  befall'n  you  that  difturbs  your  Mind  ? 

L.Pow.  Bad  News  I  am  afraid  touching  my  Husband. 

Cob.  Madam,  not  fo;  there  is  your  Husband's  Pardon; 
Long  may  ye  Jive,  each  joy  unto  the  other. 

L.  Pow.  So  great  a  Kindnefs,  as  I  know  not  how  to  reply, 
my  Senfe  is  quite  confounded. 

Cob.  Let  that  alone ;  and,  Madam,  ftay  me  nor, 
For  I  muft  back  unto  the  Court  again, 
With  all  the  fpeed  I  can :  Harpool>  my  Horfe. 

L.Cob.  Sofoon  my  Lord?  what  will  you  ride  all  Night? 

Cob.  All  Night  or  Day,  it  mull:  be  fo  fweet  Wife; 
Urge  me  not  why,  or  what  my  Bufinefs  is9 
But  get  you  in :  Lord  Powis,  bear  with  me. 
And,  Madam,  think  your  welcome  ne'er  the  worfe, 
My  Houfe  is  at  your  Ufe.     Harpool,  away. 

Har.  Shall  I  attend  your  Lordfhip  to  the  Court? 

Cob.  Yea  Sir,  your  Gelding,  mount  you  prefently.  [Exit* 

L.  Cob.   I  prithee  Harpool  look  unto  thy  Lord, 
I  do  not  like  this  fudden  polling  back. 

Pow.  Some  earned:  Bufinefs  is  a-foot  belike, 
Whate'er  it  be,  pray  God  be  his  good  Guide. 

L.  Pow.  Ameny  that  hath  fo  highly  us  befted. 

L.  Cob.  Come,  Madam,  and  my  Lord,  we'll  hope  the  beft, 
You  fhall  not  into  Wales  'till  he  return. 

Pow.  Though  great  Occafion  be  we  mould  deparr, 
Yet,  Madam,  will  we  flay  to  be  refolv'd 
Of  this  unlook'd  for  doubtful  Accident.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Murley  and  his  Men,  prepay  d  in  fime  filthy  Order 

for  War. 

Mnr.  Come  my  Hearts  of  flint,  modeftly,  decently, 
foberly,  and  handfomly;  no  Man  afore  his  Leader:  Fol- 
low your  Matter,  your  Captain,  your  Knight  that  fhall 
be,  for  the  honour  of  Meal-men,  Millers,  and  Malt- men, 
Dun  is  the  Moufe:  Dick^  and  Tom  for  the  credit  of  Dun- 
ftable,  ding  down  the  Enemy  to  Morrow.  Ye  fhall  not 
come  into  the  Field  like  Beggars.  Where  be  Leonard  and 
Lawrence  my  two  Loaders?  Lord  have  mercy  upon  us, 
what  a  World  is  this?  I  would  give  a  couple  of  Shillings 
a  dozen  of  good  Feathers  for  ye,  and  forty  Pence  for  as 

many 
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many  Scarfs  to  fet  you  out  withal.  Froft  and  Snow,  a  Man 
has  no  Heart  to  fight  hill  he  be  brave, 

Dick.  Mailer,  we  are  no  Babes,  our  Town  Foot.  Balls 
can  bear  witnefs;  this  little  'parrel  we  have  jfhall  off,  and 
we'll  fight  naked  before  we  run  away, 

Tom.  Nay,  I'm  of  Lawrence  mind  for  that,  for  he  means 
to  leave  his  Life  behind  him,  he  and  Leonard,  your  two 
Loaders  are  making  their  Wills  becaufe  they  have  Wives, 
now  we  Batchelors  bid  our  Friends  fcramble  for 
our  Goods  if  we  die:  But  Mafter,  pray  let  me  ride  upon 
Cm. 

Mur.  Meal  and  Salt,  Wheat  and  Malt,  Fire  and  Tow, 
Froft  and  Snow,  why  Tom  thou  (halt.  Let  me  fee,  here 
are  you,  William  and  George  are  with  my  Cart,  and  Robin 
and  Hodge  holding  my  own  two  Horfes ;  proper  Men,  hand- 
fome  Men,  tall  Men,  true  Men. 

Dick.  But  Mafter,  Mafter,  methinks  you  are  mad 
to  hazard  your  own  Perfon,  and  a  Cart-Load  of  Mony 
too, 

Tom.  Yea,  and  Mafter  there's  a  worfe  marter  in't;  if  it 
be  as  I  heard  fay,  we  go  fight  againft  all  the  learned  Bifhops, 
that  fhould  give  us  their  blefling,  and  if  they  Curfe  us,  we 
fhall  fpeed  ne'er  the  better. 

Dick.  Nay  Birlady,  fome  fay  the  King  takes  their  part, 
and  Mafter  dare  you  fight  againft  the  King? 

Mur.  Fie  paltry,  paltry,  in  and  out,  to  and  fro  upon  oc- 
cafion,  if  the  King  be  fo  unwife  to  come  there,  we'll  fight 
with  him  too. 

Tom.  What  if  ye  fhould  kill  the  King? 

Mur.  Then  we'll  make  another. 

Dick.  Is  that  all?  do  ye  not  fpeak  Treafon  ? 

Mur.  If  we  do,  who  dare  trip  us?  We  come  to  fight 
for  our  Confcience,  and  for  Honour;  little  know  you  what 
is  in  my  Bofom,  look  here  mad  Knaves,  a  pair  of  gilt 
Spurs. 

Tom.  A  pair  of  Golden  Spurs?  Why  do  you  not  put 
them  on  your  Heels?  Your  Bofom's  no  place  for  Spurs. 

Mur.  Be'c  more  or  lefs  upon  occafion,  Lord  have  mercy 
upon  us,  Tom  thou'rt  a  Fool,  and  thou  fpeak'ft  Treafon 
to  Knight-hood  :  Dare  any  wear  Gold  or  Silver  Spurs,  'till 
he  be  a  Knight?   No,    I   fhall.be  Knighted  to  morrow, 

and 
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and  then  they  mall  on :  Sirs,  was  it  ever  read  in  the 
Church -book  of  Dunfiable,  that  ever  Malt-man  was  made 
Knight? 

Tom.  No,  but  you  are  more :  You  are  Meal-man,  Malt- 
man,  Miller,  Corn-mafter,  and  all. 

Dick.  Yea,  and  half  a  Brewer  too,  and  the  Devil  and  all 
for  Wealth :  You  bring  more  Mony  with  you  than  all  the 
reft. 

Mur.  The  more's  my  Honour,  I  (hall  be  a  Knight  to 
morrow.  Let  me  'fpofe  my  Men,  Tom  upon  Cut,  Dick^ up- 
on Hob,  Hodge  upon  Ball,  Ralph  upon  Sorrel,  and  Robin  up- 
on the  Fore-horfe. 

Enter  Adon,  Bourn  and  Beverley. 

Tom.  Stand,  who  comes  there  ? 

All.  All  Friends,  good  Fellow. 

Mur.  Friends  and  Fellows  indeed,  Sir  Roger. 

AH.  Why,  thus  you  (hew  y^ur  felf  a  Gentleman, 
To  keep  your  Day,  and  come  fo  well  prepar'd. 
Your  Cart  ftands  yonder  guarded  by  your  Men, 
Who  tell  mc  it  is  Joaden  well  with  Coin, 
VVhat  Sum  is  there? 

Mar.  Ten  thoufand  Pound,  Sir  Roger,  and  modeftlyi 
decently,  foberly,  and  handfomely,  fee  what  I  have  here 
againft  I  be  Knighted. 

Aft.  Gilt  Spurs?  'TiswelJ. 

Mur.  Where's  our  Army,  Sir? 

All.  Difperft  in  fundi y  Villages  about; 
Some  here  with  us  in  High-gate,  fome  at  Finchlej, 
Totnam,  Enfield,  Edmunton,  Newington, 
Ifltngton,  Hogfdone,  Pancredge,  Kenj?ngtony 
Some  nearer,  Thames,  Ratclijf,  Blackball,  and  Bow  : 
But  our  chief  Strength  muft  be  the  Londoners, 
Which,  e'er  the  Sun  to  morrow  fhine, 
Will  be  near  fifty  thoufand  in  the  Field. 

Mur.  Marry,  God  dild  ye,  dainty  my  Dear,  but  upon 
occafion,  Sir  Roger  Alien,  doth  not  the  King  know  of  it, 
and  gather  his  Power  againft  us? 

AB.  No,  he's  fecure  at  Eltham. 

Mur.  What  do  the  Clergy  ? 

Act,  Fear  extreamly,  yet  prepare  no  force. 
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Mur.  In  and  out,  to  and  fro,  bully  my  boy  kin,  we  fliall 
carry  the  World  afore  usj  I  vow*  by  my  worfliip,  when  I 
am  Knighted,  we'll  take  the  King  napping,  if  he  ftand  on 
their  part. 

AB.  This  Night  we  few  in  High-gate  will  repofe, 
With  the  firft  Cock  we'll  rife  and  arm  our  klvesy 
To  be  in  Fie ket -field  by  break  of  Day, 
And  there  exped  our  General. 

Mur.  Sir  John  Oldcafile,  what  if  he  comes  not? 

Bourn*  Yet  our  Action  ftands, 
Sir  Roger  Aclon  may  fupply  his  place* 

Mur.  True,  Mr.  Bourn,  but  who  fliall  make  me  Knight? 

Bev.  He  that  hath  pow'r  to  be  our  General. 

Aft.  Talk  not  of  trifles,  come  let  us  away, 
Our  Friends  of  London  long  'till  it  be  Day.  [Exeunt* 

Enter  Priefi  and  Doll. 

Doll.  By  my  troth,  thou  art  as  jealous  a  Man  as  lives. 

Priefi*  Can  ft  thou  blame  me,  Doll>  thou  art  my  Land?, 
my  Goods,  my  Jewels,  my  Wealth,  my  Purfe,  none  walks 
within  forty  Miles  of  London,  but  a  plies  thee  as  truly,  as 
the  Parifli  does  the  poor  Man's  Box. 

DolL  I  am  as  true  to  thee,  as  the  Stone  is  in  the  Wall, 
and  thou  know'ft  well  enough,  I  was  in  as  good  doing* 
when  I  came  to  thee,  as  any  Wench  need  to  be;  and  there- 
fore thou  haft  tryed  me  that  thou  haft;  and  I  will  not  be 
kept  as  I  ha  bin,  that  I  will  not. 

Priefi.  Dolly  if  this  blade  hold,  there's  not  a  Pedler  walks 
with  a  pack,  but  thou  (halt  as  boldly  chufe  of  his  Wares, 
as  with  thy  ready  Mony  in  a  Merchant's  Shop,  we'll  have 
as  good  Silver  as  the  King  Coins  any. 

Doll.  What,  is  all  the  Gold  fpent  you  took  the  laft  Day 
from  the  Courtier  ? 

Priefi.  'Tis  gone  Doll,  'tis  flown ;  merrily  come,  merrily 
gone ;  he  comes  a  Horfe-back  that  muft  pay  for  all ;  we'll 
have  as  good  Meat  as  Mony  can  get,  and  as  good  Gowns 
as  can  be  brought  for  Gold,  be  merry  Wench,  the  Malt* 
man  comes  on  Monday. 

DolL  You  might  have  left  me  at  Cobham,  until  you  had 
been  better  provided  for. 

Priefi. 
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Triefl.  No,  fweet  Doll,  no,  I  like  not  that,  yon  old 
Ruffian  is  not.  for  the  Prieft  ;  I  do  not  like  a  new  Clerk 
fhould  come  in  the  old  Belfrey. 

Doll.  Thou  art  t  mad  Prielfc  i'faith. 

Priefi.   Come  Doll,  I'll  fee  thee  fafe  at  fome  Ale-houfe 
here  at  Cray,  and  the  next  Sheep  that  comes  (hall  leave  be- 
hind his  Fleece.  [Exeunt. 
Enter  the  King,  Suffolk,  and  Butler. 

King,  in  great  hafte.  My  Lord  of  Suffolk*  poft  away  for  life* 
And  let  our  Forces  of  fuch  Horfe  and  Foot, 
As  can  be  gathered  up  by  any    means, 
Make  fpeedy  Randevouz  in  Tut  tie  fie  Ids. 
It  muft  be  done  this  Evening,   my  Lord, 
This  Night  the  Rebels  mean  to  draw  to  Head 
Near  Ijlington,  which  if  your  fpeed  prevent  not* 
If  once  they  fhould  unite  their  feveral  Forces^ 
Their  Power  is  almoft  thought  invincible, 
Away,  my  Lord,  I  will  be  with  you  foon. 

Suf.  I  go,  my  Soveraign,  with  all  happy  fpeed.      [Exit* 

King,  Make  hafte,  my  Lord  of  Suffolk^  as  you  love  us. 
Butler,  poll:  you  to  London  with  all  fpeed  : 
Command  the  Mayor  and  Sheriffs  on  their  Allegiance, 
The  City  Gates  be  prefently  fhut  up, 
And  guarded  with  a  ftrong  fufficient  Watch, 
And  not  a  Man  be  fufFered  to  pafs, 
Without  a  fpecial  Warrant  from  our  felf. 
Command  the  Poflern  by  the  Tower  be  kept, 
And  Proclamation  on  the  pain  of  Death, 
That  not  a  Citizen  ftir  from  his  Doors, 
Except  fuch  as  the  Mayor  and  Sheriffs  fhall  chufe 
For  their  own  Guard,  and  fafetv  of  their  Perfons: 
Butler  away,  have  care  unto  my  Charge. 

But.  I  go,  my  Sovereign. 

King.  Butler. 

But.  My  Lord.  ■ 

King.  Go  down  by  Grecnwitch,  and  command  a  Boar, 
At  the  Fryars  Bridge  attend  my  coming  down. 

But.  I  w  V,  my  Lord  [jfcxif  Butler. 

King.  It's  time  I  think  to  look  unto  Rebellion, 
When  ABon  doth  expect  unto  his  aid, 
No  lefs  than  fifty  'houfand  Londoners. 

Vol.  VL  Cc  Well 
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Well,  Til  to  Weftminfter  in  this  Difguife, 
To  hear  what  News  is  ftirring  in  thefe  Brawls. 

Enter  Prieft. 

Prieft.  Stand  true  Man,  fays  a  Thief. 

King.  Stand  Thief,  fays  a  true  Man:  how  if  a  Thief  ? 

Prieft.  Stand  Thief  too. 

King.  Then  Thief  or  true  Man,  I  mull  ftand  I  fee, 
howfoever  the  World  wags,  the  Trade  of  thieving  yet  will 
never  down.    What  art  thou  ? 

Prieft.  A  good  Fellow. 

King.  So  I  am  too,  I  fee  thou  doft  know  me. 

Prieft.  If  thou  be  a  good  Fellow,  play  the  good  Fellows 
part,  deliver  thy  Purfe  without  more  ado* 

King.  I  have  no  Mony. 

Prieft.  I  muft  make  you  find  fome  before  we  part,  if  you 
have  no  Mony  you  (hall  have  ware,  as  many  found  Blows 
as  your  Skin  can  carry. 

King.  Is  that  the  plain  Truth  ? 

Prieft.  Sirrah,  no  more  ado;  come,  come,  give  me  the 
Mony  you  have.    Difpatch,  I  cannot  ftand  all  Day. 

King.  Well,  if  thou  wilt  needs  have  it,  there  it  is ; 
juft  the  Proverb,  one  Thief  robs  another.  Where  the  De- 
vil are  all  my  old  Thieves  ?  Falftaffe  that  Villain  is  fo  far, 
he  cannot  get  on's  Horfe,  but  methinks  Point  and  Peto 
fhould  be  ftirring  hereabouts. 

Prieft.  How  much  is  there  on't  of  thy  word  ? 

King.  A  hundred  Pound  in  Angels,  on  my  word. 
The  time  has  been  I  would  have  done  as  much 
For  thee,  if  thou  hidft  paft  this  way,  as  I  have  now. 

Prieft  Sirrah,  what  art  thou  ?  thou  feem'ft  a  Gentle- 
man ? 

King.  I  am  no  lefs,  yet  a  poor  one  now,  for  thou  haft 
all  my  Mony. 

Prieft.  From  whence  cam'ft  thou  ? 

King.  From  the  Court  at  Eltham. 

Prieft.  Art  thou  one  of  the  King's  Servants  ? 

King.   Yes,  that  I  am,  and  one  of  his  Chamber. 

Prieft.  I  am  glad  thou'rtno  worfe;  thou  may'ft  the  better 
/pare  thy  Mony,  and  think  thou  might'ft  get  a  poor  Thief 
his  Pardon  if  he  mould  have  need, 

King.  Yes  that  I  can. 

Prieft. 
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Priefi.  Wilt  thou  do  fo  much  for  me,  when  I  fliall  have 
occafion  ? 

King.  Yes  faith  will  I,  fo  it  be  for  no  murther. 

Priefi.  Nay,  I  am  a  pitiful  Thief,  all  the  hurt  I  do  a 
Man,  I  take  but  his  Purfe,  I'll  kill  no  Man. 

King.  Then  of  my  Word  Til  do't. 

Priefi.  Give  me  thy  Hand  of  the  fame. 

King.  There  'tis. 

Priefi.  Methinks  the  King  Ihould  be  good  to  Thieves, 
becaufe  he  has  been  a  Thief  himfelf,  although  I  think  now 
he  be  turned  a  true  Man. 

King.  Faith  I  have  heard  indeed  h'as  had  an  ill  Name 
that  way  in's  Youth  ;  but  how  canft  thou  tell  that  he  has 
been  a  Thief? 

Priefi.  How  ?  becaufe  he  once  robb'd  me  before  I  fell 
to  the  Trade  my  felf,  when  that  foul  Villanous  Guts,  that 
led  him  to  all  that  Roguery,  was  in's  Company  there,  that 
Falfiafe. 

King.  Well,  if  he  did  rob  thee  then,  thou  art  but  even 
with  him  now  I'll  be  fworn  \Afidi\ :  Thou  knoweft  not  the 
King  now  I  think,  if  thou  iaweft  him  ? 

Priefi.  Not  I,  i'faith. 

King.  So  it  mould  feem.  \j4fide. 

Priefi.  Well,  if  old  King  Hurry  had  liv'd,  this  King  that 
is  now,  had  made  thieving  the  beft  Trade  in  England* 

King.  Why  fo  ? 

Priefi.  Becaufe  he  was  the  chief  Warden  of  our  Com- 
pany, it's  pity  that  e'er  he  mould  have  been  a  King,  he 
was  fo  brave  a  Thief.  But  Sirrah,  wilt  remember  my  Par- 
don if  need  be  ? 

King.  Yes  Faith  will  I. 

Priefi.  Wilt  thou?  well  then,  becaufe  thou  (halt  go  fafe, 
for  thou  may'ft  hap  (being  fo  early)  be  met  with  again, 
before  thou  come  to  Southward  if  any  Man  when  he  ihould 
bid  thee  good  morrow,  bid  thee  ftand,  fay  thou  but  Sir 
John,  and  they  will  let  thee  pafs. 

King.  Is  that  the  word  ?  then  let  me  alone. 
Priefi.  Nay,  Sirrah,  becaufe  I  think  indeed  I  fhall  have 
fome   occafion  to  ufe  thee,    and  as  chou   com' ft  oft  this 
way,  I  may  light  on  thee  another  time  not  knowing  thee, 

Cc  :  here 
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here  ill  break  this  Angel,  take  thou  half  of  it,  this  is  a  To- 
ken betwixt  thee  and  me* 

King*  God  a  mercy  ;  farewe).  \_Exlu 

Pncjf.  O  my  fine  golden  Slaves,  here's  for  thee,  Wench, 
i?fa!th,  Now,  Doll,  we  will  revel  in  our  Bever,  this  is 
a  Tythe  Pig  of  my  Vicarage.  God  a  Mercy  Neighbour 
Shooters-Hill,  you  ha  paid  your  Tythe  honeftly.  Well,  I 
Hear  there  is  a  Company  of  Rebels  up  againft  the  King, 
got  togerher  in  Picket  field  near  Holbom,  and  as  it  is  thought, 
h?re  in  Kent,  the  King  will  be  there  to  Night  in's  own 
Pei  Ton:  Well,  I'll  to  the  King's  Camp,  and  it  mall  go  hard* 
if  there  be  any  doings  but  Vl\  make  fome  good  Boot  among 
th:m.  [Exit* 

Enter  King,  Suffolk,  Huntington,  and  two  with  Lights. 

King,  My  Lords  of  Suffbl^nd  of  Huntington, 
Who  icouts  it  now  ?  Or  who  ftand  Sentinels  ? 
What  Men  of  Worth  ?  what  Lords  do  walk  the  round  ? 

Suf.  May't  pleafe  your  Highnefs. 

King.  Peace,   no  more  of  that, 
The  King's  sfleep,  wake  not  his  Majefty 
With  terms  nor  Titles ;  he's  at  reft  in  Bed, 
Kings  do  not  ufe  to  watch  themfelves,  they  fleep, 
A>d  let  Rebellion  and  Confpiracy 
Revel  and  havock  in  the  Commonwealth. 
Is  London  look'd  unto  ? 

Hunt.  It  is,  my  Lord, 
Your  noble  Uncle  Exeter  is  there. 
Your  Brother  Gloucefter,  and  my  Lord  of  Warwick^, 
Who  with  the  Mayor  and  the  Aldermen 
Do  guard  the  Gates,  and  keep  good  Rule  within. 
The  Earl  of  Cambridge,  and  Sir  Thomas  Gray 
Do  walk  the  round,  Lord  Scroop  and  Butler  fcout, 
So  though  it  pleafe  your  Majefty  to   jeft, 
Were  you  in  Bed,  well  might  you  take  your  reft; 

King.  I  thank  ye  Lords;  but  you  do  know  of  old, 
That  I  have  been  a  perfect  Night-walker : 
London,  you  fay,  is  f^fely  Icokt  unto, 
.Alas,  poor  Rebels,  there  your  Aid  muft  fall, 
And  the  Lord  Cobham  Sir  John  Oldcafllc, 
Quiet  in  Kmt\  Atton^  you  are  deceiv'd  : 

Reckon 
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Reckon  again,  you  count  without  your  HofL 
To  morrow  you  fhall  give  account  to  us, 
'Till  when,  my  Friends,  this  long  cold  Winter's  Nighe 
How  can  we  fpend  ?   King  Harry  is  afleep, 
And  all  his  Lords,  thefe  Garments  tell  us  fo ; 
All  Friends  at  Foot- Ball,   Fellows  all  in  Field, 
Harry,  and  Dicl^,  and   George,  bring  us  a  Drum, 
Give  us  fquare  Dice,  we'll  keep  this  Court  of  Guard, 
For  all  good  Fellows  Companies  that  come. 
Where's  that  mid  Prieft  ye  told  me  was  in  Arms 
To  Fight,  as  well  as  Pray,  if  need  rcquir'd. 

Suf.  He's  in  the  Camp,  and  if  he  knew  of  this, 
I  undertake  he  would  not  be  long  hcr.ee. 
King.  Trip  Dici^y  trip  George. 
Hunt.  I  mud:  have  the  Dice;  what  do  we  play  at? 
Suf.  Pa  (Tag  e,  if  ye  pleafe. 
Hunt.  Set  round  then  ;   fo  at  all. 
King.  George,  you  are  our. 
Give  me  the  Dice,  I  pafs  for  twenty  Pound, 
Here's  to  our  lucky  PalTage  into  Trance. 

Hunt.  Harry,  you  pafs  indeed,  for  you  fweep  ail. 
Suf.  A  Sign  K:ng  Harry  fhall  fweep  all  in  France* 

Enter  Priefl. 
Priefl.  Edge  ye  good   Fellows,  take  a  frefh  Gambler  if?. 
King.  Matter  Parfon,  we  play  nothing  but  Gold  ? 
Priefl.  And,  Fellow,   I  tell  thee  that  the  Prieft  hath  Gold, 
Gold;  what?  ye  are  but  Beggarly  Soldiers  to  me,  I  thifVfc 
I  have  mere  Gold  than  all  you  three. 

Hunt.  It  may  be  fo,  but  we  believe  it  not. 
King.  Set,  Priefl,  fer,  I  pafs  for  all  that  Gold. 
Priefl.   Ye  pafs  indeed. 
King.  Prieft,  ha/1  any  more  ? 
Priefl.  More  ?    What  a  Quell  ion's  that  ? 
I  tell  thee  I  have  more  than  all  you  three, 
At  thefe  ten  Angels. 

King.  I  wonder  how  thou  com'ft  by  all  this  Gold* 
How  many   Benefices  haft  thou,    Prieft  ? 

Priefl.  Faith,  but  one,  doft  wonder  how  I  come  by  Gold? 
I  wonder  rather  how  poor  Soldiers  ftiould  have  Go'd  ;  for 
Til  tell  thee,  good  Fellow,  we  have  every  Day  Tythcs 
QfrVings,  Chriftningf,   Weddings,    Burials;   and  you  poor 

Cc  5  Srakt* 
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Snakes  come  feldome  to  a  Booty.  1*11  (peak  a  proud  word, 
I  have  but  one  Parfonage,  Wrotham,  'tis  better  than  the 
Bifhoprick  of  Rochefter  :  there's  ne'er  a  Hill,  Heath,  nor 
Down  in  all  Kent^  but  'tis  in  my  Parifti,  Barr ham- down, 
Cobham'down^  Gads* bill,  Wroth  am-hiil^  Blad^-heath*  Cocks- 
heath,  Birchen-woody  all  pay  me  tythe,  Gold  quoth  a  ?  ye 
pals  not  for  that. 

Suf.  Harry,  ye  are  out,  now,  Parfon,  (hake  the  Dice. 

Priefl.  Set,  fet,  I'll  cover  ye,  at  all :  A  plague  on' 1 1  am 
out;  the  Devil,  and  Dice,  and  a  Wench,  who  will  truft 
them  ? 

Snf.  Say'ft  thou  (o,  Priefl  f  fet  fair,  at  all  for  once. 

King.  Out,  Sir,  pay  all. 

Priefl.  Sir,  pay  me  Angel  Gold. 
I'll  none  of  your  crack'd  French  Crowns  nor  Piftolets, 
Pay  me  fair  Angel  Gold,  as  I  pay  you. 

King.  No  crack'd  French  Crowns  ?  I  hope  to  fee  more 
crack'd  French  Crowns  e'er  long. 

Priefl.  Thou  mean'ft  of  French  Mens  Crowns,  when  the 
King's  in  France. 

Hun.  Set  round,  at  all. 

Priefl.  Pay  all  ;  this  is  feme  luck. 

King.  Give  me  the  Dice,  'tis  I  muft  flired  the  Priefl  \ 
At  all,  Sir  John. 

Priefl.  The  Devil  and  all  is  yours:  at  that.  'Sdeath,  what 
calling's  this  ? 

Stif.  Well  thrown,  Harry^  I'faith. 

Ktng.  I'll  call  better  yer. 

Priefl.  Then  I'll  be  hang'd.  Sirrah,  haft  thou  not  giv'n 
thy  Soul  to  the  Devil  for  calling  ? 

King.  I  pafs  for  all. 

Priefl.  Thou  paffeft  all  that  e'er  I  plaid  withal  : 
Sirrah,  deft  thou  not  cog,  nor  foift,  nor  flur  ? 

King.  Set,  Parfon,  fet,  the  Dice  die  in  my  Hand. 
When,  Parfon,  when  ?  what,  can  ye  find  no  more  I 
Already  dry  ?  was't  you  bragg'd  of  your  Store  ? 

Priefl.  All's  gone  but  that. 

Hun.  What  ?  half  a  broken  Angel. 

Priefl.  Why,  Sir  ?  'tis  Gold. 
r.  Yea>  ^nd  I'll  cover  it. 
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Pr/>7?.  The  Devil  give  ye  good  on't,  I  am  blind  ;  you 
have  blown  me  up. 

King.  Nay,  tarry,  Prieft,  you  (hall  not  leave  us  yet, 
Do  not  thefe  pieces  nt  each  other  well  ? 

Prieft.  What  if  they  do  ? 

King.  Thereby  begins  a  Tale : 
There  was  a  Thief,  in  Face  much  like  Sir  John, 
But  'twas  not  he.    That  Thief  was  all  in  green, 
Met  me  laft  Day,  on  Blac^-heath,  near  the  Parks 
With  him  a  Woman.     I  was  all  alone 
And  Weaponlefs,  my  Boy  had  all  myJTooIs, 
And  was  before  providing  me  a  Boat. 
Short  tale  to  make,  Sir  John,  the  Thief  I  mean,, 
Took  a  juft  hundred  Pound  in  Gold  from  me. 
I  ftorm'd  at  it,  and  fwore  to  be  reveng'd 
If  e'er  we  met  ;  he  like  a  lufty  Thief, 
Brake  with  his  Teeth  this  Angel  juft  in  two. 
To  be  a  Token  at  our  meeting  next ; 
Provided  I  iliould  charge  no  Officer 
To  apprehend  him,  bu;  at  Weapons  Point 
Recover  that,  and  what  he  had  befide. 
Well  mer,  Sir  John,  betake  ye  to  your  Tools 
By  Torch-light,  for,  Mafter  Parfon,  you  are  he 
That  had  my  Gold. 

Prieft.  Zounds  I  won't  in  play,  in  fair  fquarePlay,  of  the 
Keeper  of  Eltham-Park^  and  that  I  will  maintain  with  this 
poor  Whyniard;  be  you  two  honeft  Men  to  ftand  and  look 
upon's,  and  let's  alone,  and  neither  parr. 

King.  Agreed,  I  charge  ye  do  net  budge  a  Foot, 
Sir  John,  have  at  ye. 
.    Prieft.  Soldier,  ware  your  Sconce. 
As  they  proffer,  enter  Butler,  and  draws  his  Sword  to  part  them. 

But.  Hold,  Villain,  hold ;  my  Lords,  what  d'ye  mean, 
To  fee  a  Traitor  draw  againft  the  King. 

Prieft.  The  King  ?  Gods  will,  I  am  in  a  proper  pickle. 

King.  Butler,  what  News  ?    why  doft  thou  trouble  us  ? 

But.  Pleafe  your  Majefty,  it's  break  of  Day, 
And  as  I  fcouted  near  to  Iftington, 
The  Gray-ey'd  Morning  gave  me  glimmering,' 
Of  armed  Men  coming  down  Hygate-hill, 
Who  by  their  Courfe  are  coafting  hitherward. 

Cc  4  King. 
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King.  Let  us  withdraw,  my  Lords,  prepare  our  Troops., 
To  charge  the  Rebels  if  there  be  fuch  Caufe  : 
For  this  lewd  Prieft,  this  dxvilifh  Hypocrite, 
That  is  a  Thief,  a  Gameiter,  and  what  not, 
Let  him  be  hang'd  up  for  Example  fake. 

Prieft.  Not  fo,  my  gracious  Soveraign,  I  confefs  I  am 
a  frail  Man,  Flefli  and  Blood  as  other  are ;  but  fet  my  im- 
perfections afide,  ye  have  not  a  taller  Man,  nor  a  truer 
Subject  to  the  Crown  and  State,  than  Sir  John  of  Wro- 
tham  is. 

King.  Will  a  true  Subject  rob  his  King  ? 

Prieft.  Alas  !  'twas  ignorance  and  want,  my  gracious 
Liege. 

King,  'Twas  want  of  Grace.  Why,  you  (hould  be  as  fait 
To  feafon  others  with  good  document, 
Your  Lives  as  Lamps  to  give  the  People  Light, 
As  Shepherds,  not  as  Wolves  to  fpoil  the  Flock  ; 
Go  hang  him,  Butler. 

But.  Didft  thou  not  rob  me  ? 

Prieft.  I  rauft  confefs  I  faw  fome  of  your  Gold,  but,  my 
dread  Lord,  I  am  in  no  humour  for  Death  ;  God  will  that 
Sinners  live,  do  not  you  caufe  me  to  dk.  Once  in  their 
Lives  the  belt  may  go  aftray,  and  if  the  world  fay  true, 
your  i'elf,  my  Liege,  have  been  a  Thief. 

King.  I  confefs  I  have, 
But  I  repent  and  have  reclaim'd  my  felf. 

Prieft.  So  will  I  do  if  you  will  give  me  time. 

King.  Wilt  thou  ?  my  Lords,  will  you  be  his  Sureties  ? 

Hunt.  That  when  he  robs  again  he  ill  all  be  hang'd. 

Prieft.  I  ask  no  more. 

King.  And  we  will  grant  thee  that, 
Live  and  repent,  and  prove  an  honeft  Man, 
Which  when  I  hear,  and  fafe  return  from  France, 
1*11  give  thee  living.     'Till  when,  take  thy  Gold, 
But  fpend  it  better  than  at  Cards  or  Wimy 
For  better  Virtues  fit  that  Coat  of  thine< 

Prieft.  Fly  at  Rex,  ^r currat  Lex.  My  Liege,  if  ye  h$ye 
caufe  of  Battel,  ye  fhall  fee  Sir  John  beftir  himfelf  in  your 
Quarrel,  [Exeunt. 

An 
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yjn  Alarum.     Enter  King,  Suffolk,  Huntingtor,    Sir  John, 
bringing  forth  Afton,    Beverly,  *WMur!y,  Pr'tfoners. 
King.   Bring  in  thofe  Trakojf,  whole  afpuing  Mincis 
Thought  to  have  triumph'd  in  our  Overthrow  : 
But  now  ye  fee,   bafe  Villains  what  Succefs 
Attends  ill  A&ions  wrongfully  attempted. 
Sir  Roger  Acton,  thou  retainer,  the  Name 
Of  Knight,  and  fhouldft  be  more  difceetly  tempei'd 
Than  join  with  Pcafanrs,  Gentiy  is  Divine, 
But  thou  haft  made  it  more  than  popular. 

Acl.  Pardon,  my  Lord,  my  Conlcitr.ce  urg'd  me  to  it. 
King.  Thy  Confcicnce,  then  Confcierce  is  eorrupr, 
For  in  thy  Conference  thou  art  bound  to  us, 
And  in  thy  Confcience  thou  fliouldft  l<>ve  thy  Country, 
Elfc  what's  the  difference  'twixc  a  Chriftian, 
And  the  uncivil  Manners  of  the  Tm\\ 

Bev.  We  meant  no  hurt  unto  your  Majefty, 
But  Reformation  nf  Religion. 

King.  Reform  Religion?  was  it  that  ycu  fought! 
I  pray  who  gave  you  that  Authority? 
Belike  then  we  do  hold  the  Scepter  up, 
And  fit  within  the  Throne  but  for  a  Cipher. 
Time  was,  good  Subjects  would  make  known  their  Grief, 
And  pray  Amendment,  not  enforce  the  fame, 
Unlefs  their  King  were  Tyrant,  whieh  I  hope 
You  cannot  juftly  fay  that  Harry  is. 
What  is  that  other  ? 

Suf.  A  Malt-Man,  my  Lord, 
And  dwelling  in  Dunflable,  as  he  fays. 

King.  Sirrah,  what  made  you  leave  your  Barley-broth, 
To  come  in  Armour  thus  againft  your  King? 

Mur.  Fie,  pa'try,  paltry,  to  and  fro,  in  and  out  uponcc- 
cafion,  what  a  World  is  this?  Knighthood,  my  Liege,  'twas 
Knighthood  brought  me  hither,  they  told  me  I  hid  Wealth 
enough  to  make  my  Wife  a  Lady. 

King.  And  fo  you  brought  tliofe  Horfes  which   we  faw 
Trapt  all  in  coftly  Furniture,  and  meant 
To  wear  thefe  Spurs  when  you  were  Knighted  once. 
Mur.  In  and  out  upon  Occafion  I  did. 
King.  In  and  out  upon  Occafion,  therefore  you  fhall  be 
hang'd,  and  in  the  ftcad  of  wearing  thefe  Spurs  upon  your 

Heels, 
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Heels,  about  your  Neck  they  mall  bewray  your  Folly  to  the 
World. 

Prieft.  In  and  out  upon  Occafion,  that  goes  hard. 

Mur.  Fie,  paltry,  paltry,  to  and  fro  ,•  good  my  Liege,  a 
Pardon,  I  am  forry  for  my  Fault. 

King.  That  comes  too  late ;  but  tell  me,  went  there  none 
befide  Sir  Roger  Attony  upon  whom 
You  did  depend  to  be  your  Governor. 

Mur.  None,  my  Lord,  but  Sir  John  Oldcaftlc. 
Enter  Bijhop  of  Rochefter. 

King.  Bears  he  a  part  in  this  Confpiracy. 

JL&.  We  look'd,  my  Lord,  that  he  would  meet  us  here. 

King.  But  did  he  promife  you  that  he  would  come. 

Jift*  Such  Letters  we  received  forth  of  Kent. 

Roch.  Where  is  my  Lord  the  King  ?  Health  to  your  Grace* 
Examining,  my  Lord,  fomeof  thefe  Rebels, 
It  is  a  general  Voice  among  them  all, 
That  they  had  never  come  into  this  Place, 
But  to  have  met  their  valiant  General, 
The  good  Lord  Cobham,  as  they  title  him : 
Whereby,  my  Lord,  your  Grace  may  now  perceive^ 
HisTreafon  is  apparent,  which  before 
He  fought  to  colour  by  his  Flattery. 

King.  Now  by  my  Royalty  I  would  have  fworn, 
But  for  his  Confcience,  which  I  bear  withal, 
There  had  liv'd  a  more  true  hearted  Subject. 

Roch.  It  is  but  counterfeit,  my  gracious  Lord;, 
And  therefore  may  it  pleafe  yourMajefty, 
To  fet  your  Hand  unto  this  Precept  here, 
By  which  we'll  caufe  him  forthwith  to  appear, 
And  anfwer  this  by  order  of  the  Law. 

King.  Not  only  that,  but  take  Commiffion 
To  fearcb,  attach,  imprifon,  and  condemn 
This  moft  notorious  Traitor  as  you  pleafe. 

Roch.  It  fhall  be  done,  my  Lord,  without  delay  ; 
So  now  I  hold,  Lord  Cobham,  in  my  Hand, 
That  which  fhall  finifti  thy  difdained  Life. 

King.  I  think  the  Iron  Age  begins  but  now, 
Which  learned  Poets  have  fo  often  taught, 
Wherein  there  is  no  credit  to  be  given 
To  either  Words,  or  Looks,  or  folemn  Oaths: 

For 
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For  if  he  were,  how  often  hath  he  fworn, 
How  gently  tun'd  theMufickof  his  Tongue, 
And  with  what  aimable  Face  beheld  he  me, 
When  all,  God  knows,  was  but  Hypocrifie. 

Enter  Lord  Cobham. 

Cob.Long  Life  and  profperous  Reign  unto  my  Lord. 

King.  Ah,  Villain,  canft  thou  wifh  Profperity, 
Whofe  Heart  includeth  nought  but  Treachery? 
I  do  arreft  thee  here  my  felf,  falfe  Knight, 
Of  Treafon  capital  againft  the  State. 

Cob.  Of  Treafon,  mighty  Prince?  your  Grace  miitakes, 
I  hope  it  is  but  in  the  way  of  Mirth. 

King.  Thy  Neck  mall  feel  it  is  in  earned  rtiortly. 
Dar'ft  thou  intrude  into  our  Prefence,  knowing 
How  heinoufly  thou  haft  offended  us? 
But  this  is  thy  accuftomed  deceit, 
Now  thou  perceiv'ft  thy  Purpofe  is  in  vain, 
With  fome  excufe  or  other  thou  wilt  come 
To  clear  thy  felf  of  this  Rebellion. 

Cob.  Rebellion,  good  my  Lord,  I  know  of  none. 

King.  If  you  deny  it,  here  is  evidence, 
See  you  thefe  Men  ;  you  never  counfelled, 
Nor  offered  them  afliftance  in  their  Wars? 

Cob.  Speak,  Sirs,  not  one  but  all,  I  crave  no  favour, 
Have  ever  I  been  converfant  with  you? 
Or  written  Letters  to  incourage  you? 
Or  kindled  but  the  leaf!  or  fmalleft  part 
Of  this  your  late  unnatural  Rebellion? 
Speak,  for  I  dare  the  uttermoft  you  can. 

Mur.  In  and  out  upon  Occafion,  I  know  you  not. 

King.  No,  didft  thou  not  fay,  that  Sir  John  Oldcaftle 
Was  one  with  whom  you  purpos'd  to  have  met  ? 

Mnr,  True,  I  did  fay  fo,  but  in  what  refpeft, 
Becaufe  I  heard  it  was  reported  (o. 

King.  Was  there  no  other  Argument  but  that  ? 

Att.  I  muft  confefs  we  have  no  other  Ground 
But  only  rumour  to  accufe  this  Lord, 
Which  now  I  fee  was  meerly  fabulous. 

King.  The  more  pernicious  you  to  taint  him  then  J 
^fljom  you  know  was  not  faulty,  yea  or  no. 

Cob. 
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Cob.  Let  this,  my  Lord,  which  I  prefent  your  Grace 
Speak  for  my  Loyalty,  read  thefe  Articles, 
And  then  give  Sentence  of  my  Life  or  Death, 

King.  Earl  Cambridge ,  Scroop  and  Gray  corrupted 
With  Bribes  from  Charles  of  France,  either  to  win 
My  Crown  from  m°,  or  fecretly  contrive 
My  Death  by  Treafon  ?  Is't  poffible  ? 

Cob.  There  is  the  Platform,  and  their  Hands,  my  Lord, 
Each  feverally  fubferibed  to  the  fame. 

King.  Oh  never  heard  of  bafe  Ingratitude! 
Even  thofe  I  hug  within  my  Bofom  mofT, 
Are  readied  evermore  to  fting  my  Heart. 
Pardon  me,  Cobhamy  I  have  done  thee  wrong, 
Hereafter  I  will  live  to  make  amends. 
Is  then  their  time  of  meeting  fo  near  hand? 
We'll  meet  with  them  but  little  for  their  eafe, 
If  God  permit.     Go  take  thefe  Rebels  hence, 
Let  them  have  Martial  Law  ?  but  as  for  thee, 
Friend  to  thy  King  and  Country,  ftill  be  free.         [Exeunt. 

Mur.  Be  it  more  or  lefs,  what  a  World  is  this  ? 
Would  I  had  continued  ftill  of  the  Order  of  Knaves, 
And  ne'er  fought  Knighthood,  fince  it  cofts 
Sp  dear :   Sir  Roger,  I  may  thank  you  for  all. 

Acl.  Now  'tis  too  late  to  have  it  remedied, 
I  prithee,  Murley,  do  not  urge  me  with  it. 

Hunt.  Will  you  away,  and  make  no  more  to  do  ? 

Mur.  Fie,  paltry,  paltry,  to  and  fro,  as  Occafion  ferves, 
If  you  be  fo  hafty,  take  my  Place. 

Hunt.  No,  good  Sir  Knight,  ee i  take't  your  felf. 

Mur,  I  could  be  £*ad  to  give  my  Betters  place.  [Exeunt. 
Enter  Bifiop  of  Rochefter,  Lord  Warden,  Cromer  the  Sheriff* 
Lady  Cobham  and  Attendants, 

Roch.  I  tell  ye,  Lady,  it's  impoflible 
But  you  mould  know  where  he  conveys  himfelf, 
And  you  have  hid  him  in  fome  fecret  Place. 

L.  Cob.  My  Lord,  believe  me,  as  I  love  my  Soul, 
I  know  not  where  my  Lord  my  Husband  is. 

Roch.  Go  to,  go  to,  ye  are  an  Heretick, 
And  will  be  fore'd  by  Torture  to  confefs, 
If  fair  means  will  not  ferve  to  make  you  tell. 

L>Cob.  My  Husband  is  a  Noble  Gentlerran, 

And 
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And  need  not  hide  himfelf  for  any  Fad: 

That  e'er  I  heard  of,  therefore  wrong  him  not. 

Roch.   Your  Husband  is  a  dangerous  Schifmatick, 
Traitor  to  God,  the  King,  and  Commonwealths 
And  therefore,  Mr.  Cromer •,  Sheriff  of  Kent> 
I  charge  you  take  her  to  your  Cuftcdy, 
And  feize  the  Goods  of  Sir  John  Oldcaftle 
To  the  King's  i7fe ;  let  her  go  in  no  moiej 
To  fetch  fo  much  as  her  Apparel  our, 
There  is  your  Warrant  from  his  Majefty. 

War.  Good  my  Lord  Bifhop,  pacifie  your  wrath 
Againft  the  Lady. 

Rocb.  Then  let  her  confefs 
Where  Oldcaftle  her  Husband  is  conceal'd. 

War.  I  dare  engage  mine  Honour  and  my  Life, 
Poor  Gentlewoman,  (he  is  ignorant 
And  innocent  of  all  his  Practices 
If  any  Evil  by  him  bepra&ifed. 

Roch.  If,  my  Lord  Warden?  Nay  then  I  charge  you, 
That  all  Cinque-ports  whereof  you  are  chief, 
Be  laid  forthwith,  that  he  efcapes  us  not. 
Shew  him  his  Highnefs  warrant,  Mr.  Sheriff. 

War.  I  am  forry  for  the  Noble  Gentleman. 

Roch.  Peace,  he  comes  here,  now  do  your  Office. 
Enter  Harpool  and  Lord  Cobhana. 

Cob.  Harpool,  what  Bufincfs  have  we  here  in  hand  ? 
What  makes  the  Bifhop  and  the  Sheriff  here  ? 
I  fear  my  coming  home  is  dangerous, 
I  would  I  had  not  made  fuch  hafte  to  Cobham. 

Har.  Be  of  good  cheer,  my  Lord,  if  they  be  Foes,  well 
fcramble  fhrewdly  with  them  :  If  they  be  Friends  they  are 
welcome. 

Sher.  Sir  John  Oldcaftle  Lord  Cobhamy  in  the  King's  Name* 
I  arreft  ye  of  High  Treafon. 

Cob.  Treafon,  Mr. Cromer? 

Har.  Treafon,  Mr.  Sheriff,  what  Treafon? 

Cob.  Harpooly  I  charge  thee  ftir  nor,  but  be  quiet. 
Do  ye  arreft  me  of  Treafon,  Mr.  Sheriff? 

Roch.  Yea,  of  High  Treafon,  Traitor,  Heretick. 

Cob.  Defiance  in  his  Face  that  calls  me  fo, 
I  am  as  true  a  Loyal  Gentleman 

Unto 
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Unto  his  Highnefs,  as  my  proudeft  Enemy* 
The  King  (hall  witnefs  my  late  faithful  Service,' 
For  fafety  of  his  facred  Majefty. 

Rocb.  What  thou  art,  the  KingiHand  mall  teftifie. 
Shew  him,  Lord  Warden. 

Gob.  Jefu  defend  me, 
Is't  poflibie  your  cunning  could  fo  temper 
The  Princely  difpofition  of  his  Mind, 
To  fign  the  damage  of  a  Loyal  Subject? 
Well,  the  beft  is,  it  bears  an  antedate, 
Procured  oy  my  abfence  and  your  malice* 
But  I,  fince  that,  have  (hew'd  my  felf  as  true* 
As  any  Churchman  that  dare  challenge  me. 
Let  me  be  brought  before  his  Majefty, 
If  he  acquit  me  not,  then  do  your  worff. 

Rocb.  We  are  not  bound  to  do  kind  Offices 
For  any  Traitor,  Schifmatick,  nor  Heretick  : 
The  King's  Hand  is  our  Warrant  for  our  Work, 
Who  is  departed  on  his  way  for  France, 
And  at  Southampton  doth  repofe  this  Night. 

Har.  O  that  thou  and  I  were  within  twenty  Miles  of  it*" 
on  Salisbury  Plain !  I  would  lofe  my  Head  if  thou  brought*  ft 
thy  Head  hither  again.  \_Afide. 

Cob.  My  Lord  Warden  o'ch'  Cinque-Ports,  and  Lord  of 
Rochefier*  ye  are  joint  Commiffioners,  favour  me  fo  much  on 
my  expence,  to  bring  me  to  the  King. 

Rocb.  What,  to  Southampton  f 

Cob.  Thither,  my  good  Lordj 
And  if  he  do  not  clear  me  of  all  guilt* 
And  all  fufpicion  of  Confpiracy, 
Pawning  his  Princely  warrant  for  my  Truth  : 
I  ask  no  Favour,  but  extreameft  Torture. 
Bring  me,  or  fend  me  to  him,  good  my  Lord, 
Good  my  Lord  Warden,  Mr.  Sheriff  entreat. 

[They  both  entreat  for  hint* 
Come  hither,  Lady,  nay,  fweetWife,  forbear 
To  heap  one  Sorrow  on  another's  Neck: 
'Tis  Grief  enough  falfely  to  be  accus'd, 
And  not  permitted  to  acquit  my  felf, 
Do  not  thou  with  thy  kind  refpe&ive  Tearr^ 

Torment 


Sir  John  Oldcaftle.  3 1  £ } 

Torment  thy  Husband's  Heart  that  bleeds  for  thee : 

But  be  of  Comfort,  God  hath  help  in  ftore 

For  thofe  that  put  affured  truft  in  him. 

Dear  Wife,  if  they  commit  me  to  the  Tower, 

Come  up  to  London,  to  your  Sifter's  Houfe : 

That  being  near  me,  you  may  comfort  me. 

One  folace  find  I  fettled  in  my  Soul, 

That  I  am  free  from  Treafon's  very  thought, 

Only  my  Confcience  for  the  GofpeFs  fake, 

Is  caufe  of  all  the  Troubles  I  fuftain. 

L.Coh  O  my  dear  Lord,  what  (hall  betide  of  us? 
You  to  the  Tower,  and  I  turn'd  out  of  Doors, 
Our  Subftance  feiz'd  unto  his  Highnefs  ufe, 
Even  to  the  Garments  longing  to  our  Backs. 

Har.  Patience,  good  Madam,  things  at  worft  will  mend* 
And  if  they  do  not,  yet  our  Lives  may  end. 

Rook,  Urge  it  no  more,  for  if  an  Angel  fpake, 
I  fwear  by  fweet  St.  Peters  blefTed  Keys, 
Firft  goes  he  to  the  Tower,  then  to  the  Stake. 

Sher.  But  by  your  leave,  this  Warrant  doth  not  firctch 
To  Imprifon  her. 

Rocb.  No,  turn  her  out  of  Doors, 
Even  as  (he  is,  and  lead  him  to  the  Towery 
With  guard  enough,  for  fear  of  refcuing. 

L.Cob.  O  God  requite  thee  thou  blood-thirfty  Man. 

Cob.  May  it  not  be,  my  Lord  of  Roche fler  * 
Wherein  have  I  incurr'd  your  hate  fo  far, 
That  my  Appeal  unto  the  King's  deny'd. 

Rocb.  No  Hate  of  mine,  but  Pow'r  of  Holy  Church,' 
Forbids  all  Favour  to  falfe  Bereticks. 

Cob,  Your  private  Malice  more  than  publick  Pow'r, 
Strikes  moft  at  me,  but  with  my  Life  it  ends. 

Har.  afide.]  O  that  I  had  the  Bifhop  in  that  fear 
That  once  I  had  his  Stunner  by  our  felves. 

Sher.  My  Lord,  yet  grant  one  Suit  unto  us  all, 
That  this  fame  ancient  Servingman  may  wait 
Upon  my  Lord  his  Matter  in  the  Tower. 

Rocb.  This  old  Iniquity,  this  Heretick? 
That  in  contempt  of  our  Church  Difcipline, 
CompelPd  my  Sumner  to  devour  his  Procefs  ? 
Old  Ruffian  pad  Grace*  upftart  Schifrnatick, 

Had 
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Had  not  ihe  King  pray'd  us  to  pardon  yc, 

Ye  had  fried  forty  ye  griz'ed  Heiecick.  >j 

Har.  'Sblood,  my  Lord  Bifhop,  ye  wrong  mc,  I  am  nei« 
ther  Heretick  nor  Puriran,  but  of  the  old  Church;  I'll  fw ear, 
drink  Ale,  kits  a  Wench,  go  to  Mate,  eat  Fifti  all  Lent,  and 
fad  Fridays  with  Cakes  and  Wine,  Fruit  and  Spicery,  fhrive 
me  of  my  old  Sins  -AoieEafter,  and  begin  new  before  Whit- 
fumide. 

Sher.  A  merry :  rilad  conceited  Knave,  my  Lord. 

Har.  That  Knave  was  {imply  put  upon  the  Bifhop. 

Roch.  Wtli,  God  forgive  him,  and  I  pardon  him: 
Let  him  attend  his  Matter  in  the  Tower  y 
For  I  in  Charity  wifh  his  Soul  no  hurt. 

Cob.  God  blefs  my  Soul  from  fuch  cold  Charity.. 

Roch.  To  th57o2^r  with  him,  and  when  my  leifureferve^ 
J  will  examine  him  of  Articles; 
Look,  my  Lord  Warden,  as  you  have  in  charge, 
The  Sheriff  perform  his  Office. 

JVur.  Ay,  my  Lord. 

Enter  Sumner  -with  Books. 

Roch.  What  brirVft  thou  there?  what  Books  of  Herefie? 

Sum.  Yea,  my  Lord,  here's  not  a  Latin  Book, 
No  not  fo  much  as  our  Ladies  Pfalter  : 
Here's  the  Bible,  theTtftament,  the  Pfalms  in  metre,' 
The  Sick  Man's  Salve,  the  Treafure  of  Gladntfs, 
All  EngliJJj,  no  not  fomuch  but  the  Almanack's  Englijh. 

Roch.  Away  with  them,  to  th'Fire  with  them,  Gun, 
Now  fie  upon  thefe  upflart  Hereticks. 
All  Englijh,  burn  them,  burn  them  quickly,  Gun, 

Har.  But  do  not,  Sumner,  as  you'll  anfwer  it,  for  I  ha^e 
there  Englijl'j  Books,  my  Lord,  that  I'll  not  part  withal  for 
your  Biilioprick,  Bevis  of  Hampton,  Owleglafs,  The  Eridr 
and  the  Boy,  Ellen  of  Ramming,  Robin  Hood,  and  other  fuch 
godly  Stories,  which  if  you  burp,  by  thisFLfli  I'ilmakeye 
drink  their  Afhcs  in  Sr.  Marget\Ak*  \JExeunto 

Enter  the  Bifiop  of  Rochefler,  with  his  Men  in  Livery 

Coats. 

i  Sir.  Is  it  your  Honour's  pleafure  we  Hiall  flay, 
Or  come  back  in  the  Afternoon  to  fetch  vou. 

Roch.  Now  have  ye  brought  me  here  unto  the  Tower, 
You  may  go  back  unto  the  Porter's  Lodge, 

;     Where, 
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Where,  if  I  have  occafion  to  employ  youi 
I'll  fend  forae  Officer  to  call  you  to  me. 
Into  the  City  go  not,  I  command  you, 
Perhaps  I  may  have  prefent  need  to  ufe  you. 

2  Ser.  We  will  attend  your  Honour  here  without.' 

3  Ser.  Gome,  we  may  have  a  Quart  of  Wine  at  the  Ro/c 
at  Barking  and  come  back  an  hour  before  he'll  go, 

1  Ser.  We  mufl  hie  us  then. 

3  Ser.  Let's  away.  [Exeunt. 

Roch.  Ho,  Mr.  Lieutenanr. 

Lien.  Who  calls  there  $ 

Roch.  A  Friend  of  yours. 

Lieu.  My  Lord  of  Rdchefter  ?  your  Honour's  welcome. 

Roth.  Sir,  here's  my  Warrant  from  the  Council, 
For  Conference  with  Sir  John  Oldcaftle, 
Upon  fome  matter  of  great  Confequence. 

Lieu.  Ho,  Sir  John. 

Har.  Who  calls  there? 
-  Lieu.  Harpool,  tell  Sir  John,  that  my  Lord  of  Rocheftet 
Comes  from  the  Council  to  confer  with  him. 
I  think  you  may  as  fafe  without  fufpicion 
As  any  Man  in  England  as  I  hear, 
For  it  was  you  moft  labour'd  his  Commitment. 

Roch,  I  did,  Sir,  and  nothing  repent  it  I  allure  you. 
Enter  Lord  Cobham  and  Harpool, 
Mr.  Lieutenant,  I  pray  you  give  us  leave, 
I  muft  confer  here  with  Sir  John  a  little. 

Lieu.  With  all  my  Heart,  my  Lord.  [fcxiti 

Har.  afidej]  My  Lord,  be  rul'd  by  me,  take  this  occa- 
fion while  it  is  offered,  and  on  my  Life  your  Lordfhip  will 
efcape. 

Cob.  No  more  I  fay,  peace  left  he  mould  fufpecl:  it. 
-  Roch.  Sir  John,  I  am  come  to  you  from  the  Lords  of  the 
Council,  to  know  if  you  do  recant  your  Errors. 

Cob.  My  Lord  of  Rochefter,  on  good  advice, 
I  fee  my  Error ;  but  yet  unfierftand  me, 
I  mean  not  Error  in  the  Faith  I  hold, 
But  Error  in  fubmitting  to  your  Pleafure, 
Therefore  your  Lordfhip  without  more  to  do, 
Muft  be  a  means  to  help  me  to  efcape. 

Vol.  VL  Dd  &<*. 
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Rcch.  What  means,  thou  Heretick  ? 
Dar'ft  thou  but  Jift  thy  Hand  againft  my  Calling? 

Cob.  No,  not  to  hurt  you,  for  a  thoufand  Pound. 

ILir.  Nothing  hut  to  borrow  your  upper  Garment  a  little; 
not  a  word  more,  peace  for  waking  the  Children :  There,  put 
on,  difpatch,  my  Lord,  the  Window  that  goes  out  into  the 
Leads  is  fure  enough  j  as  for  you,  1*11  bind  you  furely  in 
the  inner  Room. 

Cub.  This  is  well  begun,  God  fend  us  happy  fpecd, 
Hard  Cnift  you  fee  Men  make  in  time  of  need. 
Enter  Servingmen  again, 

i  Ser.  I  marvel  that  my  Lord  fhould  flay  fo  long. 

2  Ser.  He  hath  fent  to  feek  us,  I  dare  lay  my  Life. 

3  Ser.  We  come  in  good  time,  fee  where  he  is  coming. 
liar.   I  befeech  you,  good  my  Lord  of  Rockefter,  be  fa- 
vourable to  my  Lord  and  Mafter. 

Cob.  The  inner  Rooms  be  very  hot  and  dofe, 
I  do  not  like  this  Air  here  in  the  Tower. 

ILir.  His  cafe  is  hard,  my  Lord ;  you  (hall  fafely  get  out 
of  the  Tower,  but  I  will  down  upon  them:  In  which  time 
get  you  away.  Hard  under  Jjiington  wait  you  my  coming, 
I  will  bring  my  Lady  ready  with  Horfes  to  get  hence. 

Cob.  Fellow,  go  back  again  unto  my  Lord,  and  counfel 
him, 

Har.  Nay;  my  good  Lord  of  Rochefter,  I'll  bring  you  to 
Sr,  Albans  through  the  Woods  I  warrant  you. 

Cob.  Villain,  away. 

Har.  Nay  fince  I  am  paft  the  Tower's  Liberty, 
You  part  not  fo.  [He  draws. 

Cob.  Clubs,  Clubs,  Clubs. 

i  Ser.  Murther,  Murther,  Murther. 

2  Ser.  Down  with  him. 

liar.  Out  you  cowardly  Rogues.  [Cobham  eft  apes. 

Enter  Lieutenant,  and  his  Men. 

Lien.  Who  is  fo  bold  to  dare  to  draw  a  Sword 
So  near  unto  the  entrance  of  the  Tower  ? 

i  Ser.  This  Ruffian,  Servant  to  Sir  John  Oldcaftle>  was  like 
to  have  (lain  my  Lord. 

Lien*  Lay  hold  on  h'"m. 

Har. 
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tfar.  Stand  off  if  you  love  your  Pudding*. 

I  Bifiep  of  Rochefter  calls  ivjthin. 

Roch.  Help,  help,  help,  Mr.  Lieutenant,  help. 

Lieu.  Who's  that  within?  fome  Treafon  in  the  Tower,  on 
my  life,  look  in,  who's  that  which  calls? 

Enter  Bifiop  of  Roch  eft  er  bound. 

Lieu.  Without  your  Cloak,  my  Lord  of  Rochefierl 

Har.  There,  now  it  works;  then  let  me  ipQQd, 
For  now's  the  fitted  time  to  fcape  away.  [£*?/. 

Lieu.  Why  do  you  look  fo  ghaftly  and  affrighted? 

Roch.  Oldcafile  that  Traitor,  and  his  Man, 
When  you  had  left  me  to  confer  with  him, 
Took,  bound,  and  ftript  me,  as  you  fee, 
And  kfz  me  lying  in  this  inner  Chamber, 
And  fo  departed,  and  I 

Lieu.  And  you!  Ne'er  fay  that,  the  Lord  Cobham's  Man 
Did  here  fet  on  you  like  to  murther  you. 

1  Ser.  And  fo  he  did. 

Roch.  It  was  upon  his  Matter  then  he  did, 
That  in  the  brawl  the  Traitor  might  efcape. 
Lieu.  Where  is  this  Harpool  2 

2  Ser.  Here  he  was  even  now. 

Lieu.  Where,  can  you  tell?  They  are  both  efcap'd. 
Since  it  (o  happens  that  he  is  efcap'd, 
I  am  glad  you  are  a  witnefs  of  the  fame : 
It  might  have  elfe  been  laid  unto  my  Charge, 
That  I  had  been  conferring  to  the  Fad:. 

Roch.  Come, 
Search  (hall  be  made  for  him  with  expedition, 
The  Haven's  laid  that  he  fhal!  not  efcape, 
And  hue  and  cry  continue  through  England, 
To  find  this  damned,  dangerous  Herctick.  \  Exeunt  ^ 

Enter  Cambridge,    Scroop,    and  Gray,  as  in  a  Cha?vbvi\ 
and  fet  down  at  a  Table,  confulting  about  their  7. 
King  Harry  and  Suffolk  Ufining  at  the  Door. 

Cam.  In  mine  Opinior,  Scroop  hath  well  advis'd, 
Poifon  will  be  the  only  aprefl:  mean, 
And  fittefr.  for  our  purpofe  to  difpatch  him. 

Gray.  But  yet  there  may  be  doubt  in  their  delivery, 
Harry  is  wife,  and  therefore,  Earl  of  Cambridge, 
I  judge  that  way  nor  fo  convenient. 

ID  d  a  Sc 
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Scroop.  What  think  ye  then  of  this?  I  am  his  Bedfellow* 
And  unfufpe&ed  nightly  fleep  with  him. 
What  if  I  venture  in  thofe  filent  hoursj 
When  Sleep  hath  fealed  up  all  mortal  Eyes, 
To  rhurther  him  in  bed  ?  how  like  ye  that  ? 

Cam.  Herein  confifts  no  fafety  for  your  felf, 
And  you  difclos'd,  what  fhall  become  of  us  ? 
But  this  Day,  as  ye  know,  he  will  aboard, 
The  Wind's  fo  fair,  and  fet  away  for  France, 
If  as  he  goes,  or  entring  in  the  Ship 
It  might  be  done,  then  were  it  excellent. 

Gray.  Why  any  of  thefe,  or  if  you  will* 
I'll  caufe  a  prefent  fitting  of  the  Council, 
Wherein  I  will  pretend  fome  matter  of  fuch  weighty 
As  needs  muft  have  his  «Royal  Company, 
And  fo  difpatch  him  in  his  Council  Chamber. 

Cam.  Tufh,  yet  I  hear  not  any  thing  to  purpofe. 
I  wonder  that  Lord  Cobham  flays  fo  long, 
His  Counfcl  in  this  cafe  would  much  avail  us. 

[The  King  jleps  in  upon  them  with  his  Lords* 

Scroop.  What,  fhall  we  rife  thus,  and  determine  nothing  l 

King.  That  were  a  fhame  indeed:  No,  fit  again, 
And  you  (hall  have  my  Counfel  in  this  cafe; 
If  you  can  find  no  way  to  kill  the  King, 
Then  you  fhall  fee  how  I  can  furnilh  ye  ; 
Scroop* %  way  by  Poifon  was  indifferent, 
But  yet  being  Bed-fellow  to  the  King* 
And  unfufpe&ed,  fleeping  in  his  Bofom, 
In  mine  Opinion  that's  the  likelier  way. 
For  fuch  falfe  Friends  are  able  to  do  much. 
And  filent  Night  is  Treafon's  fitteft  Fnend. 
Now,  Cambridge*  in  his  fetting  hence  for  France^ 
Or  by  the  way,  or  as  he  goes  aboard 
To  do  the  d^d}  that  was  indifferent  too, 
But  fomewhat  doubtful. 
Marry  Lord  Gray  came  very  near  the  point, 
To  have  the  King  at  Council,  and  there  murder  him, 
As  Cefar  was  among  hisdearefi  Friends. 
Tell  me,  oh  tell  me,  you  bright  Honour's  ftains, 
For  which  of  all  my  kindncffts  to  you, 
Are  ye  become  jduis  Traitors  to  your  King? 

And 
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And  France  mufl  have  the  Spoil  of  Harrfs  Life. 
.  •  All.  Oh  pardon  us,  dread  Lord. 

King.  How,  pardon  ye?  that  were  a  Sin  indeed, 
Drag  them  to  Death,  which  juftly  they  deferve: 
And  France  (hall  dearly  buy  this  Villany, 
So  foon  as  we  fet  footing  on  her  Breaft. 
God  have  the  praife  for  our  Deliverance, 
And  next  our  Thanks,  Lord  Cobham,  is  to  thee, 
True  perfed  Mirror  of  Nobility.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Prieft  and  Doll. 

Prieft.  Come  Doll,  come,  be  merry,  Wench. 
Farewel  Kent,  we  are  not  for  thee. 
Be  lully  my  Lafs,  come  for  Lancaftnre, 
We  mult  nip  the  Boung  for  thefe  Crowns. 

Doll.  Why  is  all  the  Gold  fpent  already,  that  you  had 
the  other  Day  ? 

Prieft.  Gone,  Doll,  gone;  flown,  fpent,  van  ifh'd,  the  Devil, 
Drink,  and  Dice,  has  devoured  all. 

Doll.  You  might  have  left  me  in  Kent,  'till  you  had  been 
better  provided. 

Prieft.  No,  Doll,  no,  Kent's  too  hot,  Doll,  Kent's  too  h$t ; 
the  Weathercock  of  Wrotham  will  crow  no  longer,  we  have 
pluckt  him,  he  has  loft  his  Feathers,  I  have  prun'd  him  bare, 
left  him  thrice,  is  moulted,  is  moulted,  Wench. 

Doll.  I  might  have  gone  to  Service  again,  old  Mr.  Har~ 
pool  told  me  he  would  provide  me  a  Miftrefs. 

Prieft.  Peace,  Doll,  peace;  come,  mad  Wench,  111  make 
thee  an  honeft  Woman,  we'll  into  Lancaftjire  to  our  Friends, 
the  troth  is,  I'll  marry  thee,  we  want  but  a  little  Mony,  and 
Mony  we  will  have  I  warrant  thee;  flay,  who  comes  here? 
Some  Irijb  Villain  methinks  that  has  (lain  a  Man,  and  now  he 
is  rifling  on  him,  Hand  clofe,  Doll,  we'll  fee  the  end. 

Enter  the  Irifhman  with  his  dead  Adafter,  and  rifles  him. 

Irijb.  Alaspoe  Matter,  Sir  Richard  Lee,  be  St.  Patrick^  is 
rob  and  cut  thy  trote,  for  de  fhain,  and  dy  Mony,  and  dy 
gold  Ring,  be  me  truly  is  love  de  well,  but  now  dowbekill 
de,  be  mitten  Kanave. 

Prieft.  Stand,  Sirrah,  what  art  thou  ? 

Iriftj.  Be  St.  /W/o^Mefter,  is  poor  IriJJjman,  is  a  leufter. 

Dd  l  Prieft. 
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Priefl.  Sirrah,  Sirrah,  you'are  a  damn'd  Rogue,  yon  have 
Jvili'd  a  Man  here,  and  rirltd  him  of  all  that  he  has;  'sblood 
}oii  Rogue  deliver,  or  I'll  not  leave  you  fo  much  as  a  Hair 
above  your  Shoulders,  you  Whorfon  IriJJj  Dog.  [fRobs  him, 
Irifh,  We's  me  St.  Patrick^  Ife  kill  my  Mefler  lor  main 
and  rus  Ring,  and  now's  be  rob  of  all,  roe's  undo. 

Priefl.  Avant  you  Rafcal,  go  Sirrah,  be  walking.  Come 
Bolly  the  Devil  laughs  when  one  Thief  robs  another;  come 
Wench,  we'll  to  St.  Albans,  and  revel  in  our  Bower,  my 
brave  Girl. 

DolU  O  thou  art  old  Sir  John  when  all's  done  i'faith. 

\Exeunu 
Enter  the  Irishman  with  the  Hofl  of  the  Honje. 
Irifl:.  Be  me  tro  Matter  is  poor  Irifman,  is  want  ludging, 
is  have  no  Mony,  is  ftarve  and  cold,  good  Matter  give  her 
fqrne  Meat,  is  famife  and  tye. 

Hofl.  Favth  Fellow  I  have  no  Lodging,  but  what  I  keep 
for  my  Guefts ;  as  for  Meat,  thou  malt  have  as  much  as 
there  is9  and  if  thou  wilt  lye  in  the  Barn,  there's  fair  Straw, 
and  room  enough. 

Irijh.  Is  tank  my  Mailer  hertily. 

Hofl.  Ho,  Robin. 

Rob.  Who  calls  ? 

Hofl.  Shew  this  poor  frifljman  tothe  barn,  go  Sirrah. 

Enter  Carrier  and  Kate. 
Club.  Who's   within  here  ?    who   looks  to  the  Horfes  ? 
Uds  har,    here's  fine  Work,  the  Hens  in   the  Manger,  and 
the  Hoqsin  the  Litter,  a  bots  found  you  all5  here's  aHoufe 
well  lookt  to  i'faith. 

Kate.  Mas  GoffClub,  Ife  very  cawd. 
Club.  Get  in,  Kate,  get  into  the  Fire  and  warm  thee. 
John  Ofiler  ? 

Hofl.  What,  Ga-ffer  Club,  welcome  to  St.  Albans, 
How  do's  all  our  Friends  in  Lancaflire  ? 

Club.  Well,  God  a  Mercy  John,  how  do's  Tom  ?  where 
is  he  \ 

Oft  I.  Tom's  gone  from  hence,  he's  at  the  three  Horfe- 
loaves  at  Stony -Stratford ;  how  do's  old  Dick  Dun  f 

Club.  Uds  har,  old  Dun  is  moyr'd  in  a  flough  in  Brick? 
hill-Lme  ;  a  plague  found  ir,  yondcrs  fucjh  abomination 
Wcacher  as  was  never  fecn. 

Oftl. 
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Oft  I,  Uds  hit  Thief,  have  one  half  peck  of  Peafe  and 
Oats  more  for  that,  as  I  am  John  Ofiler,  he  hus  been  ever 
as  good  a  Jade  as  ever  travelled. 

Club.  Faith  weHfaid,  old  Jacl^  thou  art  the  old  Lad  ftilJ. 

Oftl.  Come,  Gaffer  Club,  Unload,  unload,  and  get  to  flipper. 
Enter  the  Ho  ft,   Lord  Cob; -am,  and  Harpool. 

Hoft.  Sir,  you're  welcome  to  thisHatffe,  to  fuch  as  is  here 
with  all  my  Heart ;  but  I  fear  your  Lodging, will  be  the 
worft.  I  have  but  two  Beds,  and  they  are  both  in  a  Cham- 
ber, and  the  Carrier  and  his  Daughter  lies  in  the  one,  and 
you  and  your  Wife  mull:  lye  in  the  other. 

Cob.  Faith,  Sir,  for  my  fclf  I  do  not  grcatte^pafs, 
My  Wife  is  weary,  and  would  be  at  red, 
For  we  have  traveled  very  far  to  day, 
We  muft  be  content  with  fuch  as  you  have. 

Hoft.  But  T  cannot  tell  how  to  do  with  your  Man,  > 

Har.  What  ?  haft  thou  never  an  empty  Room  in  thy 
Houfe  for  me  ?  i  / 

Hoft.  Not  a  Bed  in  troth.  There  came  a  poor  Irifiman} 
and  1  lodg'd  him  in  the  Barn,  where  he  has  fair  Straw,  al- 
though he  have  nothing  e!fe. 

Har.  Well,  mine  Hoft,  I  prethee  help  me  to  a  pair  of 
clean  Sheets,  and  I'll  go  lodge  with  him. 

Hoft.  By  the  Mafsthat  thou  flialt,  a  good  pair  of  hempen 
Sheets  were  ne'er  lain  in  ;  come  [Exeunt* 

Enter  Confiable,  A/ajor  and  Watch. 

Mayor.  Wha*?  have  you  fearch:  th*  1  own  ? 

Con.  All  the  Town,  Sir,  we  have  not  \d\  a  Houfe  ur> 
fearcht  that  ufes  to  Joclge. 

Major.  Surely  my  Lord  of  Rochcfter  was  then  deceiv'd, 
Or  ill  inform'd  of  Sir  John  Oldcaftle ; 
Or  if  he  came  this  way,   he's  paft  the  Town, 
He  could  not  elfe  have  fcap'd  you  in  the  Search. 

Con.  The  privy  watch  hath  been  abroad  all  Nnuht, 
And  not  a  Stranger  lodgeth  in  the  Town 
But  he  is  known  ,    only  a  lufty  Prieft 
We  found  in  Bed  with  a  pretty  Wench, 
That  fays  (he  is  his  Wife,   yonder  at  the  Shears; 
But  we  have  charg'd  the  Hoft  with  his  forth  coming 
To  morrow  Morning. 

Mayor.  What  think  you  beft  to  do  ? 

D  d  4  Con. 
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Con.  Faith,  Mrf  May°r>  Here's  a  few*  ftragling  Hqufes 
beyond  the  Bridge,  and  a  little  Inn  where  Carriers  ufe  to 
lodge,  although  I  think  furely  he  would  ne'er  lodge  there  ; 
but  we'll  go  fearch,  and  the  rather  becaufe  there  came 
Notice  to  the  Town  the  Jaft  Night  of  zn  Irijhman,  that  had 
done  a  Murther,  whom  we  are  to  make  fearch  for. 

Mayor.  Come  I  pray  you,  and  be  Circumfpe&.  [Exeunt. 

Con.  Firfl  befet  the  Houfe,  before  you  begin  to  fearch. 

Offi.  Content,  every  Man  takeafeveral  place. 

\_A  Noife  within. 
Keep,  keep*  ftrike  him  down  there,  down  with  him. 

Enter  Confiable  with  the  Irifliman  in  HarpooPj  Apparel. 

Con.  Come  you  villanous  Heretick,  tell  us  where  your 

alter  is. 

Irijh.  Vat  Mefter  ? 

Mayor.  Vat  Mefter,  you  counterfeit  Rebel  *  This  ihall 
not  ferve  your  turn. 

Irijh.  Be  Sent  PatrickJL  ha  no  Mefter. 

Con.  Where's  the  Lord  Cobham,  Sir  John  Oldeaftle,  that 
latey  efcaped  out  of  the  Tower  § 

Irijh.  Vat   Lort  Cobham  ? 

Mayor.  You  Counterfeit,  this  mail  not  ferye  you,  we'll 
torture  you,  well  make  you  confefs  where  that  arch  Here- 
tick is.    Come  bind  him  fair. 

Irijh.  Ahone,  ahone,  ahone,  a  Cree„ 

Con.  Ahone  you  crafty  Rafcal  ?  [Exeunt. 

[Lord  Cobham  comes  out  ft  eating  in  his  Gown. 

Cob.  Harpool,  Harpooly  I  hear  a  marvellous  Noife  a*bbut 
the  Houfe,  God  warant  us,  I  fear  we  are  purfued ;  what* 
Harpooll 

Har.  within.l   who  calls  there  ?     <fo 

Cob.  9Tis  I,  doft  thou  not  hear  a  Noife  about  the  Houfe? 

Har.  Yes,  marry  do  I,  'zounds  I  cannot  find  my  hofe ; 
this  Irijh  Rafcal  that  lodg'd  with  me  all  Night,  hath  ftoki    H 
my  Apparel,  and  has  left  me  nothing  but  a  iowfie  mantle, 
and  a  pair  of  Broags.  Get  up,  get  up,  and  if  the  Carrier  and 
his  Wench  be  afleep,  change  you   with  him  as   he  hath     ■.*■>" 
dons  wiih  me,  and  fee  if  we  can  fcape.  '  nioft  avsrl 

crIW  '.V 
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Noifi  heard  about  the  Houfe  a  pretty  while,  theft  enter  the 
Conftable  meeting  Harpool  in  the  Irifliman'j  Apparel. 

Con.  Stand  clofc,  here  comes  the  Irijhman  that  did  the 
Murther,  by  all  Tokens  this  is  he. 

Mayor.  And  perceiving  the  Houfe  befet,  would  get  away . 
ftand,  Sirrah. 

Har.  What  art  thou  that  bid'ft  me  ftand  ? 

Con.  I  am  the  Officer,  and  am  come  to  fearch  for  an  Irijb* 
many  fuch  a  Villain  as  thy  felf,  thou  haft  murther'd  a  Man 
this  laft  Night  by  the  high  way. 

Har.  'Sblood  Conftable  art  thou  mad  f  am  I  an  Irifi* 
man  ? 

Major.  Sirrah,  we'll  find  you  an  Irishman  before  we  part ; 
Lay  hold  upon  him. 

Con.  Make  him  faft,  O  thou  bloody  Rogue  ! 

Enter  Lord  Cobham  and  his  Ladyy  in  the  Carrier  and 

Wenches  Apparel, 

Cob.  What  will  thefe  Oftlers  fteep  all  Day  ? 
Good  morrow,  good  morrow,  come  Wench,  come; 
Saddle,  Saddle,  now  afore  God  two  fair  Days,  ha? 

Con.  Who  goes  there  ? 

Mayor.  O  'tis  Lancaftrire  Carrier,  let  then\  pafs. 

Cob.  What,  will  no  body  ope  the  Gates  here  ? 
Come,  let's  int'  ftable  to  look  to  our  Capons, 

[£.*:/>Cobham  and  his  Lady* 

Club.   Ho  ft,  why  Oftler  ?  {The  Carrier  calling. 

Zwooks  here's  fuch  abomination  Company  of  Boys  : 
A  pox  of  this  Pigfty  at  the  Houfe  end, 
It  filfe  all  the  Houfe  full  of  Fleas,  Oftler,  Oftler. 

Oftl.  Who  calls  there  ?   what  would  you  have  ? 

Club.  Zwooks,  do  you  rob  your  Guefts  ? 
Doyou  lodge  Rogues,  and  Slaves,  and  Scoundrels,  ha  ? 
They  ha*  ftolnourCloaths  here  ;  why  Oftler  ? 

Oftl.  A  murren  choak  you,  what  a  bawling  you  keep. 

Ho  ft.  How  now  ?  what  would  the  Carrier  have  ? 
Look  up  there. 

Oftl.  They  fay  the  Man  and  the  Woman  that  lay  by 
them,  have  ftoln  their  Cloaths. 

Hoft.  What  are  the  ftrange  Folks  up  yet  that  came  in 
Yefter  Night  ? 

Con.  What  mine  Hoft,  up  fo   early  ? 

Boftj  WhatMr.i^yor,  and  Mr.  Conftable  ?  Mayor. 
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Major,  We  are  come  to  feek  for  fomeffufpe<5fod  Perfons, 
and  fuch  as  here  we  found  have  apprehended. 

Enter  Carrier,  and  Kate,  in  Cobham  and  Ladfs  apparel. 

Con.  Who  comes  here  ? 

Club.  Who  comes  here?  A  plague  found  ome,  you 
bawl  quoth  a,  ods  hat  Til  forewear  your  Houfe  ;  youlodg'd 
a  Fellow  and  his  Wife  by  us,  that  ha*  run  away  with  our 
parrel,  and  left  us'fuch  Gew-gaws  here,  come  Kate,  come 
to  me,  thowfe  dizeard  y'faith. 

Mayor.  Mine  Hoft,  know  you  this  Man  ? 

Hofi.  Yes  Mafter  Mayors,  I'll  give  my  word  for  him, 
why  Neighbour  Club,  how  comes  this  gear  about  ? 

Kate.  Now  a  foule  on'r,  I  cannot  make  this  Gew-gaw 
ftand  on  mvHead. 

Con.  How  came  this  Man  and  Woman  thus  attired  ? 

Hoft.  Here  came  a  Man  and  Woman  hither  this  laft 
Night,  which  I  did  take  for  fubftantial  People,  and  lodg'd 
all  in  one  Chamber  by  thefe  Folks ;  methinks  have  been  fo 
bold  to  change  Apparel,  and  gone  away  this  Morning  e'er 
they  rofe. 

Major.  That  was  that  Traitor  Oldcaftle  that  thus  efcapt 
us  ;  make  hue"  and  cry  after  him,  keep  faft  that  Traiterous 
Rebel  his  Servant  there;  farewel,  mine  Hoft. 

Car.  Come  Kate  Owdham,  thou  and  Ife  trimly  dizard. 

Kate.  Ffaith  neam  Club,  Ife  wot  ne'er  what  to  do.  He  be 
fo  flouted  and  fo  fhoutedat;  and  by  th'MefsIfecry.  [Exeunt. 
Enter  Cobham  and  his  Lady  djfguisd. 

Cob.  Come,  Madam,  happily  efcap'd,  here  let  us  fit, 
This  place  is  far  remote  from  any  Path, 
And  here  a  while  our  weary  Limbs  may  reft 
To  take  refreshing,  free  from  the  purfuit 
Of  envious  Roche fler. 

L.  Cob.  But  where,  my  Lord, 
Shall  we  find  reft  for  our  difquiet  Minds  ? 
There  dwell  untamed  Thoughts  that  hardly  ftoop 
To  fuch  abafement  of  difdaincd  Rags  : 
We  were  not  v/ont  to  travel  thus  by  Night, 
Efpecial'y  on  Foot. 

Cob.  No  matter,  Love,  extremities  admit  no  better  choice : 
And  were  it  not  for  thee,  fay  froward  time 
Jmpos'd  a  greater  Task,  I  would  efLcm  it 
As  lightTy  as  th?  Wind  that  blows  upon  us ;  But 
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But  in  thy  fufarance  I  am  doubly  taskt; 
Thou  wait  not  wont  to  have  the  Eanh  thy  Stool, 
Nor  the  moift  dewy  Grafs  thy  Pillow,  nor 
Thy  Chamber  to  be  the  wide  Horizon. 

L.  Cob.  How  can  it  fetm  a  trouble,  havirg  you 
A  partner  with  me,  in  the  worft  I  feti? 
No,  gentle  Lord,  your  prefence  would  give  eafe 
To  Death  it  feJf,  fhould  he  now  feize  upon  me. 

[fferes  Bread  and  Cheefe^  and  a  Bottle^ 
Behold  what  my  foreJight  hath  uncertain 
For  fear  we  faint,  they  are  but  homely  Catcs 
Yet  fawe'd  with  Hunger,  they  may  kern  as  fwcet 
As  greater  Dainties  we  were  wont  to  rafle. 

Cob.  Praife  be  to  him,  whofe  plenty  fends  both  this 
And  all  things  elfe  our  mortal  Bodies  need  : 
Nor  fcorn  we  this  poor  feeding,  nor  the  itate 
We  now  are  in,  for  what  is  it  on  J-atth, 
Nay  under  Hcav'n,  continues  at  a  flay? 
Ebos  not  the  Sea,  when  it  hath  overflown  ? 
Follows  not  darknefs,  when  the  Day  is  gone.' 
And  fee  we  not  fomctimes  th*e  Eve  of  Heaven 
Dirrfd  with  o'er-flying  Clouds?  There's  not  that  Work 
Of  careful  Nature,  or  of  cunning  Ait, 
How  ftrong,  how  beauteous,  or  how  rich  it  be, 
But  falls  in  time  ro  ruin.     Here,  gentle  Madam, 
In  this  one  draught  I  wafh  my  Sorrow  down.  [JDrinJ^x., 

L.Cob.  And  I,  encourag'd  with  your  chearful  Speech, 
Wjll  do  the  like. 

Cob.  Pray  God  poor  Harpool  come, 
If  he  fhould  fall  into  the  Biiliop's  Hand?, 
Or  not  remember  where  we  bad  him  mett  u<, 
It  were  the  thing  of  all  things  elfe,  that  now 
Could  breed  revolt  in  this  new  peace  of  Mind. 

L.  Cob.  Fear  not,  my  Lord,  he's  witty  to  devife, 
And  ftrong  to  execute  a  prefent  fhift. 

Cob.   That  Power  be  ftill  his  Guide  hath  guided  u<, 
My  drowfse  Eyes  wax  heavy;  early  riling, 
Together  with  the  travel  we  have  had, 
Makes  me  that  I  could  take  a  nap, 
Were  I  perfwaded  we  might  be  feciire. 
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L.  Cob.  Let  that  depend  on  me,  whild  you  do  fleep, 
I'll  watch  that  no  Misfortune  happen  us. 

Cob.  I  (hall,  dear  Wife,  be  too  much  trouble  to  thee. 

L.  Cob.  Urge  not  that, 
My  Duty  binds  me,  and  your  Love  commands, 
I  would  I  had  the  skill  with  tuned  Voice 
To  draw  on  fleep  wi(h  fome  fweet  Melody. 
But  imperfection  am}  unaptnefs  too 
Are  both  repugnant  i  Fear  inferts  the  one, 
The  other  Nature  hath  denied  me  ufe. 
But  what  talk  I  of  means,  to  purchafe  that 
Is  freely  happen'd  ?  Sleep  with  gentle  Hand, 
Hath  (hut  his  Eye-lids.     O  victorious  labour, 
How  foon  thy  Pow'r  can  charm  the  Body's  Senfe? 
And  n*w  thou  likewife  climb'ft  unto  my  Brain, 
Making  my  heavy  Temples  ftoop  to  thee, 
preat  God  of  Heaven  from  Danger  keep  us  free. 

[Falls  afleep. 
Enter  Sir  Richard  Lee,  and  his  Men. 

Lee.  A  Murther  clofcly  done,  and  in  my  Ground? 
Search  carefully,  if  any  where  it  were, 
This  obfeure  Thicket  is  the  likelieft  Place. 

Ser.  Sir,  I  found  the  Body  ftiff  with  cold, 
And  mangled  cruelly  with  many  Wounds. 

Lee.  Look  if  thou  know'ft  him,  turn  his  Body  up : 
Alack,  it  is  my  Son,  my  Son  and  Heir, 
Whom  two  Years  fince  I  fent  to  Ireland 
To  pra&ife  there  the  Difcipline  of  War, 
And  coming  home,  for  fo  he  wrote  to  me, 
Some  favage  Heart,  fome  bloody  devilifh  Hand, 
Either  in  hate,  or  thirfting  for  his  Coin, 
Hath  here  flue'd  out  his  Blood.     Unhappy  hour* 
A  curfed  Place,  but  moft  inconftant  Fate, 
That  hadft  referv'd  him  from  the  Bullets  fire, 
And  fuffer'd  him  to  fcape  the  Wood-kerns  fury. 
Didft  here  ordain  the  Treafure  of  his  Life, 
Even  here  within  the  Arms  of  tender  Peace, 
To  be  confum'd  by  Treafon's  wafteful  Hand? 
And  which  is  moft  afflicting  to  my  Soul, 
That  this  his  Death  and  Murther  mould  be  wrought 
Without  the  knowledge  by  whofe  means  'twas  done. 

i  Ser. 
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2  Ser.  Not  fo,  Sir,  I  have  found  the  Authors  of  it, 
See  where  they  fit,  and  in  their  bloody  Fifts 
The  fatal  Instruments  of  Death  and  Sin. 

Lee.  Juft  Judgment  of  that  Power,  whofe  gracious  Eye, 
Loathing  the  fight  of  fuch  a  heinous  Fad, 
Dazling  their  Senfes  with  benumming  Sleep, 
'Till  their  unhallowed  Treachery  was  known. 
Awake  ye  Monfters,  Murtherers  awake, 
Tremble  for  Horror,  blufli  you  cannot  chufe, 
Beholding  this  unhuman  Deed  of  yours. 

Cob.  What  mean  you,  Sir,  to  trouble  weary  Souls, 
And  interrupt  us  of  our  quiet  Sleep? 

Lee.  O  devilifh  /  can  you  boaft  unto  your  felves 
Of  quiet  Sleep,  having  within  your  Hearts 
The  guilt  of  Murther  waking,  that  which  cries 
Deafs  the  loud  Thunder,  and  foil i cits  Heav'n 
With  more  than  Mandrakes  ihrieks  for  your  Offence? 

L.  Cob.  What  Murther  ?  You  upbraid  us  wrongfully. 

Lee.  Can  you  deny  the  Fad  ?  See  you  not  here 
The  Body  of  my  Son,  by  you  mifdonc  ? 
Look  on  his  Wounds,  look  on  his  Purple  hue : 
Do  we  not  find  you  where  the  Deed  was  done? 
Were  not  your  Knives  faft  clofed  in  your  Hands? 
Is  not  this  Cloth  an  Argument  befide, 
Thus  ftain'd  and  fpotted  with  his  innocent  Blood  ? 
Thefe  fpeaking  Characters,  were  there  nothing  elfe 
To  plead  againft  ye,  would  convid:  you  both. 
To  Hartford  with  them,  where  the  Sizes  now  are  kept, 
Their  Lives  fliall  anfwer  for  my  Son's  loft  Life. 

Cob.  As  we  are  innocent,  fo  may  we  fpeed. 

Lee.  As  I  am  wrong'd,  fo  may  the  Law  proceed.[Exemt. 
Enter  Bijhop  of  Rochefter,  Conftable  of  St.  Albans,  with  Prieft, 
Doll,  and  the  Irifhman  in  Harpool'j  j4pparel. 
Roch.  What  intricate Confufion  have  we  here? 
Not  two  hours  fince  we  apprehended  one 
In  Habit  Iri/by  but  in  Speech  not  fo  ; 
And  now  you  bring  another,  that  in  Speech  is  Irijh, 
But  in  Habit  Englijb :  Yea,  and  more  than  fo, 
The  Servant  of  that  Heretick  Lord  Cobham> 

Irijb.  Fait  me  be  no  Servant  of  de  Lort  Cobham, 
M«  be  Mask,  Cham  of  Vlftcr. 

Roch. 
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Roch.  Ocherwife  calFd  Harford  of  Kent,  go  to,  Sir, 
You  cannot  blind  us  with  your  broken  Irijb. 

Prieft.  Truftpie,  faid  Biihop,  whether  Irijb  or  Englift* 
Harpool  or  not  Harpool,  that  I  leave  to  the  Trial : 
Butffure  I  am,  this  Man  by  Face  and  Speech, 
Is  he  that  murder'd  young  Sir  Richard  Lee: 
I  met  him  prefently  upon  theFaft, 
And  that  he  Hew  his  Matter  for  that  Gold, 
Thofe  Jewels  and  that  Chain  I  took  from  him. 

Roch.  Well,  our  Affairs  do  call  us  back  to  London , 
So  that  we  cannot  profecute  the  Caufe 
As  we  defire  to  do,  therefore  we  leave 
The  Charge  with  you,  to  fee  they  be  convey 3d 
To- Hartf or dS\z2i  Both  rhis  Counterfeit, 
And  you,  Sir  John  of  Wrotham,  and  your  Wench, 
For  you  are  culpable  as  well  as  they, 
Though  not  for  Murther,  yet  for  Felony. 
But  fince  you  are  the  means  to  bring  to  light 
This  ^racelefs  Murther,  ye  fhall  bear  with  you 
Our  Letters  to  the  Judges  of  the  Bench, 
To  be  your  Friends  in  what  they  lawful  may. 

Prieft.  I  thank  your  Lordfhip.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Gaoler,  bringing  forth  Lord  Cobham. 
Gaol.  Bring  forth  the  Prifoners,  fee  the  Court  prepar'd, 
The  Juftices  are  coming  to  the  Bench: 
So,  let  him  (land,  away  and  fetch  the  reft.  [Exiu 

Cob.  O  gi\TQ  me  patience  to  endure  this  Scourge, 
Thou  that  art  Fountain  of  that  virtuous  Stream, 
And  tho5  contempt  of  Witnefs,  and  Reproach 
Hang  on  thefe  Iron  Gyves,  to  prefs  my  Life 
As  low  as  Earth,  yet  ftrengthen  me  with  Faith, 
That  I  may  mount  in  Spirit  above  the  Clouds. 

Enter  Goaler,  bringing  in  Lady  Cobham  and  Harpool. 
Here  comes  my  Lady,  Sorrow  'tis  for  her. 
Thy  wound  is  grievous,  elfe  I  fcofT  at  thee. 
What  and  poor  Harpool  !  art  thou  i'th'  Briars  too  ? 
Har.  Ffaith,  my  Lord,  1  am  in,  get  out  how  I  can. 
L.  Cob.  Say,  gentle  Lord,  for  now  we  are  alone, 
And  may  confer,  fhall  we  confefs  in  brief, 
Of  whence,  and  what  we  are,  and  fo  prevent 
The  Accufation  is  commenc'd  againfl  us  ? 

Cob. 
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Cob.  What  will  that  help  us  \  Being  known,  fvveet  Love, 
We  mall  for  Herefie  be  put  to  Death, 
For  fo  they  term  the  Religion  we  profefr. 
No,  if  we  dye,  let  this  our  comfort  be, 
That  of  the  guilt  impos'd  our  Souls  are  free. 

liar.  Ay,  ay,  mv  Lord,  Harpcolis  fo  refolv'd, 
I  wreak  of  Death  the  iefs  in  that  I  die, 
Not  by  the  Sentence  of  that  envious  Pried. 

L.Cob.  Well,  be  ic  then  according  as  Heavens  pleafe. 

Enter  Lord  Judge,  Juftices,  Major  of  St.  Albany,  Lord  Pow  \?, 
and  his  Lady,  old  Sir  Richard  Lee  .*  The  Judge  and  J»- 
fiices  take  their  Places. 

Judge.  Now,  Mr.  Mayor,  what  Gentleman  is  that 
You  bring  with  you  before  us  to  the  Bench? 

Major.  The  Lord  Powis,  if  it  li&e  your  Honour, 
And  this  his  Lady  travelling  toward  Wales; 
Who,  for  they  lodg'd  laft  Night  within  my  Koufe, 
And  my  Lord  Bifliop  did  lay  wait  for  fuch, 
Were  very  willing  to  come  on  with  me, 
Left-  for  their  fakes,  fufpicion  we  might  wrong. 

Judge.  We  cry  your  Honour  mercy,  good  my  Lord, 
Wilft  pleafe  you  take  your  Place.     Madam,  your  Ladyfhip 
May  here,  or  where  you  will  repofe  your  i 
Until  this  bufinefs  now  in  hand  be  pair. 

L.  Pow.  I  will  withdraw  into  fome  other  Room, 
So  that  your  Lordfhip  and  the  reft  be  pleas'd. 

Judge.  With  all  our  Hearts:  Attend  the  Lady  there, 

Pow.  Wife,  I  have  ey'dyon  Prisoners  all  this  while, 
And  my  Conceit  doth  tell  me,  'tis  our  Friend 
The  Noble  Cobham,  and  his  virtuous  Lad;. 

L.Pow.  Ithinkno lefs,  are  they  fufpedh-d  for  this Murthei  ? 

Pow.  What  it  means 
I  cannot  tel1,  but  we  ihall  know  anon  : 
Mean  time  as  you  pafs  by  them,  ask  thecjucfiicn, 
But  do  it  fecrctly  you  be  not  ken, 
And  make  fome  fign,  that  I  may  know  your  Mind. 

|  As  fie  paffes  over  the  Stage  by  them. 

L.  Pow.  My  Lord  Cobham  I  Mjdam* 

Cob.  No  Cobham  now,  nor  Madam,  as  you  love  us, 
But  John  of  Lancafiire,  and  Joan  his  Wife, 

L.  Pow. 
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L.Pow.  O  tell,  what  is  it  that  our  love  can  do 
To  pleafure  you,  for  we  are  bound  to  you  ? 

Cob.  Nothing  but  this,  that  you  conceal  our  Names  i 
So,  gentle  Lady,  pafs  for  being  fpied. 

L.  Pow.  My  Heart  I  leave,  to  bear  part  of  your  Grief. 

[Exit. 

Judge.  Call  the  Prifoners  to  the  Bar :  Sir  Richard  Lee, 
What  Evidence  cart  you  bring  againft  thefe  People, 
To  prove  them  guilty  of  theMurther  done? 

Lee.  This  bloody  Towel,  and  thefe  naked  Knives, 
Befide,  we  found  them  fitting  by  the  Place, 
Where  the  dead  Body  lay  within  a  Bufli. 

Judge.  What  anfwer  you  why  Law  (hould  not  proceed  4 
According  to  this  Evidence  given  in, 
~fb  tax  ye  with  the  penalty  of  Death? 

Cob.  That  we  are  free  from  Murfher's  very  thought, 
And  know  not  how  the  Gentleman  was  flain. 

1  Juft.  How  came  this  linen-cloth  fo  bloody  then? 
L.  Cob.  My  Husband  hot  with  travelling,  my  Lord, 

HisNofe  gufht  out  a  bleeding,  that  was  it. 

2  Juft.  But  how  came  your  fharp-edg'd  Knives  unflieath'd? 
L.  Cob.  To  cut  fuch  fimple  Vi&ual  as  we  had. 
Judge.  Say  we  admit  this  anfwer  to  thofe  Articles^ 

What  made  you  in  fo  private  a  dark  Nook, 

So  far  remote  from  any  common  Path, 

As  was  the  Thick  where  the  dead  Corps  was  thrown? 

Cob.  Journeying,  my  Lord,  from  London^  from  the  Teriti,f 
Down  into  Laneaflrire,  where  we  do  dwell ; 
And  what  with  Age,  and  Travel  being  faint, 
We  gladly  fought  a  place  where  we  might  ren\ 
Free  from  refort  of  other  Paflengers, 
And  fo  we  ftray'd  into  that  fecret  Corner.1 

Judge.  Thefe  are  but  ambages  to  drive  off  time^ 
And  linger  Juftice  from  her  pmpos'd  end. 
But  who  are  thefe  ? 

Enter  Conftable  with  the  Irifhman,  Priefiy  and  Doll. 

Con.  Stay  Judgment,  and  releafe  thofe  Innocents,* 
For  here  is  he  whofe  Hand  hath  done  the  Deed, 
For  which  they  ftand  indited  at  the  Bar: 
This  favage  Villain,  this  rude  Irijh  Slave, 

His1 
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His  Tongue  already  hath  confefs'd  the  Fa#,. 
And  here  is  witnefs  to  confirm  as  much. 

Priefi.  Yes,  my  good  Lord,  no  fooncr  had  he  flah 
His  loving  Matter  for  the  Wealth  he  had, 
But  I  upon  cheinftant  met  with  him: 
And  what  he  purchas'd  wich  the  lofs  of  Blood, 
With  ftrokts  I  prefently  bereav'd  him  of, 
Some  of  the  which  is  fpent,  the  reft  remaining, 
I  willingly  furrender  to  the  Hands 
Of  old  Sir  Richard  Lee,  as  being  his; 
Befide,  my  Lord  Judge,  I  greet  your  Honour 
With  Letters  from  my  Lord  of  Rochefier.        [Delivers  them. 

Lee.  Is  this  the  Wolf,  whofe  thirfty  Throat  did  drink 
My  dear  Son's  Blood  ?  art  thou  the  Snake 
He  cherifht,  yet  with  envious  piercing  fling 
Aflaildft  him  mortally?  Wer't  not  that  the  Law 
Stands  ready  to  revenge  thy  cruelty, 
Traitor  to  God,  thy  Mafter,  and  to  me, 
Thefe  Hands  mould  be  thy  Executioner. 

Judge.  Patience,  Sir  Richard  Lee,  you  lliall  have  Juftice* 
The  Fad  is  odious,  therefore  take  him  hence, 
And  being  hang'd  until  the  Wretch  be  dead, 
His  Body  after  mall  be  hang'd  in  Chains, 
Near  to  the  Place  where  he  did  ad:  the  Murder; 

Irijb.  Prethee,  Lord  Shudge,  let  me  have  mine  own 
Cloaths,  ray  Strouces  there,  and  let  me  be  hang'd  in  a  Wyth 
after  my  Country  the  Iri/b  Faftiion.  \_Exit. 

Judge.  Go  to,  away  with  him.     And  now,  Sir  John% 
Although  by  you  this  Murther  came  to  light: 
Yet  upright  Law  will  not  hold  you  excus'd,  A 

For  you  did  rob  the  Irifio-rnan,  by  which 
You  ftand  attainted  here  of  Felony  : 
Befide,  you  have  been  lewd,  and  many  Years 
Led  a  lafcivious,  unbefeeming  life. 

Priefi.  O  but,  my  Lord,  Sir  John  repents,  and  he  will  mend. 

Judge.  In  hope  thereof,  together  with  the  favour 
My  Lord  of  Rochefier  intreats  for  you, 
We  are  content  you  (hall  be  proved. 

Priefi.  I  thank  your  Lordmip. 

Judge.  Thefe  falfly  here  accus'd,  aid  brought 
Vol.  VI.  Ee  In 
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In  peril  wrongfully,  we  in  like  fort  do  fet  at  liberty. 

Lee.  And  for  amends, 
Touching  the  wrong  unwittingly  I  have  done, 
I  give  thefe  few  Crowns. 

Judge*  Your  Kindnefs  merits  praife,  Sir  Richard  Leet 
So  let  us  hence.  [Exeunt  all  but  Powis  and  Cobham* 

Tow.  But  Powis  ftill  muft  ftay, 
There  yet  remains  a  part  of  that  true  Love, 
He  owes  his  noble  Friend,  unfatisfied 
And  unperform'd,  which  firft  of  all  doth  bind  me 
To  gratulate  your  Lord  (hip's  fafe  Delivery  : 
And  then  intreat,  that  fince  unlookt  for  thus 
We  here  are  met,  your  Honour  would  vouchfafe 
To  ride  with  me  to  Wales,  where  though  my  power* 
f  Though  not  to  quittance  thofe  great  Benefits 
I  have  receiv'd  of  you  J  yet  both  my  Houfe, 
My  Purfe,  my  Servants,  and  what  elfe  I  have 
Are  all  at  your  Command.   Deny  me  not, 
I  know  the  Bifhop's  Hate  purfues  ye  fo, 
As  there's  no  fafety  in  abiding  here. 

Cob.  'Tis  true,  my  Lord,  and  God  forgive  him  for  it* 

Tow.  Then  let  us  hence,  you  mail  be  ftraight  provided 
Of  lufty  Geldings :  and  once  entred  Wales* 
Well  may  the  Bifhop  hunt,  but  fpight  his  Face, 
He  never  more  fhall  have  the  Game  in  Chace.        [Exeunt. 
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ACT    I.    SCENE! 

Enter  the  Lady  Widow  ?\us,  Frances  and  Moll,  Sir 
Godfrey  with  Edmond,  all  in  Mourning.     The 
Widow   wringing  her  Hands,  and  burfting  out 
into  Pa/fton,  as  newly  come  from  the  Burial  of 
her  Husband. 

WIDOW. 

H,  that  ever  I  was  Born,  that  ever  I  was 
Born ! 

Sir  God.   Nay,  good    Sifter,    dear  Sifter, 

fweet  Sifter,  be  of  good  comfort,  fhew  your 

felf  a  Woman,  now  or  never. 

JVid.  Ob,  I  have  loft  the  deareft  Man,   I 

have  buried  the  fweeteft  Husband  that  ever  lay  by  Woman. 

Sir  God.  Nay,  give  him  his  due,  he  was  indeed  an  honeft, 

virtuous,  difcreer,  wife  Man,— -he  was  my  Brother,  as  right, 

as  right. 

E  e  j  WSd. 
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Wtd.  O,  I  (hall  never  forget  him,  never  forget  him,  he 
was  a  Man  fo  well  given  to  a  Woman- —  oh ! 

Sir  God.  Nay,  but  kind  Sifter,  I  could  weep  as  much  as 
any  Woman,  but  alas,  our  Tears  cannot  call  him  again :  me- 
thmks  you  are  well  read,  Sifter,  and  know  that  Death  is  as 

common  as  Homo,  a  common  name  to  all  Men ;  m a  Man 

fhall  be  taken  when  he's  making  water,  • nay,  did  not 

the  learned  Parfon,  Matter  Pigman,  tell  us  e'en  now,  that 
all  Flefli  is  frail,  we  are  Born  to  Die,  Man  has  but  a  time : 
With  fuch  like  deep  and  profound  perfwafions,  as  he  is  a 
rare  Fellow,  you  know,  and  an  excellent  Reader  :  and  for 
Example,  (  as  there  are  Examples  abundance)  did  not  Sir 
Humphrey  Bubble  die  t'other  Day,  there's  a  lufty  Widow, 

why  fhe  cry'd  not  above  half  an  Hour for  fhame, 

for  fhame  :  Then  followed  him  old  Mafter  Fulfime  the 
Ufurer,  there's  a  wife  Widow,  why  ihe  cry'd  ne'er  a  whit 
at  all. 

Wid.  O  rank  not  me  with  thofe  wicked  Women,  I  had  a 
Husband  out-fliin'd  'em  all. 

Sir  God.  Ay  that  he  did,  i'faith,  he  out-fhin'd  'em  all. 

Wtd.  Doft  thou  ftand  there  and  fee  us  all  weep,  and  not 
once  /Tied  a  Tear  for  thy  Father's  Death  I  oh  thou  ungraci- 
ous Son  and  Heir  thou  ? 

Edm.  Troth,  Mother,  I  mould  not  weep  I'm  fure;  I 
am  paft  a  Child  I  hope,  to  make  all  my  old  School-Fellows 
laugh  at  me;  I  mould  be  mockt,  fo  I  mould;  pray  let 
one  of  my  Sifters  weep  for  me,  I'll  laugh  as  much  for  her 
another  time  f 

Wid.  O  thou  paft-Orace  thou,  out  of  my  fight  thou  grace- 
lefs  Imp,  thou  grieveft  me  more  than  the  Death  of  thy  Fa- 
ther: O  thou  ftubborn  only  Son  :  hadft  thou  fuch  an  ho- 
neft  Man  to  thy  Father* — —that  would  deceive  all  the  World 
to  get  Riches  for  thee,  and  canft  thou  not  afford  a  little 
Salt- Water  ?  FJe  that  fo  wifely  did  quite  overthrow  the 
right  Heir  of  thofe  Lands,  which  now  you  refped  not  : 
up  every  Morning  betwixt  four  and  five,  fo  duly  at  Weft- 
mwfter-Hall  every  Term- time,  with  all  his  Cards  and  Wri- 
tings, for  thee,  thou  wicked  Abfalon  — — — - 
O  dezr  Husband ! 

Edm,  Weep,  quotha?  I  proteft  I amglad  he's  Churched; 
for  now  he's  gone,  I  (hall  fpend  in  quiet. 

Fran. 
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Fr An.  Dear  Mother,  pray  ceafe,  half  your  Tears  fuffice, 
5Tis  time  for  you  to  take  truce  with  your  Eyes, 
Let  me  weep  now. 

Wid.  O  fuch  a  dear  Knight,  fuch  a  fweet  Husband  have 

I  loft,  have  I  loft ! if  bleffed  be  the  Coarfe  the  Rain 

rains  upon,  he  had  it,  pouring  down. 

Sir  God.  Sifter,  be  of  good  chear,  we  are  all  mortal  our 
felves,  I  come  upon  youfrefhly,  I  ne'er  fpeak  without  com* 

fort,  hear  me  what  I  (hall  fay, my  Brother  has  left  you 

wealthy,  you're  rich, 

Wid.  O! 

Sir  God.  I  fay  you're  rich :  you  are  alfo  fair. 

Wid.  O  ! 

Sir  God.  Go  to,  you're  fair,  you  cannot  fmother  if, 
Beauty  will  come  to  light;  nor  are  your  Years  fo  far  en- 
ter'd  with  you,  but  that  you  will  be  fought  after,  and  may 
very  well  anfwer  another  Husband  ;  the  World   is  full  of 

fine  Gallants,    choice  enow,  Sifter, for  what  fhould 

we  do  with  all  our  Knights,  I  pray?  but  to  marry  rich 
Widows,  wealthy  Citizens  Widows,  lufty  fair-brow'd  La- 
dies. Goto,  be  of  good  cemforr,  I  fay,  leave  fnobbing  and 

weeping, yet  my  Brother  was  a  kind-hearted  Man. > 

I  would  not  have  the  Elf  fee  me  now, come,  pluck 

up  a  Woman's  Heart, here  ftand  your  Daughters,  who 

be  well  Eftated,  and  ar  maturity  will  alfo  be  inquir'd  after 
with  good  Husbands,  fo  all.  thefe  Tears  ihall  be  foon  dry'd 

up,  and  a  better  Woild   than  ever what,    Woman? 

you  muft  not  weep  ftill;  he's  dead,  he's  buried- yet  I 

cannot  chufe  but  weep  for  him. 

Wid.  Marry  again!  nojet  me  be  buried  quick  then  ! 
And  that  fame  part  of  Quire  whereon  I  tread 
To  fuch  intent,  O,  may  it  be  my  Grave: 
And  that  the  Prieft  may  turn  his  Wedding-prayers, 
Even  with  a  breath,  to  Funeral  duft  and  allies; 
O,  out  of  a  Million  of  Millions,  I  mould  ne'er  find  fuch  a 

Husband;  he  was  unmatchable unmatchable  ;  nothing 

was  fo  hot,  nor  too  dear  for  me,  I  could  not  fpeak  of  that 
one  thing  that  I  had  nor,  befide,  1  had  Keys  of  all,  keptall,  re- 
ceiv'd  all,  had  Mony  in  my  Purfe,  fpent  what  I  would,  went  a- 
broad  when  I  would,  came  home  when  I  would,  and  did  all  what 

1  would :  O -my  fweet  Hjusband  ;  I  fhall  never  have  the  like. 

£e  4  Sir 
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Sir.  God.  Sifter?  ne'er  fay  fo,  he  was  an  honeft  Brother 
cf  mine,  and  fo,  and  you  may  light  upon  one  as  honeft  again, 
or  one  as  honeft  again  may  light  upon  you;  that's  the  pro- 
perer  phrafe  indeed. 

Wid.  Never :  O  if  you  love  me  urge  it  not. 

0  may  I  be  the  by- word  of  the  World, 
The  common  talk  at  Table  in  the  Mouth 
Of  every  Groom  and  Waiter,  if  e'er  more 

1  entertain  the  carnal  fuit  of  Man.  [Kneels* 
Moll.  I  muft  kneel  down  for  failiion  too. 

Fran.  And  I,  whom  never  Man  as  yet  hath  fcal'd, 
E'en  in  this  depth  of  general  Sorrow,  vow 
Never  to  marry,  to  fuftain  fuch  lofs, 
As  a  dear  Husband  feern>  to  be,  once  Dead. 

Moll.  I  lov'd  my  Father  well  too;  but  to  fay, 
Nay,  vow,  I  would  not  marry  for  his  death, 
Sure  I  fhould  fpeak  falfe  Latin,  fhould  I  not? 
I'd  as  Toon  vow  never  to  come  in  Bed. 
Tut,  V/omen  muft  live  by  th*  quick,  and  not  by  th' dead. 

Wid.  Dear  Copy  of  my  Husband,  O  let  me  kifs  thee : 

[Drawing  out  her  Husband's  fitture* 
How  like  him  is  their  Model;  their  brief  Pi&ure 
Quickens  my  Tears :  my  forrows  are  renew'd 
At  their  fre/h  fight. 

Sir  God .  Sifter—— — — . 

Wid.  Away, 
All  honeft y  with  him  is  turn'd  to  Clay, 
O  my  fweet  Husband,  O — 

Fran.  My  dear  Father  ?  [Exeunt  Wtd.  and  Fran. 

Moll.  Here's  a  puling  indeed !  I  think  my  Mother  weeps 
for  all  the  Women  that  ever  buried  Husbands  ;  for  if  from 
time  to  time  all  the  Widowers  Tears  in  England  had  been 
Boded  up,  I  do  not  think  all  would  have  fill'd  a  three-half*- 

peny  Bottle :  alas,  a  fmall  matter  bucks  a  Handkerchief, . 

and  fometimes  the  Spittle  ftands  too  ni^h  Saint  Thomas  a 
Watring's.  Well,  I  can  mourn  in  good  fober  fort  as  well  as 
another;  but  where  I  fpend  one  Tear  for  a  dead  Father,  I 
could  give  twenty  Kffes  for  a  quick  Husband. 

[Exit  Moll. 

Sir  God.  Well,  go  thy  way<,  old  Sir  Godfrey,  and  thou 
ma/ft  be  proud  on'r,   thou  haft  a  kind  loving  Sifter-in- 

law. 
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law.  Howconftant?  how  paffionate?  how  full  of  yfpril  the 
poor  Soul's  Eyes  are.  Well,  I  would  my  Brother  knew  on't, 
he  mould  then  know  what  a  kind  Wife  he  had  left  behind 
him.  Truth,  and  'twere  not  for  fTiame  that  the  Neighbours 
at  th'next  Garden  mould  hear  me  betwixt  Joy  and  Grief,  I 
mould  e'en  cry  out-right.  [Exit  Sir  Godfrey, 

Edm.  So,  a  fair  riddance,  my  Father's  laid  in  duft,  his 
Coffin  and  he  is  like  a  whole  Meat-Pye,  and  the  Worms 
will  cut  him  up  fhortly  :  Farewel,  old  Dad,  farewel;  111 
be  curb'd  in  no  more  :  I  perceive  a  Son  and  Heir  may 
quickly  be  made  a  Fool,  and  he  will  be  one,  but  I'll  take 

another  order;  Now  me  would  have  me  weep  for 

him  forfooth,  and  why  ;  becaufe  he  cozen'd  the  right 
Heir  being  a  Fool,  and  beftow'd  thofe  Lands  on  me  his 
Eldeft  Son;  and  therefore  I  muft  weep  for  him,  ha,  ha: 
why,  all  the  World  knows,  as  long  as  'twas  his  Pleafure  to 
get  me,  'twas  his  Duty  to  get  for  me  :  I  know  the  Law 
in  that  point,  no  Attorney  can  gull  me.  Well,  my  Un- 
cle is  an  old  Afs,  and  an  admirable  Coxcomb,  I'll  rule  the 
ivoaft  my  felf,  «TH  he  kept  under  no  more,  I  know  what 
I  may  do  well  enough  by  my  Father's  Copy :  the  Law's 
in  mine  own  Hands  no;v  :  Nay,  now  I  know  my  ftrength, 
I'll  be  ftrong  enough  fof  py  Mother,  I  warrant  you. 

Enter  George  Pye-boord,  and  Peter  Sk7rmifh. 

Pye.  Whit's  to  be  done  now,  old  Lad  of  vY*f>  thou 
that  were  wont  to  be  as  hot  as  a  Turn-fpir,  as  nimbi1*  as  » 
Fencer,   and  as  loufie  as  a  School-matter;    now   thou  art 

put  to  filence  like  a  Sectary, War  fits  now  like  a  Ju- 

flice  offPeace,  and  does  nothing:  where  be  your  Muf- 
kets,   Calivers  and  Hot-mots?    in  Long-lane,    at   pawn,   at 

pawn?  Now    Keys   are  our  only   Guns,   Key-guns, 

Key-guns,  and  Bawds   the  Gunners,  • who  are  your 

Sentinels  in  Peace,  and  ftand  ready  charg'd  to  give  war- 
ning; with  hems,  hums,  and  pocky-coughs;  only  your 
Chambers  are  licenft  to  play  upon  you,  and  Drabs  enow  to 
give  Fire  to  'em. 

Skir.  Wei),  I  cannot  tell,  but  I  am  fure  it  goes  wrong 
with  me,  for  fince  the  ceflure  of  the  Wars,  I  have  fpent 
above  a  hundred  Crowns  out  of  Purfe  :  I  have  been  a  Sol- 
dier 
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dier  any  time  this  forty  Years,  and  now  I  perceive  an  old 
Soldier,  and  an  old  Courtier  have  both  one  Deftiny,  and  in 
the  end  turn  both  into  Hob-nails. 

Pje.  Pretty  Myftery  for  a  Beggar,  for  indeed  a  Hob-nail 
is  the  true  Emblem  of  a  Beggar's  Shoe-foal. 

Skir.  I  will  not  fay  but  that  War  is  a  Blood-fucker,  and 
fo ;  but  in  my  Confcience,  (as  there  is  no  Soldier  but  has 
a  piece  of  one,  though  it  be  full  of  holes,  like  a  fhot  Ancient, 
no  matter,  'twill  ferve  to  fwear  by)  in  my  Confcience,  I 
think  fome  kind  of  Peace  has  more  hidden  oppreflions,  and 
violent  heady  Sins,  (though  looking  of  a  gentle  Nature)  than 
a  profeft  War. 

Pje.  Troth,  and  for  mine  own  part, I  am  a  poor  Gentleman, 
and  a  Scholar,  I  have  been  matriculated  in  the  Univerfity, 
wore  out  fix  Gowns  there,  feen  fome  Fools,  and  lomeScho* 
lars,  fome  of  the  City,  and  fome  of  the  Country,  kept  Or- 
der, went  bare-headed  over  the  Quadrangle,  eat  my  Com- 
mons with  a  good  Stomach,  and  battled  with  Difcretion; 
at  laft,  having  done  many  flights  and  tricks  to  maintain  my 
Wit  in  ufe  (as  my  Brain  would  never  endure  me  to  be  idle*) 
I  was  expeird  the  Univerfity,  only  for  Sealing  a  Cheefe  out 
of  Jefus  Colledge. 
Skir.  Is't  poffible  * 

Pje.  O!  there  was  one  Welfoman  (God  forgive  him)  pur- 
fued  it  hard,  and  never  left,  'till  I  turn'd  my  Staff  toward 
London^  where  when  I  came,  all  my  Friends  were  pit-hold, 
gone  to  Graves,  (as  indeed  there  was  but  a  few  left  before/ 
then  was  I  turn'd  to  my  Wits,  to  fhift  in  the  World,  to  towre 
among  Sons  and  Heirs,  and   Fools,  and  Gulls,  and  Ladies 
eldeft  Sons,  to  work   upon  nothing,  to  feed  out  of  Flint, 
and  ever  fince  has  my  Belly  been  much  beholden  to  my 
Brain.     But  now  to  return  to  you,  old  Skirmift*  I  fay  as 
you  fay,  and  for  my  part  wifh  a  Turbulency  in  the  World, 
for    I  have  nothing  in  the  World,   but  my  Wits,   and  I 
think  they  are  as  mad  as  they  will  be :   and  to  ftrengthen 
your  Argument  the  more,  I  fay  an  honeft  War  is  better 
than  a  bawdy  Peace.     As  touching  my  Profeflion;    the  mul- 
tiplicity of  Scholars,  hatcht  and  nourifht  in  the  idle  Calms 
of  Peace,  makes  'em  like  Fillies,  one  devour  another;  and 
the  Community  of  Learning  has  fo  plaid  upon  affection?, 
and  thereby  almoft  Religion  is  come  about  to  Phantafie, 

and 
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*nd  difcredited  by  being  too  much  fpoken  of —  in  Co  ma- 
ny and  mean  Mouths.  I  my  felf  being  a  Scholar  and  a 
Graduate,  have  no  other  comfort  by  my  Learning,  but  the 
Affection  of  my  words,  to  know  how  Scholar-like  to  name 
what  I  want,  and  can  call  my  felf  a  Beggar  both  in  Greek 
and  Latin,  and  therefore  not  to  cog  with  Peace,  I'll  not  be 
afraid  to  fay,  'tis  a  great  Breeder,  but  a  bad  Nourifher :  a 
great  Getter  of  Children,  which  muft  either  be  Thieves  or 
rich  Men,  Knaves  or  Beggars. 

Skir*  Well,  would  I  had  been  born  a  Knave  then,  when 
I  was  born  a  Beggar;  for  if  the  truth  was  known,  I  think 
I  was  begot  when  my  Father  had  never  a  Penny  in  his 
Purfe. 

Pye.  Puh,  faint  not,  old  Skirmifo,  let  this  warrant  thee, 
Facilis  Defcenfns  Averni*  'tis  an  eafie  Journey  to  a  Knave, 
thou  may 'ft  be  a  Knave  when  thou  wilt;  and  Peace  is  a  good 
Madam  to  all  other  Profeflions,  and  an  arrant  Drab  to  us, 
let  us  handle  her  accordingly,  and  by  our  Wits  thrive  in 
defpight  of  her;  for  the  Law  lives  by  Quarrels,  the  Courtier 
by  fmooth  Good-morrows,  and  every  Profeffion  makes  it 
felf  greater  by  Imperfections,  why  not  we  then  by  Shifts, 
Wiles,  and  Forgeries?  And  feeing  our  Brains  are  the  only 
Patrimonies>  let's  fpend  with  judgment,  not  like  a  defperate 
Son  and  Heir,  but  like  a  fober  and  difcrcet  Templer,— • 
one  that  will  never  march  beyond  the  bounds  of  his  Allow- 
ance, and  for  our  thriving  means,  thus,  I  my  felf  will  put  on 
the  Deceit  of  a  Fortune-teller,  a  Fortune-teller. 

Shir*  Very  proper. 

Pye*  And  you  a  Figure-cafler,  or  a  Conjurer. 

Skir.  A  Conjurer  ? 

Pye.  Let  me  alone,  I'll  inftruQ;  you,  and  teach  you  to 
deceive  all  Eyes,  but  the  Devil's* 

*%>.  O  ay,  for  I  would  not  deceive  him,  and  I  could 
chufe,  of  all  others. 

Pye.  Fear  not,  I  warrant  you;  and  fo  by  thefe  means  we 
fliall  help  one  another  to  Patients,  as  the  condition  of  the 
Age  affords  Creatures  enow  for  cunning  to  work  upon. 

Skir.  O  wondrous,  new  Fools  and  frefh  Affes* 

Pye.  O,  fit,  fir,  excellent. 

$kir.  What  in  the  name  of  Conjuring? 

Pje. 
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Pye.  My  Memory  greets  me  happily  with  an  admirable 
Subject  to  graze  upon.     The  Lady- Widow,  who   of  late  I 
faw  weeping  in  her  Garden,  for  the  death  of  her  Husband, 
fure  (he's  but  a  watrifh  Soul,  and  half  on't  by  this  time  is 
dropt  out  of  her  Eyes:  Device  well  manag'd  may  do  good 
upon  her  :  it  (rands  firm,  my  firft  pra&ice  ihall  be  there. 
Skir.  You  have  my  Voice,  George. 
Pye.  Sh'as  a  grey  Gull  to  her  Brother,  a  Fool  to  her  only 
Son,  and  an  Ape  to  her  youngeft  Daughter; I  over- 
heard 'em  feverally,  and  from  their  words  I'll  drive  my  de- 
vice; and  thou,  old  Peter  Skjrmifo,  ihalt  be  my  fecond  in 
all  flights. 

Skir.  Ne'er    doubt  me,  George  Pye-Boord,  — .  only  you 
raufl:  teach  me  to  conjure. 
Enter  Captain  Idle  pinion*dy    and  with  a  Guard  of  Officers 
pajfeth  over  the  Stage* 
Pye.  Puh,  1*11  perfect  thee,  Peter  : 
How  now  !  what's  he  ? 

Skir.  O  George  I  this  fight  kills  me, 
*Tis  my  fworn  Brother,  Captain  Idle. 
Pye.  Captain  Idle. 

Skir.  Apprehended  for  fome  fellonious  Ad  or  other,  he 
has  ftarted  out,  has  made  a  Night  on't,  lackt  Silver;  I  can- 
not but  commend  his  Refolution,  he  would  not  pawn  his 
BurT-Jerkin,  I  would  either  fome  of  us  were  imploy'd,  or 
might  pitch  our  Tents  at  Ufurers  Doors,  to  kill  the  Slaves 
as  they  peep  out  at  the  Wicket. 

Pye.  Indeed,  thofe  are  our  ancient  Enemies;  they  keep 
our  Mony  in  their  Hands,  and  make  us  to  be  hang'd  for 
robbing  of  'em:  but  come  let's  follow  after  to  the  Prifqn, 
and  know  the  nature  of  this  offence,  and  what  we  can  ftead 
him  in,  he  fhall  be  fure  of;  and  Til  uphold  it  Rill,  that 
a  charitable  Knave  is  better  than  a  foothing  Puritan. 

[Exeunt. 
Enter  at  one  Boor  Corporal  Oath,  and  at  the  other  three  of 
the  Widow  Puritan'/  Serving-Men,  Nicholas  St.  Ant- 
lings,  Simon  St.  Mary-Overies,  and  Frailty, in  black^fcurvy 
Mourning  Coats,  and  Books  at  their  Girdles,  as  coming  from 
Church.     They  meet. 

Nich.   What,  Corporal  Oath  ?  I  am  forry  we  have  rpet 
with  you  next  our  Hearts ;  you  are  the  Man  that  we  are 

for- 
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forbidden  to  keep  company  withal,  we  muft  not  fwear  I  can 
tell  you,  and  you  have  the  name  for  Swearing. 

Sim.  Ay,  Corporal  Oath,  I  would  you  would  do  fo  much 
as  forfake  us,  we  cannot  abide  you,  we  muft  not  be  feen  in 
your  Company. 

FraiL  There  is  none  of  us,  I  can  tell  you,  but  {hall  be 
foundly  whipt  for  fwearing. 

Corp.  Why  how  now?  we  three?  Puritanical  Scrape-mooes, 
Flefh  a  Good-Fridays ;  a  Hand. 

All.  Oh. 

Corp.  Why  Nicholas  St.  Ant  lings  ^  Simon  St.  Mary- 
Over  ies,  has  the  De'il  pofTeft  you,  that  you  fwear  no  better, 
you  Half-Chriften'd  Katomites>  you  Un-god mother 'd  Varlets, 
does  the  firft  LefTon  teach  you  to  be  Proud,  and  the  fecond 
to  be  Coxcombs;  proud  Coxcombs;  not  once  to  do  duty  to 
a  Man  of  Mark. 

FraiL  A  Man  of  Mark,  quotha,  I  do  not  think  he  can 
fliew  a  Beggar's  Noble. 

Corp.  A  Corporal,  a  Commander,  one  of  Spirit,  that  is  able 
to  blow  you  up  all  dry  with  your  Books  at  your  Girdles. 

Sim.  We  are  not  taught  to  believe  that,  Sir,  for  we 
know  the  Breath  of  Man  is  weak. 

[Corporal  breathes  on  Frailty. 

Frail.  Foh,  you  lye,  Nicholas;  for  here's  one  ftrong 
enough;  blow  us  up,  quotha,  he  may  well  blow  me  above 
twelve-fcore  off  on  him :  I  warrant,  if  the  Wind  flood  right, 
a  Man  might  fmell  him  from  the  top  of  Newgate^  to  the 
Leads  of  Ludgate. 

Corp.  Sirrah,  thou  hollow  Book  of  Wax-candle. 

Nich.  Ay,  you  may  fay  what  you  will,  fo  you  fwear  not. 

Corp.  I  fwear  by  the- 

Nich.  Hold,  hold,  good  Corporal  Oath ;  for  if  you  fwear 
once,  we  (hall  fall  down  in  a  Swoon  prefently. 

Corp.  I  muft  and  will  fwear :  you  quivering  Coxcombs, 
my  Captain  is  imprifon'd,  and  by  Vulcans  Leather  Cod- 
piece point 

Nich.  O  Simon^  what  an  Oath  was  there? 

Frail.  If  he  mould  chance  to  break  it,  the  poor  Man's 
Breeches  would  fall  down  about  his  heels,,  for  Venus  allows 
but  one  Point  to  his  Hofe. 

Corp, 
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Corp.  With  thefe,  my  Bully-Fleer,  I  will  thump  ope  the 
Prifon  Doors,  and  brain  the  Keeper  with  the  Begging-Box* 
but  I'll  fet  my  honeft  fweet  Captain  Idle  at  liberty. 

Nich.  How,  Captain  Idle  *  my  old  Aunt's  Son,  my  dear 
Kinfman  in  Cappadochio. 

Corpc  Ay,  thou  Church-peeling,  thou  Holy-paring,  Re- 
ligious outride  thou ;  if  thou  hadft  any  grace  in  thee,  thou 
wouldft  vifit  him,  relieve  him,  fwear  to  get  him  out. 

Nich.  Allure  you,  Corporal,  indeed-la>  'tis  the  firft  time 
I  heard  on't. 

Corp.  Why  do*t  now  then,  Marmafci\  bring  forth  thy 
yearly  Wages,  let  not  i  Commander  perifh? 

Sim.  But  if  he  be  one  of  the  wicked,  he  fhall  perifh. 

Nich.  Well,  Corporal,  I'll  e'en  along  with  you,  to  vifit 
my  Kinfman,  if  I  can  do  him  any  good,  I  will— —but  I 
have  nothing  for  him,  Simon  St*  Mary~Overie$  and  Frail* 
ty*  pray  make  a  Lie  for  me  to  the  Knight,  my  Mafter,  old 
Sir  Godfrey. 

Corp.  A  Lie?  may  you  lie  then? 

Frail.  O  ay,  we  may  lie,  but   we  muft  not  fwear. 

Sim*  True,  we  may  lye  with  our  Neighbour's  Wife,  but 
we  muft  not  fwear  we  did  fo; 

Corp.  O,  an  excellent  Tag  of  Religion. 

Nich.  O,  Simon7  I  have  thought  upon  a  found  excufe,  it 
will  go  currant,  fay  that  I  am  gone  to  a  Faft. 

Sim.  To  a  Faft?  very  good. 

Nich.  Ay,  to  a  Faft,  fay,  with  Mafter  Full-belly  the  Mi- 
nifter. 

Sim.  Mafter  Full-belly?  an  honeft  Man:  He  feeds  the 
Flock  well,  for  he's  an  excellent  Feeder. 

[Exeunt  Corporal  and  Nicholas." 

Frail.  O  I,  I  have  feen  him  eat  a  whole  Pig,  and  after- 
ward fall  to  the  Pettitoes.  [Exeunt  Simon  and  Frailty. 

The  Marfoalfea  Prifon.     Enter  Captain  Idle  at  one  Door9 
and  an  old  Soldier  at  the  other. 

Pye.  Pray  turn  the  Key.  [Speaking  within. 

Skir.  Turn  the  Key,  I  pray. 

Capt.  Who  (hould  thofe  be,  I  almoft  know  their  Voices? 
O  my  Friends !  [Entring. 

You're 
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You're  welcome  to  a  fmelling  Room  here ;  you  newly  took 
leave  of  the  Air,  is't  not  a  ftrange  favour? 

Pye.  As  all  Prifons  have  fmells  of  fundry  Wretches ; 
Who,  though  departed,  leave  their  fcents  behind  'em. 
By  Gold,  Captain,  I  am  fincerely  forry  for  thee. 

Capt.  By  my  troth,  Georgey  I  thank  thee ;   but,  pifh 

what  muft  be>  muft  be. 

Skir.  Captain,  what  do  you  lye  in  for  \  is't  great  ?  what's 
your  Offence  ? 

Capt.  Faith,  my  Offence  is  ordinary,*  common, 

a  High-way,  and  I  fear  me  my  penalty  will  be  ordinary  and 
common  too,  a  Halter. 

Pye.  Nay,  prophefie  not  fo  ill,  it  mail  go  hard, 
But  I'll  fhift  for  thy  Life. 

Capt.  Whether  I  live  or  die,  thou'rt  an  honeft  George. 
I'll  tell  you— —Silver  flow'd  not  with  me,  as  it  had  done, 
for  now  the  Tide  runs  to  Bawds  and  Flatterers,  I  had  a 
ftart  our,  and  by  chance  fet  upon  a  fat  Steward,  thinking 
his  Purfe  had  been  as  purfie  as  his  Body;  and  the  Slave 
had  about  him  but  the  poor  purchace  of  ten  Groats:  Not- 
withstanding being  defcryed,  purfued,  and  taken,  I  know 
the  Law  is  fo  grim,  in  refpect  of  many  defperate,  unfetled 
Soldiers,  that  I  fear  me  I  mail  dance  after  their  Pipe 
for't. 

Skir.  I  am  twice  forry  for  you,  Captain ;  flrft,  that 
your  Purchace  was  fo  fmall,  and  now  that  your  Danger  is 
fo  great. 

Capt.  Pufh,  the  word  is  but  death, ha'  you  a 

Pipe  of  Tobacco  about  you  ? 

Skjr.  I  think  I  have  thereabouts  about  me. 

[Captain  blows  a  Pipe. 
Capt.  Here's  a  clean  Gentleman  too,  to  receive. 
Pye.  Well,  I  muft  caft  about  fome  happy  flight: 
Work  Brain,  that  ever  didft  thy  Mafter  right. 

[Corporal  and  Nicholas  within. 
Corp.  Keeper,  Jet  the  Key  be  turn'd. 
Ntch.  Ay,  ay,  pray,  Mafter  Keeper,  give's  a  caft  of  your 
Office. 

Capt.  How  now?     more  Vifitants?     * what,  Cor- 
poral Oath  ? 
Pye.  Skir.  Corporal. 

Corp9 
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Corp.  In  Prifon,  honeft  Captain?  this  muft not  be. 

Nich.  How  do  you,  Captain  Kinfman? 

Capt.  Good  Coxcomb,  what  makes  that  pure—  ftarcht 
Fool  here  ? 

Nich.  You  fee,  Kinfman,  I  am  fomewhat  bold  to  call  in, 
and  fee  how  you  do ;  I  heard  you  were  fafe  enough,  and  I 
was  very  glad  on't,  that  it  was  no  worfe. 

Capt.  This  is  a  double  torture  now, this  Fool  by  th' 

Book  doth    vex  me  more  than  my  Imprifonment.     What 
meant  you,  Corporal,  to  hook  him  hither? 

Corp.  Who,  he?  he  mall  relieve  thee,  and  fuppiy  thee, 
I'll  make  him  do't. 

Capt.  Fy,  what  vain  Breath  you  fpend : 
He  fuppiy  ?  I'll  fooner  expect  Mercy  from  an  Ufurer  when 
my  Bond's  forfeited,  fooner  Kindnefs  from  a  Lawyer  when 
my  Mony's  fpent:  nay,  fooner  Charity  from  the  Devil, 
than  Good  from  a  Puritan.  I'll  look  for  Relief  from  him 
when   Lucifer  is  reftor'd  to  his  Blood,  and  in  Heav'n  again. 

Nich.  I  warrant  my  Kinfman's  talking  of  me,  for  my  left 
Ear  burns  mod  tyrannically. 

Pye.  Captain  Idle  ?  what's  he  there  ?  he  looks  like  a  Mon- 
key upward,  and  a  Crane  downward. 

Capt.  P/haw;  afoolifh  Coufinof  mine:  I  muft  thank  God 
for  him. 

Pye.  Why,  the  better  fubje&  to  workafcape  upon;  thou 
fhak  e'en  change  Clothes  with  him,  and  leave  him  here, 
and  fo— — 

Capt.  Pufh,  I  publilht  him  e'en  now  to  my  Corporal, 
he  will  be  damn'd  e'er  he  do  me  fo  much  good ;  why,  I 
know  a  more  proper,  a  more  handfome  Device  than  that, 
if  the  Slave  would  be  Sociable,  ■  now  Goodman  Fleer* 

face  .<* 

Nich.  O,  my  Coufin  begins  to  fpeak  to  me  now,  I  fliall 
be  acquainted  with  him  again,  I  hope. 

Skir.  Look!  what  ridiculois  Raptures  take  hold  of  his 
Wrinkles. 

Pye.  Then  what  fay  you  to  this  Device,  a  happy  one 
Captain  ? 

Capt.  Spe^k  low,  George;  Prifon  Rats  have  wider  Ears 
than  thofe  in  Malt-lofts. 

Nich. 
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Nich.  Coufin,  if  it  lay  ill  my  power,  as  they  fay,- 
to do 

Capt.  'Twould  do  me  an  exceeding  pleafure  indeed,  that; 
ne'fcr  talk  furder  on't,  the  Fool  will  be  hang'd  e'er  he  do't. 

Corp.  Pox,  I'll  thump  *im  to't. 

Pje.  Why,  do  but  try  the  Fopfter,  and  break  it  to  him 
bluntly. 

Capt.  And  fo  my  difgrace  will  dwell  in  his  Jaws,  and  the 
Slave  flaver  out  our  purpofe  to  his  Mailer;  for  would  I  were 
but  as  fure  on'r,  as  I  am  fure  he  will  deny  to  do't. 

Nich.  I  would  be  heartily  glad,  Coufin,  if  any  of  my 
Friendfhips,  as  they  fay,  might fland,ha 

Pje.  Why,  you  fee  he  offers  his  Friendfhip  fooliilily  to 
you  already. 

Capt.  Ay,  that's  the  Hell  on't*  I  would  he  would  offer  it 
wifely. 

Nich.  Verily,  and  indeed  la,  Coufin 

Capt.  I  have  took  note  of  thy  Fleers  agood  while,  if  thou 
art  minded  to  do  me  good  ?  as  thou  gap'ft  upon  me  comfort- 
ably, and  giv'il  me  charitable  Faces;  which  indeed  is  but  a 
fafhion  in  you  all  that  are  Puritans,  wilt  foon  at  Night  fteal 
me  thy  Mailer's  Chain  ? 

Nich.  Oh,  I  fhairfowne! 

Pje.  Corporal,  he  ftarts  already ! 

Capt.  I  know  it  to  be  worth  three  hundred  Crowns,  and 
with  the  half  of  that,  I  can  buy  my  Life  at  a  Brokers,  at 
fecond  hand,  which  now  lyes  in  pawn  to  the  Law ;  if  this 
thou  refufe  to  do,  being  eafie  and  nothing  dangerous,  in 
that  thou  art  held  in  good  Opinion  of  thy  Mailer,  why  'tis 
a  palpable  Argument  thou  hold'il  my  Life  at  no  Price, 
and  thefe  thy  broken  and  unjointed  Offers  are  but  only 
created  in  thy  Lip,  now  Born,  and  now  Buried,  foolifh 
Breatl)  only :  what,  woult  do't  ?  fhall  I  look  for  Happinefs 
in  tjiy  anfwer? 

Nich.  Steal  my  Mailer's  Chain,  quoth  he?  no,  it  fhall 
ne'er  be  faid,  that  Nicholas  St*  Antlings  committed  Bird- 
lime ! 

Capt.  Nay,  I  told  you  as  much,  did  I  not?  though  he  be 
a  Puritan,  yet  he  will  be  a  true  Man. 

Nich.  Why  Coufin,  you  know  'tis  written^  Thou  fhalt 
not  Sreal. 

Voi.  VL  Ff  Capt. 
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Capt.  Why,  and  Fool,  thou  malt  love  thy  Neighbour, 
and  help  him  in  Extremities. 

Nich.  Mafs  I  think  it  be  indeed ;  in  what  Chapter's  that, 
Coufin  ? 

Capt.  Why  in  the  fir  ft  of  Charity,  the  fecond  Verfe." 

Nich.  The  firft  of  Charity,  quoth  a,  that's  a  good  Jeft, 
there's  no  fuch  Chapter  in  my  Book  t 

Capt.  No,  I  know  'twas  torn  out  of  thy  Book,  and  that 
mikes  it  fo  little  in  thy  Heart. 

Pye.  Come,  let  me  tell  you,  you're  too  unkind  a  Kinfman 
i'faith;  the  Captain  loving  you  fo  dearly,  ay,  like  the 
Pomwater  of  his  Eye,  and  you  to  be  fo  uncomfortable, 
fie,  fie. 

pikb*  Pray  do  not  wilri  me  to  be  hang'd,  any  thing  elfe 
that  I  can  do;  had  it  been  to  rob,  I  would  ha'  don't,  but  I 
muft  not  Steal,  that's  the  word,  the  literal,  Thou  fhalt  not 
Steal ;  and  would  you  wifh  me  to  Steal  then  ? 

Pye.  No  Faith,  that  were  too  much,  to  fpeak  truth ;  why 
wile  thou  Nim  it  from  him  ? 

Nich.  That  I  will. 

Pye.  Why  enough,  Bully;  he  will  be  content  with  that, 
or  he  mall  ha'  none;  let  me  alone  with  him  now,  Captain, 
I  ha'  dealt  with  your  Kinfman  in  a  Corner;  a  good — kind- 
natur'd  Fellow*  methinks:  Go  to,  you  mall  not  have  all 
your  own  asking,  you  mall  bate  fomewhat  on'r,  he  is  not 
contented  abfolutely,  ss  you  would  fay,  to  fteal  the  Chain 
from  him,  but  to  do  you  a  pleafure,  he  will  nim  it  from 
hm. 

Nich.  Ay,  that  I  will,  Coufin. 

Capt.  Well,  feeing  he  will  do  no  more,  as  far  as  I  fee,  I 
muft  be  contented  with  that. 

Corp.  Here's  no  notable  gullery? 

Pye,  Nay,  I'll  come  nearer  to  you,  Gentleman,  becaufe 
we'll  have  only  but  a  Help  and  a  Mirth  on'r,  the  Knight 
fhall  not  lofe  his  Chain  neither,  but  be  only  laid  out  of  the 
way  fome  one  or  two  Days. 

Nich.  Ay,  that  would  be  good  indeed,  Kinfman. 

Pye.  For  I  have  a  farther  reach,  to  profit  us  better,  by 
the  mi  (Ting  on't  only,  than  if  we  had  it  out-right,  as  my 
Difcourfe  (lull  make  it  known  to  you;- — when  thou  haft 
the  Chain,  do  but  conyey  it  out  at  a  Back-door  into   the 

Garden, 
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Garden,  and  there  hang  it  clofe  in  the  Rofemary  B3nk,  but 
for  a  fmall  Seafon ;  and  by  that  harmlefs  device,  I  know 
how  to  wind  Captain  Idle  out  of  Prifon,  the  Knight  thy 
Mafter  fliall  get  his  Pardon,  and  releafe  him,  and  he  fatisfie 
thy  Mafter  with  his  own  Chain,  and  wondrous  thanks  on 
both  Hands. 

Ntch.  That  were  rare  indeed  la ; 
Pray  let  me  know  how. 

Pye.  Nay,  'tis  very  neceflary  thou  ihould'ft  know,  be* 
caufe  thou  muft  be  employ'd  as  an  Aftor? 

Nich.  An  Ador?  O  no,  that's  a  Player?  and  our  Par- 
fon  rails  againft  Players  mightily,   I  can  tell  you,  becaufe 

they  brought  him  drunk  upo'th'  Stage  once, as  he  will 

be  horribly  drunk. 

,  Corp,  Mafs  I  cannot  blame  him  then, 
Poor  Church  fpout. 

Pye.  Why  as  an  Intermedler  then? 

Nich.  Ay,  that,  that. 

Pye.  Give  me  Audience  then ;  when  the  old  Knight  thy 
Mafter  has  rag'd  his  fill  for  the  lofs  of  the  Chain,  tell  him 
thou  haft  a  Kinfman  in  Prifon,  of  fuch  exquifite  Art,  that 
the  Devil  himfelf  is  French  Lackey  to  him,  and  runs  bare 

headed  by  his  Horfe Belly,  when  he  has  one  ;  whom  he 

will  caufe,  with  moft  Irijb  dexterity,  to  fetch  his  Chain, 
though  'twere  hid  under  a  Mine  of  Sea-coal,  and  ne'er 
make  Spade  or  Pick  Axe  his  Inftruments;  tell  him  but  this 
with  farther  Inftrudions  thou  (halt  receive  from  me,  and 
thou  flieweft  thy  felf  a  Kinfman  indeed. 

Corf.  A  dainty  Bully. 

Skir.  An  honeft Book-keeper. 

Capt.  And  my  three  times  thrice  honey  Coufin^ 

Nich.  Nay,  grace  cf  God  I'll  rob  him  on't  fuddenly^ 
and  hang  it  in  the  Rofemary  bank,  but  I  bear  that  mind, 
Coufin,  I  would  not  fteal  any  thing,  methinks,  for  mine 
own  Father. 

Skir.  He  bears  a  good  Mind  in  thar5  Captain. 

Pye.  Why,  well  faid, 
He  begins  to  be  an  honeft  Fellow,  faith. 

Corp.  In  truth  he  does. 


- 
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JVtch.  You  fee^Coufin,  I  am  willing  to  do  you  any  kind- 
nefs,  always  faving  my  felf  harmlefs.  [Exit  Nicholas. 

Capt.  Why  I  thank  thee,  fare  thee  well,   I  mall  requite 
it. 

Corp.  'Twill  be  good  for  thee,  Captain,  that  thou  haft 
fuch  an  egregious  Afs  to  thy  Coufin. 

Capt.  Ay,  is  not  that  a  fine  Fool,  Corporal  \ 
But,  George^  thou  talk'ft  of  Art  and  Conjuring, 
How  mail  that  be? 

Pye.  Pub,  be't  not  in  your  care, 
Leave  that  to  me  and  my  Directions; 
Well,  Captain,  doubt  not  thy  delivery  nowi 
E'en  with  the  vantage,  Man,  to  gain  by  Prifon, 
As  my  Thoughts  prompt  me :  Hold  on  brain  and  plot, 
I  aim  at  many  cunning  far  events, 
All  which  I  doubt  not  to  hit  at  length ; 
111  to  the  Widow  with  a  quaint  Affault; 
Captain,  be  merry, 

Capt.  Who  I?  Kerry  merry  Buflfe-Jerkin. 

Pye.  Oh,  I  £m  happy  in  more  flights,   and  one  will  knit 

ftrong  in  another -Corporal  Oath. 

Corp.  Ho!  Bully! 

Pye.  And  thou,   old  Peter  Sfyrmifi,   I  have  a  necefTary 
task  for  you  both. 

Skir.  Lay't  upon  George  Pye-boord. 
Corp.  What  e'er  it  be,  we'll  manage  it. 
Pye .  I  would  have  you  two  maintain  a  Quarrel  before  the 
Lady  Widow's  Door,   and  draw  your  Swords  i'th'  edge  of 
the  Evening:  Clam  a  little,  clafli,  clam. 

Corp.  Fuh ! 
Let  us  alone  to  make  our  blades  ring  noon, 
Though  it  be  after  Supper. 

Pye*  I  know  you  can ; 
And  out  of  that  falfe  Fire,  I  doubt  not  but  to  raife  Grange 
belief and,  Captain,  to  countenance  my  Device  the  bet- 
ter, and  grace  my  Words  to  the  Widow,  I  have  a  good 
plain  Sattin  Suit,  that  I  had  of  a  young  Reveller  t  other 
Nighf,  for  words  pafs  not  regarded  now  a-days,  unlefs  they 
come  from  a  good  Suit  of  Cloaths,  which  the  Fates  and  my 
Wits  had  be&owed  upon  me.  Wei),  Captain  Idle,  if  I  did 
not  highly  love  thee,  I  would  ne/ejr  be  fcen  within  twelve 

fcorc 
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*core  of  a  Prifon,  for  I  proteft  at  this  inftanr,  I  walk  in 
great  danger  of  fmall  Debts.  I  owe  Mony  to  feveral  Ho- 
ftefles,  and  you  know  fueh  Jills  will  quickly  be  upon  a 
Man's  Jack. 

Capt.  True,  George. 

Pye.  Fare  thee  well,  Captain.  Come  Corporal  ana*  An- 
cient, thou  flialt  hear  more  News  next  time  we  greet 
thee. 

Corp.  More  News?  Ay,  by  yon  Bear  at  Bridge-Foot  in 
Heav'n  malt  thou.  [Exeunt. 

Capt.  Enough;  my  Friends,  farewel, 
This  Prifon  mews  as  if  Ghofts  did  part  in  Hell. 


ACT    II. 

Enter  Moll,  yonngeft  Daughter  to  the  Widow,  alone* 

^//.VTOT  marry?  forfwcar  Marriage?  why  all  Wo- 
xN  men  know  'tis  as  honourable  a  thing  as  to  lye 
with  a  Man;  and  I,  to  fpight  my  Sifter's  Vow  the  more, 
have  entertain'd  a  Suiter  already,  a  fine  Gallant  Knight  of 
the  laft  Feather,  he  fays  he  will  Coach  me  too,  and  well 
appoint  me,  allow  me  Mony  to  Dice  withal,  and  many  fuch 
pleafing  Proteftations  he  flicks  upon  my  Lips:  Indeed  his 
fhort-winded  Father  i'ch'  Country  is  wondrous  wealthy,  a 
moft  abominable  Farmer,  and  therefore  he  may  dote  in  time; 
troth  I'll  venture  upon  him ;  Women  are  not  without  ways 
enough  to  help  themfelves:  If  he  prove  wife  and  good  as  his 
word,  why  I  (hall  love  him,  and  ufe  him  kindly ;  and  if 
he  prove  an  Afs,  why  in  a  quarter  of  an  Hours  warning  I 
can  transform  him  into  an  Oxe; there  comes  in  my  re- 
lief again; 

Enter  Frailty. 
Trail  O,  Miftrefs  Moll,  Miftrefs  Moll. 
MolL  How  now  ?  what's  the  News  ? 
Frail.  The  Knight  your  Suiter,  Sir  John  Penny  Dnh, 
Moll.  Sir  John  Penny -D ]nb?  where?  where? 
Frail.  He's  walking  in  the  Gallery. 
MolL  Has  my  Mother  feen  him  yet? 

F  f  I  Frail. 
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Frail.  O  no,  fhe's — fpitting  in  the  Kitchin. 

Moll.  Dire&  him  hither  foftly,  good  Frailty, 
Fll  meet  him  half  way. 

Frail.  That's  juft  like  running  a  Tilt;  but  I  hope  he'll 
break  nothing  this  time. 

Enter  Sir  John  Penny-Dub. 

Moll.  'Tis  happinefs  my  Mother  faw  him  not. 

0  welcome,  good  Sir  John. 

Dub.  I  thank  you  faith Nay  you  muft  ftand  me  'till 

1  kits  you:  'Tis  the  Fafhion  everywhere  i'faith,  and  I  came 
irom  Court  e'now. 

MolL  Nay,  the  Fates  forefend  that  I  mould  anger  the 
Fafhion? 

Dub.  Then  not  forgetting  the  fweet  of  new  Ceremonies, 
I  firft  fall  back,  then  recovering  my  felf,  make  my  Honour 
to  your  Lip  thus;  and  then  accoft  it. 

Moll.  Truft  me,  very  pretty  and  moving,  you're  worthy 
on't,  Sir. 

0  my  Mother,  my  Mother,  now  fhe's  here, 

IOjfmg.     Enter  Widow  and  Sir  Godfrey. 
We'll  (real  into  the  Gallery.  [Exeunt* 

Sir  God*  Nay,  Sifter,  let  Reafon  rule  you,  do  not  play 
the  Fool,  ftand  not  in  your  own  Light,  you  have  wealthy 
Offers,  large  Tendrings,  do  not  withftand  your  good  For- 
tune; who  comes  a  wooing  to  you  I  pray?  no  fmall  Fool, 
a  rich  Knight  o'ch'  City,  Sir  Oliver  Muck.~hill>  no  fmall 
fcoi  I  can  tell  you ;  and  furthermore,  as  I  heard  late  by 
your  Maid-fervants,  as  your  Maid-fervants  will  fay  to  me 
any  tSing,  I  thank  'em,  both  your  Daughters  are  not  with- 
out Suitors,  ay,  and  worthy  ones  too;  one  a  brisk  Courtier, 
Sir  jindres»  Tipfiaffe,  fuittr  afar  off  to  your  eldeft  Daugh- 
ter, and  the  third  a  huge  wealthy  Farmer's  Son,  a  fine  young 
Country  Knight,  they  call  him  Sir  John  Penny-Dub,  a  good 
Name  marry  5  he  may  have  it  coin'd  when  he  lacks  Mony  ; 
what  Bleflings  are  thefe,  Sifter? 

Wid.  Tempt  me  not,  Satan. 

Sir  God.  Satan?  do  I  look  like  Satan?  I  hope  the  Devil's 
riot  fo  old  as  I,  I  trow. 

Wid*  You  wound  iny  Senfes,  Brother,  when  you  name 
A  Suiter  to  mo> — -oh  I  cannot  abide  it, 

1  take  in  "oifon  when  I  hear  one  nam'd. 

Enter 
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Enter  Simon. 
How  now,  Simon  ?  where's  my  Son  Edmond? 

Sim.  Verily,  Madam,  he  is  at  vain  Exercife,  dripping  in 
the  Tennis-Court. 

Wid.  At  Tennis-Court?  oh,  now  his  Father's  gone,  I 
ftiall  have  no  rule  with  him;  oh  wicked  Edmond,  I  might 
well  compare  this  with  the  Prophecy  in  the  Chronicle, 
though  far  inferior,  as  Harry  of  Monmouth  won  all,  and 
Harry  of  Wtndfor  loft  all ;  fo  Edmond  of  Brifiowihzt  was,  the 
Father,  got  all,  and  Edmond  of  London  that's  his  Son  now, 
will  fpend  all. 

Sir  God.  Peace,  Sifter,  we'll  have  him  reformed,  there's 
hope  on  him  yet,  though  it  be  but  a  little. 

Enter  Frailty. 

Frail.  Forfooth,  Madam ;  there  are  two  or  three  Archers 
at  Door  would  very  gladly  fpeak  with  your  Ladyfhip. 

Wid.  Archers? 

Sir  God.  Your  Husband's  Fletcher  I  warrant.  * 

md.  oh, 

Let  them  come  near,  they  bring  home  things  of  his, 
Troth  I  mould  ha'  forgot  'em,  how  now? 
Villain,  which  be  thofe  Archers? 

Enter  the  Suiters,  Sir  Andrew  Tipftaffe,    Sir  Oliver 
Muck-hill,  and  Penny-Dub. 

Frail.  Why,  do  you  not  fee  'em  before  you  ?  are  not 
thefe  Archers,  what  do  you  call  'em  Shooters  ?  Shooters 
and  Archers  are  all  one,  I  hope. 

Md.  Out  ignorant  Slave. 

Muck?  Nay,  pray  be  patient  Lady, 
We  come  in  way  of  honourable  Love. 

Ttpfl.Dub.  We  do. 

Muck.  To  you. 

Tipft.  Dub.  And  to  your  Daughters. 

Wid.  O  why  will  you  offer  me  this,  Gentlemen?  indeed 
I  will  not  look  upon  you ;  when  the  Tears  are  fcarce  out  of 
mine  Eyes,  not  yet  waiVd  off  from  my  Cheeks,  and  my  dear 
Husband's  Body  fcarce  fo  cold  as  the  Coffin,  what  reafon 
have  you  to  offer  it?  I  am  not  like  fome  of  your  Widows 
that  will  bury  one  in  the  Evening,  and  be  fure  to  another 
e'er  Morning  ,-  pray  away,  pray  take  your  Anfwers,  good 
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Knights,   and  you  be  fweet  Knights,  I  have  vow'd  neve?  to 
marry;— and  fo  have  my  Daughters  tool 

Dub.  Ay,  two  of  you  have,  but  the  third's  a  good  Wench ! 

Muck,*  Lady,  a  fhrewd  Anfwer  marry;  the  bed  is,  'tis 
but  the  firft,  and  he's  a  blunt  Wooer,  that  will  leave  for  one 
iharp  AnlVer* 

Tipft.  Where  be  your  Daughters,  Lady,  I  hope  they'll 
give  us  better  Encouragements? 

WiL  Indeed  they'll  anfwer  you  fo,  take't  a  my  word 
they';l  give  you  the  very  fame  anfwer  Perbatim9  truly  la. 

Dub.  JV|um:  Moll's  a  good  Wench  fill],  I  know  what 
fhe'Ildo?  ' 

Mucks  Well,  Lady,  for  this  time  we'll  take  our  leaves 
hoping  for  fetter  comfort. 

Wid.  O. never,  never;  and  I  live  thefe  thoufand  Years; 
and  you  be  good  Knights,  do  not  hope  ;   'twill  be  all  Vain, 

Vain,. look  you  put  off"  all  your  Suits,  and  you  come 

to  me  again. 

FraiU  Put  off  all  their  Suits,  quotha?  ay,  that's  the  beft 
wooing  of  a  Widow  indeed,  when  a  Man's  Nonfuted,  tfyat 
is,  when  he's  a-bed  with  her. 

[Going  out  Muckhil  and  Sir  Godfrey. 

Muck.  Sir  Godfrey*  here's  twenty  Angels  more,  work 
hard  for  me;  there's  life  in'tyet.  [Exit  Muckhil. 

Sir  God.  Fear  not  Sir  Oliver  Muckhil,  I'll  ftick  clofe  for 
you,  leave  all  with  me. 

Enter  George  Pye-boord  the  Scholar, 

Pye.  By  your  leave,  Lady  Widow. 

Wid.  What  another  Suiter  now  ? 

Pye.  A  Suiter,  no,  I  proteft;  Lady,  if  you'd  give  me 
your  felf,  I'd  not  be  troubled  with  you. 

Wide  Say  you  fo,  Sir,   then  you're  the  better  welcome, 
Sir, 

Pye.  Nay,  Heav'n  blefs  me  from  a  Widow,  unlefs  I  were 
fure  to  bury  her  fpeedily  ! 

Wid.  Good  bluntnefs;  well,  your  Bufinefs,  Sir? 

Pye.  Very  needful ;  if  you  were  in  private  once. 

Wid.  Needful?   Brother,  pray  leave  us  j  and  you,  Sir. 

Frail.  I  fliould  laugh  now,  if  this  blunt  Fellow  mould  put 
?em  all  befide  the  Stirrop,  and  vault  into  the  Saddle  himfelf, 
I  have  feen  as  mad  a  Trick,  [Exit  Frailty. 

Entc^ 
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Enter  Daughters. 

Wid.  Now,  Sir? here's  none  but  we— Daughters 

forbear. 

Pye.  O  no,  pray  let  'em  (lay,  for  what  I  have  to  fpeak 
importeth  equally  to  them  as  you, 

Wid.  Then  you  may  flay. 

Pje.  I  pray  beftow  on  me  a  ferious  Ear, 
For  what  I  fpeak  is  full  of  weight  and  fear. 

Wid.  Fear? 

Pye,  Ay,  iPt  pafs  unregarded,  and  uneffe&ed, 

Elfe"  peace  and  joy  ; 1  pray  Attention. 

Widow,  I  have  been  a  meer  Stranger  for  thefe  Parrs  that 
you  live  in,  nor  did  I  ever  know  the  Husband  of  you,  and 
Father  of  them,  but  I  truly  know  by  certain  fpiritual  In- 
telligence, that  he  is  in  Purgatory. 

Wid.  Purgatory  ?  tuh ;  that  word  deferves  to  be  fpit 
upon;  I  wonder  that  a  Man  of  fober  Tongue,  as  you  feem 
to  be,  fliould  have  the  Folly  to  believe  there's  fuch  a 
place. 

Pye,  Well,  Lady,  in  cold  Blood  I  fpeak  it,  I  affure  you 
that  there  is  a  Purgatory,  in  which  place  Iknow  your  Huf- 
band  to  refide,  and  wherein  he  is  like  to  remain,  'till  the 
diffolution  of  the  World,  'till  the  laft  general  Bonfire;  when 
all  the  Earth  (hall  melt  into  nothing,  and  the  Seas  fcald 
their  finny  Labourers.;  fo  long  is  his  abidance,  unlefs  yoii 
alter  the  property  of  your  purpofe,  together  with  each  of 
your  Daughters  theirs,  that  is,  the  purpofe  of  fingle  Life  in 
your  felf  and  your  eldeft  Daughter,  and  the  fpeedy  deter- 
mination of  Marriage  in  your  youngefh 

Moll.  How  knows  he  that?  what,  has  fome  Devil  told 
him? 

Wid.  Strange  he  fhould  know  our  Thoughts : 

Why  but  Daughter,  have  you  purpos'd  fpeedy  Marriage  ? 

Pje.  You  fee  (he  tells  you  ay,  fhe  fays  nothing. 
Nay,  give  me  credit  as  you  pkafe,  I  am  a  ftranger  to  you, 
and  yet  you  fee  Iknow  your  Determinations,  which  muft 
come  to  me  metaphyficaUy,  and  by  a  fuper-natural  Intelli- 
gence. 

Wtd.  This  puts  amazement  on  me. 

Fran.  Know  our  Secrets?  * 

Moll. 


3  to 6  The  Puritan  ;    Or, 

Moll.  I'd  thought  to  deal  a  Marriage,  would  his  Tongue 
Had  dropt  out  when  he  blab'd  it. 

Wtd.  But,  Sir,  my  Husband  was  too  honeft  a  dealing  Man, 
to  be  now  in  any  Purgatories — r— 

Pye.  O  do  not  load  your  Conference  with  untruths, 
3Tis  but  meer  folly  now  to  gild  'em  o'er ; 
That  has  paftbut  for  Copper;  Praifes  here, 
Cannot  unbind  him  there :  confefs  but  truth, 
I  know  he  got  his  Wealth  with  a  hard  gripe  : 
Oh  hardly,  hardly. 

Wtd.  This  is  mod  ftrange  of  all,  how  knows  he  that? 
Pye.  He  would  eat  Fools  and  ignorant  Heirs  clean  up; 
And  had  his  drink  from  many  a  poor  Man's  brow, 
Even  as  their  labour  brew'd  it. 
He  would  fcrape  Riches  to  him  moft  unjuftly; 
The  very  dirt  between  his  Nails  was  ill  got, 
And  not  his  own,  — —  oh 

I  groan  to  fpeak  on't,  the  thought  makes  me  fhudder! 

Shudder ! 

Wtd.  It  quakes  me  too,  now  I  think  on't Sir,  I  am 

much  griev'd,  that  you  a  Stranger,  fliould  fo  deeply  wrong 
my  dead  Husband ! 
Pye.  Oh! 

Wid.  A  Man  that  would  keep  Church  fo  duly ;   rife  ear- 
ly before  his  Servants,  and  e'en  for  Religious  hafte,  go  un- 
garter'd,  unbutton'd,  nay  Sir  Reverence  untruft,  to  Mor- 
ning Prayer  ? 
Pye.  Oh  ufF. 

Wtd.  pine  quickly  upon  High-days,  and  when  I  had  great 
Guefts,  would  e'en  fhame  me,  and  rife  from  the  Table,  to 
get  a  good  Seat  at  an  Afternoon-Sermon. 

Pye.  There's  the  Devil,  there's  the  Devil,  true,  he  thought 
it  Sanctity  enough,  if  he  had  kill'd  a  Man,  fo  Vad  been  done 
in  aPue9  or  undone  his  Neighbour,  foVad  been  near  enough 
to  the  Preacher.  Oh!  - — a  Sermon's  a  fine  fhort  Cloak  of 
an  Hour  long,  and  will  hide  the  upper  part  of  a  Diflembler.-- - 
Church,  ay,  he  feem'd  all  Church,  and  his  Confcience  was 
as  hard  as  the  Pulpit. 

Wtd.  I  can  no  more  endure  this.  >  A 

Pye.  Nor  I,  Widow,  endure  to  flatter. 
Wtd.  Is  this  all  your  bufinefs  with  me? 

Pye, 
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Pye.  No,  Lady,  'tis  but  the  induction  to't, 
You  may  believe  my  drains,  I  ftrike  all  true. 
And  if  yourConfcience  would  leap  up  to  your  Tongue,  your 
felf  would  affirm  it,  and  that  you  mail  perceive  I  know  of 
things  to  come,  as  well  as  I  do  of  what  is  prelent;  a  Brother 
of  your  Husband's  (hall  (hortly  have  a  lofs. 

Wtd.  A  lofs?  marry  Heaven  forefend.  Sir  Godfrey  my  Bro- 
ther I 

Pye.  Nay,  keep  in  your  wonders,  'till  I  have  told  you 
the  Fortunes  of  you  all;  which  are  more  fearful,  if  not  hap- 
pily prevented, for  your  part  and  your  Daughters,  if 

there  be  not  once  this  Day  fome  Blood-fhed  before  your 
Door,  whereof  the  humane  Creature  dyes,  of  you  two  the 
eldeft  (hall  run  Mad. 

Wtd.  and  Fran.  Oh! 

Moll.  That's  not  I  yet. 

Pye.  And  with  moil:  impudent  proftitution,  (how  your 
naked  Bodies  to  the  view  of  all  beholders. 

Wtd.  Our  naked  Bodies  <*  fieforfhame. 

Pye.  Attend  mc, 
And  your  younger  Daughter  be  ftrucken  Dumb. 

Moll.  Dumb  ?  our,  alas ;  'tis  the  worft  pain  of  all  for  a 
Woman,  I'd  rather  be  Mad,  or  run  Naked,  or  any  thing. 
Dumb? 

Pye.  Give  Ear :  E'er  the  Evening  fall  upon  Hill,  Bog, 
and  Meadow,  this  my  Speech  (hall  have  paft  Probation,  and 
then  (hall  I  be  believ'd  accordingly. 

Wtd.  If  this  be  true,  we  are  all  fham'd,  all  undone. 

Moll.  Dumb?  I'll  (peak  as  much  as  ever  I  can poflible be- 
fore Evening, 

Pye.  But  if  it  fo  come  to  pafs  (as  for  your  fair  fakes  I 
wi(h  it  may  )  that  this  prefage  of  your  ftrange  Fortunes  be 
prevented  by  that  accident  of  Death  and  Blcod-ftiedding, 
which  I  before  told  you  of;  take  heed  upon  your  Lives, 
that  two  of  you  which  have  vow'd  never  to  marry,  feek 
out  Husbands  with  all  prefentfpeed,  and  you  the  third,  that 
have  fuch  a  defire  to  out-ftrip  Chaftity,  look  you  meddle 
pot  with  a  Husband. 

Moll.  A  double  Torment. 

Pye.  The  breach  of  this  keeps  your  Father  in  Purga- 
toryt   and  the  puniihments   that  (hall  follow   you  in  this 

World, 
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World,  would  with  horror  kill  the  Ear  fhould  hear  'em  re- 
lated. 

Wid.  Marry  ?  Why  I  vow'd  never  to  marry. 
Fran.  And  fo  did  L 

Moll.  And  I  vow'd  never  to  be  fuch  an  Afs,  but  to  mar- 
ry. What  a  crofs  Fortune's  this? 

Pye.  Ladies,  though  I  be  a  Fortune-teller,  I  cannot 
fetter  Fortunes,  you  have  'em  from  me  as  they  are  re- 
veal'd  to  me  :  I  would  they  were  to  your  Tempers,  and 
Fellows  with  ypur  Bloods;  that's  all  the  bitternefs  I  would 
you. 

Wid.  O  !  'tis  a  juft  vengeance,  for  my  Husband's  hard 
purchafes. 
Pye.  I  wiili  you  to  bethink  your  felves,  and  leave  'em. 
Wid.  I'll  to  Sir  Godfreyy  my  Brother,  and  acquaint  him 
with  thefe  fearful  prefaces. 

Fran.  For,  Mother,  they  portend  lofles  to  him. 
Wid.  O  ay,  they  do,  they  do; 
If  any  happy  ifTue  crown  thy  words, 
I  will  reward  thy  cunning.  [Exit  Wid.  and  Fran. 

Pye.  Tis  enough,  Lady,  I  wifh  no  higher. 
Moll.  Dumb?  and  not  marry?  worfe; 
Neither  to  fpeak,  nor  kifs,  a  double  curfe.  [Exit. 

Pye.  So,  all  this  comes  well  about  yet,  I  play  the  For- 
tune-teller,  as  well  as  if  I  had  had  a  Witch  to  my  Gran- 
nam  :   for   by  good  happinefs,  being  in  my  HofteiTes  Gar- 
den, which  neighbours  the  Orchard  of  the  Widow,  I  laid 
the  hole  of  mine   Ear  to  a  hole  in   the  Wall,  and  heard  'em 
make  thefe    vows    and  fpeak  thofe  words,   upon  which  I 
wrought  thefe  advantages ;    and  to  encourage  my  Forgery 
the  more,  I  may  now  perceive  in  'em  a  natural  Simplicity 
which  will  tafily   fwallow  an  abufe,   if  any  covering    be 
over  it :   and   to  confirm  my  former  prefage  to   the  Wi- 
dow,  I  have   advis'd  old   Peter  Skirmifh  the   Soldier,   to 
hurt  Corporal  Oath  upon  the  Leg,  and  in  that  hurry  I'll 
rufh    amongft   'cm,    and    inftead   of  giving  the    Corporal 
fame  Cordial  to  comfort  him,  I'll  pour  into  his  Mouth  a 
Potion  of  a  fleepv  Nature,  and  make  him  feem  as  dead; 
for   the  which   the   old    Soldier  being  apprehended,    and 
ready  to  be  born  to  Execution,  I'll  ftep   in,  and  take  upon 
me  the  Cure  of  the  dead  Man,   upon  pain  of  dying  the 
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condemned's  death  :  the  Corporal  will  wake  at  his  Minute, 
when  the  fleepy  force  hath  wrought  it  felf,  and  fo  (hall  I 
get  my  felf  into  a  moft  admir'd  Opinion,  and  under  the  pre- 
text of  that  cunning,  beguile  as  I  fee  occafion :  and  if  that 
foolifh  Nicholas  St.  Antlings  keep  true  time  with  the  Chaip, 
my  Plot  will  be  found,  the  Captain  deliver'd,  and  my  Wits 
applauded  amongft  Scholars  and  Soldiers  for  ever, 

\Exit  Pye-boord. 
Enter  Nicholas  St,  Antlings,  with  the  Chain. 
Nich.  O,  I  have  found  an  excellent  advantage  to  take  away 
the  Chain,  my  Matter  put  it  off  e'en  now,  to  fay  on  a  new 
Doublet,  and  I  fneakt  it  away  by  little  and  little,  moft  Pu- 
ritanically I  we  (hallhave  good  fport  anon  whenhehasmifs'd 
it,  about  my  Coufin  the  Conjurer;  the  World  ihall  fee  I'm 
an  hontft  Man  of  my  word,  for  now  I'm  going  to  hang  it 
between  Heaven  and  Earth  among  the  Rofemary-branches. 

[_Exit  Nich» 


ACT.      III. 

Enter  Simon  Sr.Mary-Overies,  and  Frailty. 

trail.  Olrrah,  Simon  St.  Mary-Overies>  my  Miftrefs  finds 
i3  away  all  her  Suiters,  and  puts  Fleas  in  their  Ears. 

Sim.  Frailty,  fhe  does  like  an  honeft,  chaft,  and  virtuous 
Woman ;  for  Widows  ought  not  to  wallow  in  the  puddle  of 
Iniquity. 

Frail.  Yet,  Simon,  many  Widows  will  do'r,  whatfoe'er 
comes  on't. 

Sim.  True,  Frailty,  their  filthy  Flefh  defires  a  Conjuncti- 
on Copulative;  what  Strangers  are  within,  Frailty? 

Frail.  There's  none,  Simon;  but  Matter  Pilfer  the  Taylor  : 
he's  above  with  Sir  Godfrey,  praifing  of  a  Doublet:  and  I 
mutt  trudge  anon  to  fetch  Matter  Suds  the  Barber. 

Sim.  Matter  Snd\  a  good  Man,  he  wafhes  the  fins  of  th^ 
Beard  clean. 

Enter  old  SkirmiiTi  the  Soldier. 

S{[r.  How  now,  Creatures?  what's  a  Clock ? 

Frail.  Why,  do  you  take  us  toheJackj&lh&GhckzHoHfe  ? 

Skjr. 
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Skir.  I  fay  again  to  you,  what's  a  Clock  ? 

Sim.  Truly  la,  we  go  by  the  Clock  of  our  Confcience,  all 
worldly  Clocks  we  know  go  falfe,  and  are  fet  by  drunken 
Sextons. 

Skir*  Then  what's  a  Clock  in  your  Confcience? O, 

I  muft  break  off,  here  comes  the  Corporal  — - —  hum,  hum : 
-—-what's  a  Clock  ? 

Enter  Corf  oral. 

Corp.  A  Clock?  why  paft  feventeen. 

Frail.  Part  feventeen?  nay,  h'as  met  with  his  match  now* 
Corpora!  Oath  will  fit  him. 

Skir.  Thou  doft  not  bawk  nor  baffle  me,  dofl  thou  ?  I  am 
a  Soldier paft  feventeen  ? 

Corp.  Ay,  thou  art  not  angry  with  the  Figures,  art  thou  ? 
I  will  prove  it  unto  thee,  12  and  1  is  thirteen,  I  hope,  z 
fourteen,  3  fifteen,  4  fixteen,  and  5  feventeen,  then  paft 
feventeen,  f  will  take  the  Dial's  part  in  a  juft  Caufe. 

Skir.  I  fay  'tis  but  paft  five  then. 

Corp.  I'll  fwear  'tis  paft  feventeen  then  :  doft  thou  not 
know  Numbers?  canft  thou  not  caft? 

Skir.  Caft?  doft  thou  fpeak  of  my  cafting  i'th  ftreet? 

[Draw* 

Corp.  Ay,  and  in  the  Market-place. 

Sim.  Clubs,  Clubs,  Clubs.  [Simon  runs  in. 

Frail.  Ay,  I  knew  by  their  muffling,  Clubs  would  be 
Trump  :  Mafs  here's  the  Knave,  and  he  can  do  any  good 
upon  'em :  Clubs,  Clubs,  Clubs, 

Enter  Pye-boord. 

Capt.  O  Villain,  thou  haft  open'd  a  Vein  in  my  Leg. 

Pye.  How  now?   for  ftiame,   for  fhame,  put  up,  put  up. 

Capt.  By  yon  blue  Welkin,  'twas  out  of  my  part,  George, 
to  be  hurt  on  the  Leg. 

Enter  Officers. 

Pye.  Oh,  peace  now-^ — I  have  a  Cordial  here  to  com- 
fort thee. 

Offi.  Down  with 'em,  down  with 'em,  lay  Hands  upon  the 
Villain. 

Skir.  Lay  Hands  on  me  ? 

Pye.  I'll  not  be  ken  among  'em  now. 

Capt.  I'm  hurt,  and  had  more  need  have  Surgeons 
Lay  Hands  upon  me,  than  rough  Officers, 


ihrraO 


Offi. 


the  Widow  of  Watling-ftreet.      j  ii  i 

Offu  <§o,  carry  him  to  be  drefs'd  then : 
Thus  mutinous  Soldier  mall  along  with  me  to  Prifon, 
Slyr.  To  Prifon?  w here's  George  f 
Offi.  Away  with  him.  [Exeunt  with  Shir. 

Pye.  So, 
All  lights  as  I  would  wifti,  the  amaz'd  Widow 
Will  plant  me  ftrongly  now  in  her  belief, 
And  wonder  at  the  virtue  of  my  words : 
For  the  event  turns  thefe  prefages  from  'em, 
Of  being  mad  and  dumb,  and  begets  joy 
Mingled  with  admiration :  thefe  empty  Creatures, 
Soldier  and  Corporal,  were  but  ordain'd 
As  inftruments  for  me  to  work  upon. 
Now  to  my  Patient,  here's  his  Potion         [Exit  Pye-boord. 
Enter  the  Widow  with  her  two  Daughters. 

Wid.  O  wondrous  happineff,  beyond  our  thoughts  I 
O  lucky  fair  event !  I  think  our  Fortunes 
Were  bleft  e'en  in  our  Cradles:  we  are  quitted 
Of  all  thofe  ihameful  violent  prefages 
By  this  ram  bleeding  chance  :  go,  Frailty,  run,  and  know 
Whether  he  be  yet  living,  or  yet  dead, 
That  here  before  my  Door  receiv'd  his  hurt. 

Frail.  Madam,  he  was  carried  to  the  Superior,  but  if  he 
had  no  Mony  when  he  came  there,  I  warrant  he's  dead  by 
this  time.  [Exit  Frailty. 

Fran.  Sure  that  Man  is  a  rare  Fortune-teller,  never  lookt 
upon  our  Hands,  nor  upon  any  mark  about  us,  a  wondrous 
Fellow  furely. 

Moll.  I  am  glad  I  have  the  ufe  of  my  Tongue  yet,  thoa  of 
nothing  elfe.  I  fhall  find  the  way  to  marry  too,  I  hope  fhortly. 

Wid.  O  where'smy  Brother  Sir  Godfrey,  I  would  he  were 
here,  that  I  might  relate  to  him  how  prophetically  the  cun- 
ning Gentleman  fpoke  in  all  things. 

Enter  Sir  Godfrey  in  a  rage. 

Sir  God.  O  my  Chain,  my  Chain,  I  have  loft  my  Chain, 
where  be  thefe  Villains,  Varlets? 

Wid.  Oh,  he'as  loft  his  Chain. 

Sir  God.  My  Chain,  my  Chain. 

Wid.  Brother,  be  patient,  hearmefpeak,  you  know  I  told 
you  that  a  Cunning-man  told  me,  that  you  ihould  have  a 
lofs,  and  he  has  Prophdied  fo  true, 

Sir 
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Sir  God.  Out,  he's  a  Villain  to  prophefle  of  the  lofsof  my 
Chain,  'twas  worth  above  three  hundred  Crowns,  befides 
'twas  my  Father's,  my  Father's  Father's,  my  Grandfather's 
huge  Grandfather's  :  I  had  as  lief  ha  loft  my  Neck,  as  the 
Chain  that  hung  about  it.     O  my  Chain,  my  Chain. 

Wid.  Gb,  Brother,  who  can  be  againft  a  misfortune,  'tis 
happy  'twas  no  more. 

Sir  God.  No  more !  O  goodly  godly  Sifter,  would  you 
had  me  loft  more?  my  beft  Gown  too,  with  tne  Cloth  of 
Gold- Lace?  my  Holiday  Gafcoins,  and  my  Jerkin  ft t  with 
Pearl  ?  no  more  ! 

Wid.  Oh,  Brother,  you  can  read 

Sir  God.  But  I  cannot  read  where  my  Chain  is :  what 
Strangers  have  been  here?  you  let  in  Strangers,  Thieves^ 
and  Catch-poles :  how  comes  it  gone?  there  was  none  above 

with  me  but  my  Taylor,  and  my  Taylor  will  not fteal 

I  hope  ? 

Moll.  No,  he's  afraid  of  a  Chain. 

Enter  Frailty. 

Wid.  How  now,  Sirrah?  the  news  ? 

Frail.  O,  Miftrefs,  he  may  well  be  call'd  a  Corporal 
now,  for  his  Corps  are  as  dead  as  a  cold  Capon's  ? 

Wid.  More  happinefs. 

Sir  God.  Sirrah,  what's  this  to  my  Chain?  where 's  my 
Chain,  Knave? 

Frail.  Your  Chain,  Sir  ? 

Sir  God.  My  Chain  is  loft,  Villain. 

Frail.  I  would  he  were  hang'd  in  Chains  that  has  it  then 
for  me  :  Alas,  Sir,  I  faw  none  of  your  Chain  fince  you  were 
hung  with  it  your  felf. 

Sir  God.  Out  Varlet;  it  had  full  three  thoufand  Links,  I 
have  oft  told  it  over  at  my  Prayers: 
Over  and  over,  full  three  thoufand  Links. 

Frail.  Had  it  fo,  Sir,  fure  it  cannot  be  loft  then;  I'll  put 
you  in  that  comfort. 

Sir  God.  Why?  why? 

Frail.  Why  if  your  Chain  had  fo  many  Links,  it  cannot 
chufe  .but  come  to  light. 

Enter  Nicholas. 

Sir  God.  Delufion.  Now*  long  Nicholas^  where  is  my 
Chain? 

Nieh. 
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Nich.  Why  about  your  Neck,  is't  nor,  Sir? 

Sir  God.  About  my  Neck,  Varlet?  my  Chain  is  loft, 
'Tis  ftoll'n  away,  I'm  robb'd. 

Wid.  Nay,  Brother,  mow  your  felf  a  Man. 

Nich.  If  it  be  loft  or  ftole,  if  he  would  be  patient,  Mi- 
Tffrefs,  I  could  bring  him  to  a  cunning  Kinfman  of  mine  that 
would  fetch  it  again  with  a  Sefarara. 

Sir  God.  Canft  thou?  I  will  be  patient,  fay,  where  dwells 
he? 

Nich.  Marry  he  dwells  now,  Sir,  where  he  would  not 
dwellj  and  he  could  chufe,  in  the  Mar/halfea,  Sir;  but  he's 
an  excellent  Fellow  if  he  were  out  :  h'as  travelled  all  the 
World  o'er,  he,  and  been  in  the  feven  and  twenty  Provinces : 
why,  he  would  make  it  be  fechr,  Sir*  if  it  were  rid  a  thou- 
fand  Mile  out  of  Town. 

Sir  God.  An  admirable  Fellow*  what  lies  he  for  ? 

Nich.  Why,  he  did  but  rob  a  Steward  of  ten  Groats 
t'other  ^fight,  as  any  Man  would  ha  done,  and  there  he  lies 
for'r. 

Sir  God.  I'll  make  his  peace, 
A  trifle,  I'll  get  his  pardon, 
Befides  a  bountiful  reward,  Til  about  it9 
But  fee  the  Clerks,  the  Juftice  will  do  much; 
I  will  about  it  ftraight,  good  Sifter  pardon  me> 
All  will  be  well  I  hope,  and  turn  to  good, 
The  name  of  Conjurer  has  laid  my  Blood.  [Exeunt* 

Enter  Puttock  and  rvavenfhaw,  two  Serjeants*  with  Yeoman 
Dogfon,  to  arreft  George  Pyoboord. 

Put.  His  Hoftefs  where  he  lies  will  truft  him  no 
longer,  fhe  hath  feed  me  to  arreft  him  ;  if  you  will  ac- 
company me,  becaufe  I  know  not  of  what  nature  the 
Scholar  is,  whether  defperate  or  fwift,  you  fliall  fhare  with' 
me,  Serjeant  Ravenjhaw,  I  have  the  good  Angel  to  arreft 
him. 

Rav.  Troth  I'll  take  part  with  thee  then,  Serjeant,  not 
for  the  fake  of  the  Mony  fo  much,  as  for  the  hate  I  bear 
to  a  Scholar.  Why,  Serjeant,  'tis  natural  in  us  you  know  to 
hate  Scholars;  natural  befides,  they  will  publifh  our  Im- 
perfections, Knaveries,  and  Conveyances  upon  Scaffolds  and 
Stages. 
Pnt.  Ay,  and  fpightfully  too;  troth  I  have  wondred  how 
Vol.  VI.  G§  the 
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the  Slaves  could  fee  into  our  Breafts  fo  much,  when  ourDoub- 
letsare  button'd  with  Pewter. 

Rav.  Ay,  and  fo  clofe  without  yielding :  oh,  they're  par- 
lous Fellows,  they  will  fearch  more  with  their  Wits,  than  a 
Conftable  with  his  Officers. 

Put.  Whift,  whift,  whift,  Yeoman  Dogfox*  Yeoman 
Dogfon. 

Dog.  Ha  *   what  fays  Serjeant  ? 

Put.  Is  he  in  the  Pothccaries  Shop  ftilR 

Dog.  Ay,  ay. 

Pm.  Have  an  Eye,  have  an  Eye. 

Rav*  The  beft  is,  Serjeant,  if  he  be  a  true  Scholar,  he 
wears  no  Weapon  I  think. 

Put.  No,  no,  he  wears  no  Weapon. 

Rav.  Mafs,  I  am  right  glad  of  that :  'thas  put  me  in  bet- 
ter Heart :  nay,  if  I  clutch  him  once,  let  me  alone  to  drag 
him  if  he  be  ftiff-Necked;  I  have  been  one  of  the  fix  my 
felf,  that  has  dragg'd  as  tall  Men  of  their  Hands,  when  their 
Weapons  ha\ie  been  gone,  as  ever  Baftinado'd  a  Serjeant— 
I  have  done  I  can  tell  you. 

Dog.  Serjeant  Pnttock^  Serjeant  Puttock^ 

Put.  Hoh. 

Dog.  He's  coming  out  fingle. 

Put.  Peace,  peace,  be  not  too  greedy,  let  him  play  alittlfi 
let  him  play  a  little,  we'll  jerk  him  up  of  a  fudden,  I  ha  fiuVd 
in  my  time. 

Ray.  Ay,  and  caught  many  a  Fool,  Serjeant. 

Enter  Pye-boord. 

Pye.  I  parted  now  from  Nicholas :  the  Chain's  couch'd, 
And  the  old  Knight  has  fpent  his  rageupon'r, 
The  Widow  holds  me  in  great  admiration 
For  cunning  Art:  'mongft  joys,  I'm  e'en  loft, 
For  my  device  can  no  way  now  be  croft, 
And  now  I  muft  to  Prifon  to  the  Captain,  and  there- 

Put.   I  arreft  you,  Sjf, 

Pye.  Oh — —  I  fpoke  truer  than  I  was  aware,  I  muft  to 
Prifon  indeed. 

Put.  They  fay  you're  a  Scholar,  nay  Sir Yeoman 

Dogfon,  have  care  to  his  Arms— you'll  rail  againft  Serjeants, 
and  ftage  'em,  you  tickle  their  Vices. 

Pje.  Nay,  ufe  me  like  a  Gentleman,  — «  I'm  little  lefs. 

Phu 
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Put.  You  a  Gentleman?  that's  a  good  Jeft  i'faith;  can  a 

Scholar  be  a  Gentleman —  when  a  Gentleman  will  not  be 

a  Scholar; look  upon  your  wealthy  Citizens  Sons,  whe- 
ther they  be  Scholars  or  no,  that  are  Gentlemen  by  their 
Fathers  Trades:  a   Scholar  a  Gentleman! 

Pye.  Nay,  let  Fortune  drive  all  her  flings  into  me,  (he 
cannot  hurt  that  in  me,  a  Gentleman,  Accident  infeparabile 
to  my  Blood. 

Rav.  A  rablement,  nay,  you  (hall  have  a  bloody  rabkment 
upon  you  I  warrant  you. 

Put.  Go,  Yeoman  Dogfox,  before,  and  enter  the  Action 
i'th'  Counter.  [Exit  Dog, 

Pye.  Pray  do  not  handle  me  cruelly,  111  go 
Whither  you  pleafe  to  have  me. 

Put.  Oh,  he's  tame,  let  him  loofe  Serjeant, 

Pye,  Pray  at  whofe  Suit  is  this? 

Put.  Why,  at  your  HoftclTes  Suit  where  you  lye,  Miftrefs 
CunniburroW)  for  Bed  and  Board,  the  Sum  four  Pound  five 
Shillings  and  five  Pence. 

Pye.  I  know  the  Sum  too  true,  yet  I  prefum'd 
Upon  a  farther  day  ;  well,  'tis  my  Stars: 
And  I  muft  bear  it  now,  though  never  harder. 
I  fwear  now,  my  device  is  croft  indeed. 
Captain  muft  lye  by't:  this  is  Deceit's  feed. 

Put.  Come,  come  away. 

Pye.  Pray  give  me  fomuch  time  as  to  knit  my  Garter,  and 
I'll  away  with  you. 

Put.  Well,  we  muft  be  paid  for  this  waiting  upon  you, 
this  is  no  pains  to  attend  thus         [Making  to  tie  his  Garter, 

Pye.  I  am  now  wretched  and  miferable,  I  (hall  ne'er 
recover  of  this  Difeafe:  hot  Iron  gnaw  their  Fifts  :  they 
have  ftruck  a  Fever  into  my  Shoulder,  which  I  (hall  ne'er 
(hake  out  again  I  fear  me,  *till  with  a  true  Habeas  Corpus 
the  Sexton  remove  me;  oh  if  I  take  Prifon  once,  I  (ha)l  be 
prefs'd  to  death  with  Actions,  but  not  fo  happy  as  fpeedily ; 
perhaps  I  mav  be  forty  Year  a  prefling  'till  I  be  a  thin  old 
Man,  that  looking  through  the  Grates,  Men  may  look 
through  me;  all  my  Means  is  confounded,  what  (hall  I 
do  ?  has  my  Wits  ferved  me  fo  lon^,  and  now  give  me  the 
flip  (like  a  train'd  Servant)  when  I  have  moft  need  of 
'em:   no  Device  to  keep  my  poor  Carcafe  from  thefr  Put- 

Gg  :  tockji 
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tody?  m  yes,  happinefs,  have  I  a  Paper  about  me  now? 
yes  coo,  I'll  try  it,  it  may  hit,  Extremity  is  Tonch-ft one  un- 
to Wit,  ay,  ay. 

Put.  'Sfoot  how  many  yards  are  in  thy  Garters,  that  thou 
art  fo  long  a  tying  on  them?  come  away,  Sir. 

Pje.  Troth  Serjeant,  I  proteft,  you  could  never  ha  took 
me  at  a  worfe  time,  for  now  at  this  inftant  I  have  no  law- 
ful Pi&ure  about  me. 

Put.  'S'id  how  ihall  we  come  by  our  Fees  then? 
Rav*  We  muft  have  Fees,  Sirrah. 
Pye.  I  could  have  wifh'd  i'faith,  that  you  had  took  me 
ha^f  an  Hour  hence  for  your  own  fake,  for  I  proteft  if  you 
had  not  crofs'd  me,  I  was  going  in  great  joy  to  receive  five 
Pound  of  a  Gentleman,  for  the  Device  of  a  Mask  here, 
drawn  in  this  Paper,  but  now,  come,  I  muft  be  contented, 
'tis  but  fo  much  loft,  and  anfwerable  to  the  reft  of  my 
Fo- tunes 

Put.  Why,  how/ar  hence  dwells  that  Gentleman? 

Rav.  Ay,  well  faid  Serjeant,  'tis  good  to  caft  about  for 
Mo  y. 

Put.  Speak,  if  it  be  not  far 

Pye.  We  are  but  a  little  paft  it,  the  next  Street  behind 
us. 

Put.  'Slid  we  have  waited  upon  you  grievoufly  already, 
if  you'll  fay  you'll  be  liberal  when  you  ha't,  give  us  double 
Fees,  and  fpend  upon's,  why  we'll  mow  you  that  kindnefs, 
and  go  along  with  you  to  the  Gentleman. 

Rav.  Ay,  well  faid  ftill,  Serjeant,  urge  that. 

Pye.  Troth  if  it  will  fuffice,  it  ihall  all  be  among  you, 
for  my  part  PJ1  not  pocket  a  Penny,  my  Hoftefs  fhall  have 
her  four  Pound  five  Shillings,  and  bate  me  the  five  Pence, 
and  the  other  fifteen  Shillings  I'll  fpend  upon  you* 

Rav.  Why,  now  thou  art  a  good  Scholar. 

Put.  An  excellent  Scholar  i'faith;  has  proceeded  very  well 
alate  ;  come,  we'll  along  with  you. 

[_Exe unt  with  him ;  puffing  in,  they   knock  M 
the  Boor  with  a  Knocker  withinfide. 

Ser.  Wrn  knocks,  who's  at  Door?  we  had  need  of  a 
Porter. 

Pye.  A  few  Friends  here,— -  pray  is  the  Gentleman  your 
Mailer  within  ? 

Ser. 
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Ser.  Yes,  is  your  bufinefs  to  him  ? 

Pye.  Ay,  he  knows  it,  when  he  fees  me : 
I  pray  you,  have  you  forgot  me  * 

Ser.  Ay  by  my  troth,  Sir,  pray  come  near,  I'll  in  and 
tell  him  of  you,  pieafe  you  to  walk  here  in  the  Gallery  'ttfl 
he  comes. 

Pye.  We  will  attend  his  Worfhip, Worfhip  I  think, 

for  fo  much  the  Pofts  at  his  Door  mould  fignifie,  and  the 
fair  coming  in,  and  the  Wicket,  elfe  I  neither  knew  him  nor 
his  Worfhip,  but  'tis  happinefs  he  is  within  Doors,  whu- 
foe'er  he  be,  if  he  be  not  too  much  a  formal  Citizen,  he  may 
do  me  good :  Serjeant  and  Yeoman,  how  do  you  like  this 
Houfe,  is't  not  moft  wholfomely  plotted  ? 

R*v.  Troth  Prifoner,  an  exceeding  fine  Houfe. 

Pye*  Yet  I  wonder  how  he  (hould  forget  me,  for  he  ne'er 
knew  me  :  No  matter,  what   is  forgot  in  you,  will  be  re- 
membred  in  your  Mafter. 
A  pretty  comfortable  Room  this  methinks: 
You  have  no  fuch  Rooms  in  Pnfon  now  ? 

Put.  Oh,  Dog-holes  to't* 

Pye.  Dog-holes  indeed  ■  I  can  tell  you  I  have  great 

hope  to  have  my  Chamber  here  fhortly,  nay,  and  Dyet  too, 
for  he's  the  moft  free-heartedft  Gentleman  where  he  takes : 
you  would  little  think  it.  And  what  a  fine  Gallery  were  here 
for  me  to  walk  and  ftudy,  and  make  Verfes  ? 

Put.  O,  it  (lands  pleafantly  for  a  Scholar. 

Enter  Gentleman. 

Pye.  Look  what  Maps,  and  Pictures,  and  Devices,  and 
things,  neatly,  delicately  ?  Mafs  here  he  comes,  he  mould 
be  a  Gentleman,  I  like  his  Beard  well;  -—  All  happinefs  to 
your  Worfhip. 

Gent.  You're  kindly  welcome,  Sir. 

Put.  A  fimple  falutation. 

Rav.  Mafs,  it  feems  the  Gentleman  makes  great  account 
of  him. 

Gent.  I  have  the  thing  here  for  you,  Sir. 

Pye.  Ibefeech  you,  conceal  me,  Sir,  I'm  undone  elfe,— 
I  have  the  Mask  here  for  you,  Sir,  Look  you,  Sir,— - 1  be- 
feech  your  Worlhip,  firft  pardon  my  rudenefs,  for  my 
extreams  make  me  bolder  than  I  would  be;  I  am  a  poor 
Gentleman,   and  a  Scholar,   and  now  moft    unfortunate!^ 

Gg5  fall 
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fall'n  into  the  hands  of  unmerciful  Officers,  arretted  for 
Debt,  which  though  fmall,  I  am  not  able  to  compafs,  by 
reafon  Fm  deftitute  of  Lands,  Mony,  and  Friends,  fo  that 
if  I  fall  into  the  hungry  fwallow  of  the  Prifon,  I  am  like 
utterly  to  perifh,  and  with  Fees  and  Extortions  be  pinch'd 
clean  to  the  Bone :  Now,  if  ever  pity  had  intereft  in  the 
Blood  of  a  Gentleman,  I  befeech  you  vouchfafe  but  to 
favour  that  means  of  my  efcape,  which  I  have  already 
thought  upon. 

Gent.  Go  forward. 

Put.  I  warrant  he  likes  it  rarely. 

Pye.  In  the  plunge  of  my  Extremities,  being  giddy,  and 
doubtful  what  to  do ;  at  laft  it  was  put  in  my  labouring 
thoughts,  to  make  a  happy  ufe  of  this  Paper,  and  to  blear 
their  unlettered  Eyes,  I  told  them  there  was  a  Device  for  a 
Mask  drawn  in'r,  and  that  (  but  for  their  interception  )  I  was 
going  to  a  Gentleman  to  receive  my  reward  for't ;  they  greedy 
at  this  word,  and  hoping  to  make  purchafe  of  me,  offer'd 
their  attendance  to  go  along  with  me,  my  hap  was  to  make 
bold  with  your  Door,  Sir,  which  my  thoughts  fhew'd  me 
the  moft  fatreft  and  comfortabkft  entrance,  and  I  hope  I  have 
happened  right  upon  Underflanding,  and  Pity:  may  it  pleafe 
your  good  Worfhip  then  but  to  uphold  my  Device,  which 
is  to  let  one  of  your  Men  put  me  out  at  a  Back-door,  and 
I  fhall  be  bound  to  your  Worfhip  for  ever. 

Gent.  By  my  troth  an  excellent  Device. 

Put.  An  excellent  Device,  he  fays;  he  likes  it  wonder- 
fully. 

Gent.  A  my  faith,  I  never  heard  a  better. 

Raven,  Hark,  he  fwears  he  never  heard  a  better,  Ser« 
Jeant. 

Pat.  O,  there's  no  talk  on't,  he's  an  excellent  Scholar,  and 
efpecially  for  a  Mask. 

Gent.  Give  me  your  Paper,  your  Device;  I  was  never 
better  pleas'd  in  all  my  Life :  good  Wir,  brave  Wit,  finely 
wrought,  come  in,  Sir,  and  receive  yoir  Mony,  Sir. 

Pye.  I'll  follow  your  good  Worfhip,——— 
You  heard  how  he  lik'd  it  now? 

Put.  Puh,  we  know  he  could  not  chufe  but  like  it  :  go 
thy  ways,  thou  art  a  fine  witty  Fellow  i'faith,  thou  fhalt 
Difcourfe  it  to  us  at  the  Tavern  anon,  wilt  thou  ? 

Pye, 
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Pyem  Ay,  ay,  that  I  will,  —  look,  Serjeants,  here  are 
Maps,  and  pretty  Toys,  be  doing  in  the  mean  time,  I  ftiall 
quickly  have  told  out  the  Mony,  you  know. 

Put.  Go,  go,  little  Villain,  fetch  thy  chink,  I  begin  to 
love  thee,  I'll  be  drunk  to  Night  in  thy  company, 

Pyc.  This  Gentleman  I  may  well  call  a  part 
Of  my  Salvation,  in  thefe  earthly  evils, 
For  he  has  fav'd  me  from  three  hungry  Devils.     [Exit  Pye. 

Put.  Sirrah  Serjeanr,  thefe  Maps  are  pretty  painted  things, 
but  I  could  ne'er  fancy  them  yet,  methinks  they're  too  bu- 
fie,  and  full  of  Circles  and  Conjurations;  they  fay  all  the 
World's  in  one  of  them,  but  I  could  ne'er  find  the  Counter 
in  the  Poultry. 

Rav.  I  think  fo  :  how  could  you  find  it  I  for  you  know 
it  ftands  behind  the  Houfes. 

Dog.  Mafs,  that's  true,  then  we  muft  look  o'th'  back-fide 
for't :  'sfoot  here's  nothing,  all's  bare. 

Rav.  I  warrant  thee  that  ftands  for  the  Counter,  for  you 
know  there's  a  company  of  bare  Fellows  there. 

Put.  Faith  like  enough,  Serjeant,  I  never  mark'd  fo  much 
before.  Sirrah  Serjeanr,  and  Yeoman,  I  mould  love  thefe 
Maps  out  a  cry  now,  if  we  could  fee  Men  peep  out  of  Door 
in  *em,  oh,  we  might  have  'em  in  a  Morning  to  our  Break- 
fafl  fo  finely,  and  ne'er  knock  our  Heels  to  the  ground  a  whole 
Diy  for  'em. 

Rav.  Ay  marry  Sir,  Pd  buy  one  my  felf. 
But  this  talk  is  by  the  way,  where  mall's  Sup  to  Night: 
Five  Pound  receiv'd,  let's  talk  of  that. 
I  have  a  trick  worth  all,  you  two  fhall  bear  him  to  th'  Ta^ 
vern,  whilft  I  go  clofe  with  his  Hoffefs,  and  workout  of  her, 
I  know  (he  would  be  glad  of  the  Sum,  to  finger  Mony;  be- 
caufe  (lie knows  'tis  but  a  defperate  Debt,  and  full  of  hazard : 
what  will  you  fay  if  I  bring  it  to  pafs,  that  the  Hoftefs  fhall 
be  contented  with  one  half  for  all,  and  we  to  (hare  t'other 
fifty  Shillings,  Bullies? 

Put.  Why,  I  would  call  thee  King  of  Serjeants,  and 
thou  fhould'ft  be  Chronicled  in  the  Counter-Book  for 
ever. 

Rav.  Well,  put  it  to  me,  we'll  make  a  Night  on't 
i'fakh. 

G  g  4  j)og. 
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Dog.  'Sfoot,  I  tkink  he  receives  more  Mony,  he  flays  fb 
long. 

Put.  He  tarrys  long  indeed,  may  be,  I  can  tell  you,  up- 
on the  good  liking  one  the  Gentleman  may  prove  more 
bountiful. 

Rav.  That  would  be  rare,  we'll  fearch  him. 

Put.  Nay,  be  fureof  it,  we'Jl  fearch  him,  and  make  hjm 
light  enough. 

Enter  the  Gentleman, 

Rav.  Oh,  here  comes  the  Gentleman,— By  your  leave,Sir. 

Gent.  God  you  god  den  Sirs,  — — .  would  you  fpeak  with 
me? 

Put.  No,  not  with  your  Worfhip,  Sir;  only  we  are  bold 
to  fhy  for  a  Friend  of  ours  that  went  in  with  yourWorihipo 

Gent.  Who?,  not  the  Scholar  ? 

Put.  Yes,  e'en  he,  an  it  pleafe  your  Worfhip. 

Gent.  Did  he  make  you  (lay  for  him?  he  did  you  wrong 
then:  why,  I  can  afTure  you  he's  gone  above  an  Hour  ago. 

Rav.  How,  Sir? 

Gent.  I  paid  him  his  Mony,  and  my  Man  told  me  he  went 
out  at  Back-door. 

Put.  Back-door? 

Gent.  Why,  what's  the  matter? 

Put.  H    was  our  Prifoner,  Sir,  we  did  arreft  him. 

Gent.  What  he  was  not?  you  the  Sheriff's  Officers  ■■  ■  ^ 
you  were  to  blame  then, 

Why  did  not  you  make  known  to  me  as  muchfc 
I  cou'd  have  kept  him  for  you,  I  proteft, 
He  receiv'd  all  of  me  in  Britain  Gold, 
Of  the  laft  Coyning. 

Rav.  Vengeance   dog  him  with't. 

Put.  'Sfoot  has  he  gull'd  us  fo  ? 

Dog.  Where  fhall  we  fup  now,  Serjeants? 

Put.  Sup,  Siman,  now,  eat  Porridge  for  a  Month. 
Well,  we  cannot  impute  it  to  any  lack  of  good  will  in  your 
Worfhip,— -you  did  but  as  another  would  have  done,  'twas 
our  hard  Fortunes  to  mifs  thePurchafe,  but  if  e'er  we  clutch 
him  again,  the  Counter  fhall  charm  him. 

Rav.  The  Hole  fhall  rot  him. 

Dog.  Amen*  [Exeunt. 

Gent.  So, 

Vex 
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Vex  out  your  Lungs  without  Doors,  I  am  proud) 
It  was  my  hap  to  help  him,  it  fell  fit, 
He  went  not  empty  neither  for  his  Wit: 
Alas,,  poor  Wretch,  I  could  not  blame  his  Brain, 
To  labour  his  Delivery,  to  be  free, 
From  their  unpitying  fangs,— —I'm  glad  it  flood 
Within  my  power  to  do  a  Scholar  good,  [Exit. 

Enter  in  the  Prifon,  meeting,  Pye-boord  and  Captain,  Pye- 
boord  coming  in  muffled* 

Capt.  How  now,  who's  that?  what  are  you? 

Pye.  The  fame  that  I  fliould  be,  Captain. 

Capt.  Geore  Pye-boord,  honed  George?   why  cam'ft  thou 
in  half  fac'd,  muffled  fo? 

Pye.  Oh  Captain,  I  thought  we  fliould  ne'er  ha'  laugh'd 
again,  never  fpent  frolick  Hour  again, 

Capt,  Why?  why? 

Pye,  I  coming  to  prepare  thee,  and  with  News 
As  happy  as  thy  quick  Delivery, 
Was  trac'd  out  by  the  fcent,  arrefted,  Captain. 

Capt.  Arrefted,  George? 

Pye,  Arrefted,-  guefs,  guefs,  how  many  Dogs  do  you  think 
I'd  upon  me? 

Capt.  Dogs  ?  I  fay,  I  know  not. 

Pye.  Almoft  as  many  as  George  Stone  the  Bear* 
Three  at  once,  three  at  once. 

Capt.  How  didft  thou  fhake  'em  off  then? 

Pye.  The  time  is  bufie,  and  calls  upon  our  Wits,    let  it 
fuffice, 
Here  I  ftand  fafe,  and  fcap'd  by  Miracle  : 
Some  other  Hour  fhall  tell  thee,  when  we'll  fteep 
Our  Eyes  in  laughter:  Captain,  my  device 
Leans  to  thy  Happinefs,  for  e'er  the  Day 
Be  fpent  to  th'  Girdle,  thou  fhalt  be  free : 
The  Corporal's  in's  firft  fleep,  the  Chain  is  mifs'd, 
Thy  Kin  (man  has  expreft  thee,  and  the  old  Knight 
With  Palfey-hams  now  labours jthy  releafe. 
What  refts,  is  all  in  thee,  to  Conjure,  Captain. 

Capt,  Conjure  ?   'sfoor,  George,  you  know,    the  Devil  a 
conjuring  I  can  conjure. 

Pye,  The  Devil  of  conjuring?   nay  by  my  fay,  Fd  not 
have  thee  do  fo  much,  Captain,  as  the  Devil  a  conjuring; 

look 
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look  here,   I   ha  brought  thee  a  Circle  ready  chara&ere^ 
and  all. 

Cap.  'Sfoor,  George,  art  in  thy  right  Wits,  doft  know 
what  thou  fayft?  why  doft  talk  to  a  Captain  a  conjuring? 
didft  thou  ever  hear  of  a  Captain  conjure  in  thy  Life? 
doft  call't  a  Circle  ?  'tis  too  wide  a  thing,  methinks ; 
had  it  been  a  leffer  Circle,  then  I  knew  what  to  have 
done. 

Pje.  Why  every  Fool  knows  that,  Captain ;  nay  then 
I'll  not  cog  with  you,  Captain,  if  you'll  ftay  and  hang  the 
next  Seflions  you  may. 

Capt.  No,  by  my  Faith,  George,  come,  come,  let's  to 
conjuring. 

Pje.  But  if  you  look  to  be  releafed,  as  my  Wits  have  took 
pain  to  work  it,  and  all  means  wrought  to  farther  it,  befides 
to  put  Crowns  in  your  Purfe,  to  make  you  a  Man  of  better 
hopes,  and  whereas  before  you  were  a  Captain  or  poor  Sol- 
dier, to  make  you  now  a  Commander  of  rich  Fools,  which 
is  truly  the  only  bell:  purchace  Peace  can  allow  you,  fafer 
than  High-ways,  Heath,  or  Cony-groves,  and  yet  a  far  bet- 
ter Booty;  for  your  greateft  Thieves  are  never  hang'd,  ne- 
ver hang'd ;  for  why  ?  they're  wife,  and  cheat  within  Doors; 
and  we  geld  Fools  of  more  Mony  in  one  Night,  than  your 
falfe-tail'd  Gelding  will  purchase  in  a  Twelve-Months  run- 
ning, which  confirms  the  old  Beldams  faying,  He's  wifeft, 
that  keeps  himfelf  warmeft,  that  is,  he  that  robs  by  a  good 
Fire. 

Capt.  Well  opened  i'faith,  George,  thou  h^ft  pull'd  that 
faying  out  of  the  Husk. 

Pje.  Captain  Idle,  'tis  no  time  now  to  delude  or  delay, 
the  old  Knight  will  be  here  fuddenly,  I'll  perfect  you,  di- 
rect you,  tell  you  the  trick  on't:  'tis  nothing. 

Capt.  'Sfoor,  George,  I  know  not  what  to  fay  to't,  con^ 
jure?  I  fhall  be  hang'd  e'er  I  conjure. 

Pje.  Nay,  tell  not  me  of  that,  Captain,  you'll  ne'er  con- 
jure after  you're  hang'd,  I  warrant  you;  look  you.  Sir,  a 
parlous  Matter,  fure,  firft  to  fpread  your  Circle  upon  the 
Ground,  then  with  a  little  conjuring  Ceremony,  as  I'll  have 
an  Hackney-rhan's  Wand  filver'd  o'er  a  purpofe  for  you, 
then  arriving  in  the  Circle,  with  a  huge  Word,  and  a  great 
Trample,  as  for  inftance  have  you  never  feen  a  ftalking, 

ftamping 
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fhmping  Player,  that  will  raife  a  tempeft  with  his  Tongue, 
and  Thunder  with  his  Heels  ? 

Capt.  O  yes,  yes,  yes;  often,  often. 

?ye.  Why  belike  fuch  a  one?  for  any  thing  will  blear 
the  old  Knight's  Eyes;  for  you  muft  note,  that  He'll  ne'er 
dare  to  venture  into  the  Room,  only  perhaps  peep  fear- 
fully through  the  Key-hole,  to  fee  how  the  Play  goes  for- 
ward. 

Capt.  Well,  I  may  go  about  it  when  I  will,  but  mark  the 
end  on't,  I  /hall  but  ihame  my  felf  i'faith,  George*  fpeak 
big  words,  and  ftamp  and  ftare,  and  he  look  in  at  Key-hole, 
why  the  very  thought  of  that  would  make  me  laugh  out- 
right, and  fpoil  all;  nay  I'll  tell  thee,  George*  when  I  ap- 
prehend a  thing  once,  I  am  of  fuch  a  laxative  Laughter, 
that  if  the  Devil  himfelf  flood  by,  I  fhould  laugh  in  his 
Face. 

Pje.  Puh,  thit's  but  the  babe  of  a  Man,  and  may  eafily 
be  hufti'd,  as  to  think  upon  fome  difafter,  fome  fad  Misfor- 
tune, as  the  Death  of  thy  Father  i'th*  Country. 

Capt.  'Sfoor,  that  would  be  the  more  to  drive  me  into 
fuch  an  ecftafie,  that  I  (hould  ne'er  lin  laughing  elfe. 

Pye.  Why  then  think  upon  going  to  hanging. 

Capt.  Mafs  that's  well  remembered,  now  I'll  do  well,  I 
warrant  thee,  ne'er  fear  me  now;  but  how  (hall  I  do,  George, 
for  boifterous  Words,  and  horrible  Names  ? 

Pye.  Puh,  any  fuftian  Invocations,  Captain,  will  ferve  as 
well  as  the  beft,  fo  you  rant  them  out  well,  or  you  may  go 
to  a  Pothecary's  Shop,  and  take  all  the  words  from  the 
Boxes. 

Capt.  Troth,  and  you  fay  true,  George*  there's  ft  range 
words  enow  to  raife  a  hundred  Quack- fal vers,  though  they 
be  ne'er  fo  poor  when  they  begin  ?  but  here  lyes  the  fear 
on't,  how  if  in  this  falfe  Conjuration,  a  true  Devil  fhould 
pop  up  indeed. 

Pye.  4  true  Devil,  Captain  ?  why  there  was  ne'er  fuch  a 
one,  nay  faith  he  that  has  this  place,  is  as  falfe  a  Knave  as 
our  Jail:  Church-warden. 

Capt.  Then  he's  falfe  enough  a  Confcience  i'faith 
George, 

The 
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The  Cry  at  Marfhalfea.     Enter  Sir  Godfrey,  Mr.  Edmond, 

and  Nicholas. 

Cry  Prifoners.  Good  Gentlemen  over  the  way,  fend  your 
relief: 
Good  Gentlemen  over  the  way, Good,  Sir  Godfrey  ? 

Pye.  He's  come,  he's  come. 

Nick*  Mailer,  thac's  my  Kinfman  yonder  in  the  Buff- 
Jerkin — ■  Kinfman,  that's  my  Mafter  yonder  i'th  Taffaty 

Hat pray  falute  him  intirely. 

[They  Jaime;  and  Pye-boord /alms Mafter  Edmond!. 

Sir  God,  Now  my  Friend. 

Pye.  May  I  partake  your  Name,  Sir? 

Edm.  My  Name  is  Mafter  Edmond. 

Pye.  Mafter  Edmond^ are  you  not  a  Weljbman,  Sir  ? 

Edm.  A  Welshman?  why? 

Pye.  Becaufe  Mafter  is  your  Chriften  Name,  and  Ed- 
mond your  Sir-name. 

Edm.  O  no :  I  have  more  names  at  home,  Mafter  Ed~ 
mond  Plus  is  my  full  Name  at  length. 

Pye.  O  cry  you  mercy,  Sir  ?  [Whifpcring* 

Capt.  I  underftand  that  you  are  my  Kinfman's  good  Ma- 
fter, and  in  regard  of  that,  the  beft  of  my  Skill  is  at  your 
Service ;  but  had  you  fortun'd  a  meer  Stranger,  and  made 
no  means  to  me  by  acquaintance,  I  fliould  have  utterly  de- 
nied to  have  been  the  Man  ;  both  by  reafon  of  the  Acl: 
of  Parliament  againft  Conjurers  and  Witches,  as  alfo,  be- 
caufe I  would  not  have  my  Art  vulgar,  trite,  and  com- 
mon. 

Sir  God.  I  much  commend  your  care  there,  good  Cap- 
tain Conjurer,  and  that  I  will  be  fure  to  have  it  private 
enough,  you  mail  do't  in  my  Sifter's  Houfe,— — mine  own 
Houfe  I  may  call  it,  for  both  our  charges  therein  are  pro- 
portion'd. 

Capt.  Very  good,  Sir, — what  may  I  call  your  lofs,  Sir? 

€ir  God.  6  you  may  call't  a  great  Lofs,  a  grievous  Lofr, 
Sir,  as  goodly  a  Chain  of  Gold,  though  I  fay  it,  that  wore 
it;  how  fay'ft  thou,  Nicholas? 

Nich.  O  'twas  as  delicious  a  Chain  of  Gold,  Kinfman,  you 
know- 

Sir  God.  You  know,  did  you  know't,  Captain  ? 

Capt. 
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Capt.  Truft  a  Fool  with  fecrcts? Sir,  he  may  fay  I 

know ;  his  meaning  is,  becaufe  my  Art  is  fuch,  that  by  it  I 
inay  gather  a  knowledge  of  all  Things- 

Sir  God.  Ay,  very  true. 

Capt.  A  pox  of  all  Fools- the  excufe  ftuck  upon  my 

Tongue  like  Ship-pitch  upon  a  Mariner's  (Sown,  not  to  come 

off  in  hafte ber-lady,  Knight,  to  lofe  fuch  a  fair  Chain 

of  Gold,  were  a  foul  Lofs ;  Well,  I  can  put  you  in  this  good 
comfort  on't,  if  it  be  between  Heav'n  and  Earth,  Knight, 
I'll  ha't  for  you. 

&>  God.  A  wonderful  Conjurer,—  O  I,  'tis  between 
Heav'n  and  Earth,  I  warrant  you,  it  cannot  go  out  of  the 
Realm, 1  know  'tis  fome  where  about  the  Earth. 

Capt.  Ay,  nigher  the  Earth  than  thou  wot'ft  on. 

Sir  God.  For  firft,  my  Chain  was  rich,  and  no  rich  thing 
ihall  enter  into  Heav'n,  you  know. 

Nich.  And  as  for  the  Devil,  Mafter,  he  has  no  need  on't, 
for  you  know  he  has  a  great  Chain  of  his  own. 

Sir  God.  Thou  fay'ft  true,  Nicholas,  but  he  has  put  off 
that  now,  that  lyes  by  him. 

Capt.  Faith,  Knight,  in  few  words,  I  prefume  fo  much 
upon  the  Power  of  my  Art,  that  I  could  warrant  your  Chain 
again. 

Sir  God.  O  dainty  Captain  I 

Capt.  Marry,  it  will  coft  me  much  fweat,  I  were  better 
go  to  fixteen  Hot-houfes. 

Sir  God.  Ay,  good  Man,  I  warrant  thee. 

Capt.  Befide  great  Vexation  of  Kidney  and  Liver. 

Nich.  O,  'twill  tickle  you  hereabouts,  Coufin,  becaufe 
you  have  not  been  us'd  to't. 

Sir  God.  No  ?  have  you  not  been  us'd  to't,  Captain  ? 

Capt.  Plague  of  all  Fools  ftill  ;—-indeedy  Knight,  I  have 
not  us'd  it  a  good  while,  and  therefore  'twill  ftrain  me  fo 
much  the  more,  you  know. 

Sir  God.  O  it  wil*,  it  will. 

Capt.  What  plunges  he  puts  me  to?  Were  not  this  Knight 
a  Fool,  I  had  been  twice  fpoil'd  now ;  that  Captain's  worfe 
than  accurft  that  has  an  Afs  to  his  Kinfrnan,  'sfoot,  I  fear 

he  will  drivel't  out  before  I  come  to't. Now,  Sir,— 

to  come  to  the  point  indeed, you  fee  I  flick  here  in 

the  jaw  of  the  Marjhalfca,  and  cannot  do't. 

Sir 
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Sir  God.  Tut,  tut,   I  know  thy  meaning,   thou  wouldft 
fay  thou'rt  a  Prifoner,  I  tell  thee  thou'rt  none. 

Copt.  How,  none?  why  is  not  this  the  Marfoalfea? 

Sir  God.  Will't  hear  mefpeak?  I  heard  of  thy  rare  Con- 
juring: 

My  Chain  was  loft,  I  fweat  for  thy  Releafe, 
As  thou  (halt  do  the  like  at  home  for  raer 
Keeper. 

Enter  Keeper* 

Keep.  Sir. 

Sir  God.  Speak,  is  not  this  Man  free  ? 

Keep.  Yes,  at  his  Pleafure,  Sir,  the  Fees  difcharg'd. 

Sir  God.  Go,  go,  I'll  difcharge  them,  I. 

Keep.  I  thank  your  Worfhip.  [Exit  Keeper. 

Capt.  Now,  truft  me,  you're  a  dear  Knight;  kindnefs  un- 
expected !  O  there's  nothing  to  a  free  Gentleman,- 
I  will  conjure  for  you,  Sir,  'till  Froth  come   through  my 
Buff-Jerkin. 

Sir  God.  Nay,  then  thou  fhalt  not  pafs  with  fo  little  a 
Bounty,  for  at  the  firft  fight  of  my  Chain  again,  .forty 

five  Angels  {hall  appear  unto  thee. 

Capt.  'Twill  be  a  glorious  fhow,  i'faith,  Knight,  a  very 
fine  (how;  but  are  all  thefe  of  your  own  Houfe?  areyoufure 
of  that,   Sir? 

Sir  God.  Ay,  ay ;  no,  no ;  what's  he  yonder  talking  with 
my  wild  Nephew,  pray  Heav'n  he  give  him  good  CounfeL 

Capt.  Who,  he?  he's  a  rare  Friend  of  mine,  an  admirable 
Fellow,  Knieht,  the  fined:  Fortune-teller. 

Sir  God.  O!  'tis  he  indeed,  that  came  to  my  Lady  Si- 
fter, and  foretold  the  lofs  of  my  Chain ;  I  am  not  angry 
with  him  now,  for  I  fee  'twas  my  Fortune  to  lofe  it:  By 
your  leave,  Mr.  Fortune-teller,  I  had  a  glimpfe  of  you  at 
home,  at  my  Sifter's  the  Widow's,  there  ynu  prophefied  of 

the  lofs  of  a  Chain : fimply,  though  I  ftand  here,  I  was 

he  that  loft  it. 

Pje.  Was  it  you,  Sir  ? 

Edm.  A  my  troth,  Nuncle,  he's  the  rareft  Fellow,  has 
told  me  my  Fortune  fo  right ;  I  find  it  fo  right  to  my  na- 
ture. 

Sir  God.  What  is't?  God  fend  it  a  good  one. 

Edm. 
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Edm.  O,  'tis  a  pafling  good  one,  Nuncle ;  for  he  fays  I 
fliall  prove  fuch  an  excellent  Gamefter  in  my  time,  that  I 
fliall  fpend  all  fafter  than  my  Father  got  it. 
Sir  God.  There's  a  Fortune  indeed. 
Edm.  Nay,  it  hits  my  humor  fo  pat. 
.  Sir  God.  Ay,  that  will  be  the  end  on't;    will  the  Curfe 
of  the  Beggar  prevail  fo  much,  that  the  Son  (hall  confume 
that  fooliftily,  which  the  Father  got  craftily;   ay,  ay,  ay; 
'twill,  'twill,  'twill. 
Pye.  Stay,  ftay,  flay. 

[_Pye-boord  with  an  Almanack^  and  the  Captain. 
Capt.  Turn  over,  George. 

Py*>  Jane,  July;   here,  July,  that's  the  Month,  Sunday 
thirteen,  Yefterday  fourteen,  to  Day  fifteen. 

Capt.  Lock  quickly  for  the  fifteenth  Day, if  within 

the  compafs  of  thefe  two  Days  there  would  be  fome  boifte- 
rous  Storm  or,  other,  it  would  be  the  beft,   I'd  defer  him 
off  'till  then;  fome  Tempeft,  and  it  be  thy  will. 
Pye.  Mere's  the  fifteenth  Day,    ■        hot  and  fair. 
Capt.  Puh,  would  t'ad  been,  hot  and  foul. 
Pye.  The  fixteenth  Day,  that's  to  morrow;  the  Morning 
for  the  moft  part,  fair  and  pleafant. 
Capt.  No  luck. 

Pye.  But  about  high- noon,  Lightning  and  Thunder. 
Capt.  Lightning  and  Thunder?   admirable!    beft  of  all  f 
I'll  conjure  to  morrow  juft  at  high-noon,  George. 

Pye.  Happen  but  true  to  morrow,  Almanack,  and  I'll  give 
thee  leave  to  lye  all  the  Year  after. 

Capt.  Sir,  I  muft  crave  your  Patience,  to  beftow  this 

Day  upon  me,  that  I  may  furnifti  my  (elf  ftrongly, 1 

fent  a  Spirit  into  Lancajbire  t'other  Day,  to  fetch  back  a 

Knave-Drover,  and  I  look  for  his  return  this  Evening to 

morrow  Morning,   my  Friend  here  and  I  will  come  and 
breakfafl  with  you. 

Sir  God.  O,  you  (hall  be  moft  welcome. 
Capt.  And  about  noon,  without  fail,  I  purpofe  to  conjure. 
Sir  God.  Mid*noon  will  be  a  fit  time  for  you. 
Edm.  Conjuring?  do  you  mean  to  conjure  at  our  Houfe 
to  morrow,  Sir  ? 
Capt.  Marry  do  I,  Sir;  'tis  my  intent,  young  Gentleman. 

Edm. 
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Edm.  By  my  troth*  I'll  love  you  while  Hive  forte  O 
rare!  Nicholas,  we  fhall  have  Conjuring  to  morrow. 

Nich.  Puh  I,  I  could  ha  told  you  of  that. 

Capt.  Law,  he  could  ha  told  him  of  that,  Fool;  Cox- 
Comb,  could  ye? 

Edm.  Do  you  hear  me,  Sir,  I  defire  more  acquaintance 
on  you,  you  fhall  earn  fome  Monyof  me,  now  I  know  you 
can  Conjure;  but  can  you  fetch  any  that  is  loft? 

Capt.  Oh,  any  thing  that's  loft. 

Edm.  Why  look  you,  Sir,  I  tell't  you  as  a  Friend  and  a 
Conjurer;  I  fhould  marry  a  Pothecary's  Daughter,  and  'twas 
told  me,  flie  loft  her  Maiden-head  at  Stony  Stratford:  Now 
if  you'll  do  but  fo  much  as  Conjure  for'tj  and  make  all 
whole  again — *■ 

Capt.  That  I  will,  Sir. 

Edm.  By  my  troth  I  thank  you,  la. 

Capu  A  little  merry  with  your  Sifter's  Son,  Sir. 

Sir  God.  Oh,  a  fimple  young  Man,  very  fimple;  come 
Captain,  and  you,  Sir;  we'll  e'en  part  with  a  Gallon  of 
Wine  'till  to  morrow  Break-faft. 

Tip.  Capt.  Troth,  agreed,  Sir. 

Nich.  Kinfman -Scholar. 

Pye.  Why  now  thou  art  a  good  Knave,  worth  a  hundred 
Brownifts. 

Nich.  Am  I  indeed,  la ;  I  thank  you  heartily,  la.  \Exe. 


ACT    IV. 

Enter  Moll,  and  Sir  John  Penny-Dub. 

MT)UT  I  hope  you  will  not  ferve  a  Knight  fo,  Gen^ 
D  tlewoman,  will  you  ?  to  caftieer  him,  and  caft 
him  off  at  your  Pleafure ;  what  do  you  think  I  was  dubb'd 
for  nothing,  no  by  my  Faith,  Lady's  Daughter. 

Moll.  Pray  Sir  John  Penny-Dub,  let  it  be  defer'd  a-while, 
I  have  a  Heart  to  marry  as  you  can  have ;  but  as  the  For* 
tune-teller  told  me. 

Dnb.  Pax  o'th'  Fortune-teller,  would  Derrick  had  been 
his  Fortune  feven  Year  ago,  to  crofs  my  Love  thus;  did  he 

know 
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know  what  cafe  I  was  in  ?  why  this  is  able  to  make  a  Man 
drown  himfelf  in's  Father's  FinVPond. 

Moll.    And  then  he  told  me  moreover,   Sir  John,   that 
the  Breach  of  it  kept  my  Father  in  Purgatory. 

Dnb.   In   Purgatory  ?    why  let  him  purge  out  his  Heart 
there,  what    have  we  to  do  with  that?   there's  Phyh'cians 
enow  there  to  call:  his  Water,  is  that   any   Matter  to  us  * 
how  can  he  hinder  our  Love  ?  why  Jet  him  be  hang'd  now 
he's  dead?  —  Well,  have  I  rid  Poft  Day  and  Night,    to 
bring  you  merry  News  of  my  Father's  Death,  and  now  — - 
Moll.  Thy  Father's  Death  ?  is  the  old  Farmer  dead  ?    , 
Bub.  As  dead  as  his  Bjm-Door,  MolL 
Moll.  And  you'll  keep  your  Word  with  me  now,  Sir 
John,  that  I  ihall  have  my  Coach  and  my  Coachman  ? 
Dftb.  Ay  faith. 

Moll.   And  two   white   Horfes  with  black  Feathers  to 
draw  it  ? 
Dtib.  Too. 

Moll.  A  guarded  Lackey  to  run  befor'r,   and  py'd  Li- 
veries to  come  trafhing  after't. 
Bub.  Thou  ftnlt,  MolL 

Moll.  And  t)   let  me  have  Mony   in  my  Purfe  to  go 
whither  I  will. 
Dub.  All  thir. 

Moll.  Then  come,  whatfoe'er  comes  on't,  we'll  be  made 
Aire  together  before  the  Maids  o'th'  Kitchen.  [Exit* 

Enter  Widow,  Frances  and  Frailty. 
Wid.  How  now  *  where's  my  Brother  Sir  Godfrey  ?  went 
he  forth  this  Morning  ? 

Frail.  O  no  Madam,  he's  above  at  Brcakfaft,  with  Sir 
Reverence  a  Conjurer. 

Wid.  A  Conjurer  ?  what  manner  of  Fellow  is  he  ? 
Frail.    Oh,    a   wondrous  rare    Fellow,   Miftrefc,    very 
ftrongly  made  upward,  for  he  goes  in  a  Buff-Jerkin  ;  he 
jfays  he  will  fetch  Sir  Godfreys  Chain  again,  if  it  hang  be- 
tween Heaven  and  Earth. 

Wtd.  What !  he  will  not  ?  then  he's  an  exlent  Fellow  I 
warrant;  how  happy  were  that  Woman  to  be  bleft  with 
fuch  a  Husband,  a  Man  cunning  ?  how  do's  he  look,  Frail- 
ty ?  very  fwartly  I  warrant,  with  black  Beard,  fcorcht 
Cheeks,  and  fmoaky  Eye-br6ws. 

Vol.  VI.  H  h  Frail. 
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Frail.  Foh  ■  he's  neither  fmoak-dryed,  nor  fcorcht* 

nor  black,  nor  nothing,  I  tell  you,  Madam,  he  looks  as 
fair  to  fee  to  as  one  of  us ;  I  do  think,  but  if  you  fawhim 
once,  you'd  take  him  to  be  a  Chriftian. 

Fran.  So  fair*  and  yet  fo  cunning,  that's  to  be  wondred 
ar,  Mother. 

Enter  Sir  Oliver  Muckhill,  and  Sir  Andrew  TipftafFe. 

Muck?  Biefs  you,  fweet  Lady, 

Tip.  And  you,  fair  Miftrefs.  \Exit  Frailty* 

Wid.  Coades,  what  do  you  mean.  Gentlemen?  Fie,  did 
I  not  give  you  your  Anfwers  ? 

Muck.  Sweet  Lady  ? 

Wid.  Well,  I  will  not  flick  with  you  for  a  Kifs; 
Daughter,  kifs  the  Gentleman  for  once. 

Fran.  Yes  Forfooth. 

Tip.  I'm  proud  of  fuch  a  Favour.  ^dl  ^ 

Wid.  Truly  la,  Sir  Oliver,  you're  much  too  blame  to  come 
again  when  you  know  my  Mind  fowell  delivered  — —  as  a 
Widow  could  deliver  a  thing. 

Muck.  But  I  expect  a  farther  Comfort,  Lady. 

Wid.  Why  la  you  now,  did  I  not  defire  you  to  put  off 
your  Suit  quite  and  clean  when  you  came  to  me  again  \ 
how  fay  you  ?  did  I  not  ? 

Muck*  But  the  fincere  Love  which  my  Heart  bears  to 

you  

Wid,  Go  to,  HI  cut  you  oft:  and  Sir  Oliver  to  put  you 
in  Comfort,  afar  off,  my  Fortune  is  read  me,  I  muft  marry 
again. 

Muckz  O  bleft  Fortune  ! 

Wid.  But  not  as  long  as  I  can  chufe;  nay,  I'll  hold  out 
well.  J-, 

Enter  Frailty. 

Frail  O  Madam,  Madam. 

W$d.  How  now  ?  what's  the  hafte?  [In  her  Ear. 

Tip.  Faith,  Miftrefs  Frances,  I'll  maintain  you  gallantly, 
I'll  bring  you  to  Court,  wean  you  among  the  fair  Society 
of  Ladies  poor  Kinfwcmen  of  mine  in  Cloth  of  Silver,  be- 
fide  you  (lull  hive  your  Monkey,  your  Parrot,  your  Muf- 
kat,  and  your  Pifs,  Pifs,  Pifs.  .     . 

Fran.  It  will  do  very  we]J« 

"  im 
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Wid.  What,  do's  he  mean  to  Conjure  here  then  ?  how 

(hall  I  do  to  be  rid  of  thefe  Knights, pleafe  you, 

Gentlemen,  to  walk  a  while  i'th'  Garden,  to  gather  a  Pink, 
or  a  Gilly-fbwer. 

Both.  With  all  our  Hearts,  Lady,  and  count  us  fa- 
veur'd.  ^Exeunt. 

Sir  God.  -within.~\  Step  in,  Nicholas,  look,  is  the  Coaft 
clear  t 

Mcb.  Oh,  as  clear  as  a  Carter's  Eye,  Sir. 

Sir  God.  Then  enter  Captain  Conjurer ;  — — .  now 
how  like  you  our  Room,  Sir  ? 

Enter  Sir  Godfrey,   Captain,  Pye-boord,  Edmond* 

and  Nicholas. 

Cap.  O  wonderful  convenient. 

Edm.  I  can  tell  you,  Captain,  fimply  though  it  lies 
here,  'tis  the  faireft  Room  in  my  Mother's  Houfe,  as  dain- 
ty a  room  to  Conjure  in,  methinks,  ■  why  you  may 
bid,  I  cannot  tell  how  many  Devils  welcome  in't >  my  Fa- 
ther has  had  twenty  in't  at  once  ! 

Pje.  What,  Devils  ? 

Edm.  Devils,  no  Deputies,  and  the  wealthieft  Men  he 
could  get. 

Sir  God.  Nay,  put  by  your  Chats  now,  fall  to  your  Bu- 
finefs  roundly,  the  Fefcue  of  the  Dial  is  upon  the  Chrif- 
crofs  of  Noon  ;  but  oh,  hear  me,  Captain,  a  qualm  comes 
o'er  my  Stomach. 

Cap.  Why,  what's  the  Matter,  Sir  ? 

Sir  God.   Oh,  how  if  the  Devil  mould  prove  a  Knave 
and  tear  the  Hangings. 

Cap.  Fuh,  I  warrant  you,  Sir  Godfrey. 

Edm.  Ay,  Nunkle,  or  fpit  Fire  upo'th*  Sealing. 

Sir  God.  Very  true  too,  for  'tis  but  thin  Plaiftered,  and 
'twill  quickly  take  hold  a*  the  Laths ;  and  if  he  chance 
to  fpit  downward  too,  he  will  burn  all  the  Boards. 

Cap.  My  Life  for  yours,  Sir  Godfrey. 

Sir  God.  My  Sifter  is  very  curious  and  dainty  o'er  this 
Room,  I  can  tell  you,  and  therefore  if  he  muft  needs  fpit, 
I  pray  defire  him  to  fpit  i'th*  Chimney. 

Pye.  Why,  affureyou,  Sir  Godfrey,  he  mall  not  be  brought 
up  with  fo  little  Manners,    to    fpit  and  {pawl  aW  floor. 

Hh  1  Sir 
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Sir  God.  Why  I  thank  you,  good   Captain,  pray  have  a 

care  I, -  fall  to  your  Circle,  we'll  not  trouble  you  I 

warrant  you,  come,  we'll  into  the  next  room,  and  becaufe 
we'll  be  fure  to  keep  him  out  there,  we'll  bar  up  the  Door 
with  fome  of  the  Godlies  Zealous  Works. 

Edm.  That  will  be  a  fine  Device,  N uncle ;  and  becaufe 
the  ground  (hall  be  as  holy  as  the  Dcor,  I'll  tear  two  or 
three  Rofaries  in  pieces,  and  ftrew  the  Pieces  about  the 
Chamber;  Oh!  the  Devil  already.        [Runs  in.  Thunders. 

Pye.  'Sfoot,  Captain,  fpeak  fomewhat  for  fhame ;  it  Ligh- 
tens and  Thunders  before  thou  wilt  begin,  why  when  \ 

Cap.    Pray   Peace,   George,  - thou*Jt   make   me 

laugh  anon,  and  fpoil  all. 

Pye.  Oh,  now  it  begins  again;  now,  now,  now!  Captain. 

Cap.    Rhumbos-ragdayon,   pur,    pur,    colucundrion,    Hois- 

Polis.  1     j     •    l_l 

Sir  God.  through  the  Keyhole,  within^  Oh  admirable  Con- 
jurer !  has  fetcht  Thunder  already. 

Pye.  Hark,  hark,  again  Captain. 

Cap.  Benjamino,  ga/pois-kay-gojgothoteron-umbrois. 

Sir  God.  Oh,  I  would  the  Devil  would  come  away  quick- 
ly, he  has  no  Confcience  to  put  a  Man  to  fuch  Pain. 

Pye.  Again. 

Cap.  Flowjie  ka^opumpos-dragone-leUomenos -hodgepodge. 

Pye.  Well  faid,  Captain. 

Sir  God.  So  long  a  coming  ?  O  would  I  had  ne'er  be- 
gun't  now,  for  I  fear  me  thefe  roaring  Tempefts  will  de- 
ftroy  all  the  Fruits  of  the  Earth,  and  tread  upon  my  Corn 
. oh,  i'th*  Country. 

Cap.  Gog  de  gog>   hobgoblin,    hunch**  howjlow,   hockey  te 

coome  park.      , 

IVid.  O  Brother,  Brother,  what  a  Temper's  i'ch*  Garden, 
fure  there's  fome  Conjuration  abroad. 

Sir  God.  3Tjs  at  home,  Sifter. 

Pye.  By  and  by  I'll  ftep  in,  Captain. 

Cap.  Nunck^Nunck^Rip-Gafcoines,  Ips>  Drip-Dropite. 

Sir  God.  He  drips  and  drops,  poor  Man  ;  alas,  alas. 

Pye.  Now,  I  come. 

Cap.  O  Sulphure  Sootface. 

Pye.  Arch-Conj'irer,  what  wpuld'ft  thou  with  ftie? 

Sir 
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Sir  God.  O,  the  Devil,  Sifter,  i'th'  Dining-Chamber  > 
fing,  Sifter,  I  warrant  you  that  will  keep  him  out ;  quick- 
ly, quickly.  [Goes  in. 

Pye.  So,  fo,  fo  ;  I'll  releafe  thee;  enough  Captain,  e- 
nough  ;  allow  us  fome  time  to  laugh  a  little,  they're  ftiud- 
dering  and  (baking  by  this  time,  as  if  an  Earthquake  were 
in  their  Kidneys. 

Cap.  Sirrah  George,  how  was'r,  how  was't  ?  did  I  do't 
well  enough  ? 

Pye.  Woult  believe  me,  Captain,  better  than  any  Con- 
jurer, for  here  was  no  harm  in  this;  and  yet  their  horri- 
ble expectation  fatisfied  well,  you  were  much  beholding  to 
Thunder  and  Lightning  at  this  time,  it  grac'd  you  well, 
1  can   tell  you. 

Cap.  T  muft  needs  fay  fo9  George^  Sirrah  if  we  could  ha' 
convey Jd  hither  cleanly  a  Cracker,  or  a  Fire-wheel,  t'&d 
been  admirable. 

Pye.  Blurt,  biurr,  there's  nothing  remains  to  put  thee  to 
pain  now,  Captain. 

Cap,  Pain  ?  I  proteft,  George,  my  Heels  are  forer  than 
a  Whifon  Morris-dancer's. 

Pye.    All's  paft  now,  •  only  to  reveal  that  the 

Chain's  i'th'  Garden,  where,  thou  know'ft,  it  has  lain  thefe 
two  Days. 

Cap.  But  I  fear,  that  Fox  Nicholas  has  reveaFd  it  al- 
ready, 

Pje.  Fear  not,  Captain,  you  muft  put  to  it  th'  venture 
now  :  Nayftis  time,  call  upon  'em,  take  pity  on  'em,  for  I 
believe  fome  of  'em  are  in  a  pitiful  Cafe  by  this  time. 

Cap.  Sir  Godfrey,    Nicholas,    Kmfrnan,    « ~  'sfoot 

they're  fa  ft  at  it  ft  ill ;  George,  Sir  Godfrey  I 

x  Sir  God.  Oh,   is  that  the  Devil's  Voice  ?  how  comes  he 

to  know  my  Name  ? 

Cap.  Fear  not,  Sir  Godfrey,  all's  quieted. 

Sir  God.  What,  is  he  laid  ? 

Cap.  Laid ;  and  has  newly  dropt 
Your  Chain  i'th'  Garden. 

Sir  God.  Fth  Garden  !  in  our  Garden  ? 

Cap.  Your  Garden. 

Sir  God.  O  fweet  Conjurer!  whereabouts  there  \ 

Gap.  Look  well  about  a  Bank  of  Rofemary* 

H  h  $  Sir- 
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Sir  God.  Sifter,  theRofemary-bank,  come,  come;  there's 
my  Chain,  he  fays. 

Wtd.  Oh,  happinefs  !  run,  run.  [Suppofeth  to  go. 

Edm.  Captain  Conjurer  ?  [Edm.  at  keyhole. 

Cap.  Who  ?  Mafter  Edmond  f 

Edm.  Ay,  Mafter  Edmond ;  may  I  come  in  fafcly  with- 
out Danger,  think  you  I 

Cap.  Puh,  long  ago,  it  is  all  as  'twas  at  fiift  ; 
Fear  nothing,  pray  come  near,  how  now,  Man  ? 

Edm.  Oh!  this  Room's  mightily  hot  i'faith;  'slid,  my 
£hirt  flicks  to  my  Belly  already  ;  what  a  fteam  the  Rogue 
has  left  behind  him  f  Foh,  this  room  muft  be  air'd,  Gen- 
tlemen, it  fmells  horribly  of  Brimftone,  ■ —  let's  open 

the  Windows. 

Pye.  Faith,  Mafter  Edmond^  'tis  but  your  Conceit. 

Edm.  I  would  you  could  make  me  believe  that,  i'faith, 
who  do  you  think  I  cannot  fmellhis  Savour,  from  another; 
yet  I  take  it  kindly  from  you,  becaufe  you  would  not  put 
me  in  a  Fear,  i'faith  \  a  my  Troth  I  mail  love  you  for  this 
the  longed  Day  of  my  Life. 

Cap.  Puh,  'tis  nothing,  Sir,  love  me  when  you  fee 
more. 

Edm.  Mafs,  now  remember,  I'll  look  whether  he  has 
findgcd  the  Hangings,  or  no. 

Pye.  Captain,  to  entertain  a  little  fport  till  they  come  ; 
make  him  believe,  you'll  charm  him  invifible,  he's  apt  to 
admire  any  thing,  you  fee,  let  me  alone  to  give  force 
Jo't. 

Cap.  Go,  retire  to  yonder  end  then. 

Edm.  I  proteft  you  are  a  rare  Fellow,  are  you  not  f 

Cap.  O  Mafter  Edmond>  you  know  but  the  leaft  part  of 
me  yet ;  why  now  at  this  Inftant  I  could  flourifh  my  Wand 
thrice  o'er  your  Head,  and  charm  you  invifible. 

Edm.  What  you  could  not  ?  make  me  walk  invifible 
Man  I  I  fhould  laugh  at  that  i'faith;  troth  I'll  requite  your 
Kindnefs  ;  an  you'll  do't,  good  Captain  Conjurer. 

Cap.  Nay,  I  fhould  hardly  deny  you  fuch  a  fmall  kind- 
nefs, Mafter  Edmond  Pluh  why,  look  you,  Sir,  'tis  no  more 
bur  this,  and  thus  agen,  and  now  y'are  invifible. 
$dffi*  Am  I  faith  i  who  would  think  it  ? 

Cap. 
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Cap:  You  fee  the  Fortune-teller  yonder  at  farther  end 
o'trT  Chamber,  go  toward  him,  do  what  you  will  with  him, 
he  (hall  ne'er  find  you. 

Edm.  Say  you  To,  I'll  try  that  i'faith  —  Unfiles  him. 

Pye.  Hoe  now  Captain  ?  who's  that  juftled  me  / 

Cap.   Juftled  you  I  I  faw  no  body. 

Edm.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  fay  'twas  a  Spirit,  ■ 

Cap.  Shall  I  ?   may  be  fbme  Spirit  that  haunt 

the  Circle, 

Pje.  O  my  Nofe,  agen,  pray  conjure  then,  Captain, 

[Pulls  him  by  the  Nofe. 

Edm.  Troth  this  is  exlenr,  I  may  do  any  Knavery  now 
and  never  be  feen,  — —  and  now  I  remember  me,  Sir  Godfrey 
my  Uncle  abus'd  me  t'other  day,  and  told  Tales  of  me  to 

my  Mother Troth  now  Im  invifible,  Ml  hit  him 

a  round  whirrit  a'th'ear,  when  he  comes  out  a'th'garder,  — <• 
I  may  be  reveng'd  on  him  now  finely. 

Enter  Sir  Godfrey,   Widoivy  Frances,   Nicholas 
with  the  Chain. 

Sir  God.  I  have  my  Chain  again,  my  Chain's  found 
again.  [Edmond  ftrikfs  him. 

0  fweet  Captain,  O  admirable  Conjurer. 
O,  what  mean  you  by  thar,   Nephew  ? 

Edm.  Nephew  f  I  hope  you  do  not  know  me,  Uncle  ? 

Wtd.  Why  did  you  ftrike  your  Uncle,  Son  ? 

Edm.  Why,  Captain,  am  I  not  invifible  ? 

Cap.  A  good  j eft,  George^ not  now  you  are  not.  Sir, 

Why  did  not  you  fee  me,  when  I  did  uncharm  you  ? 

Edm.  Not  I,  by  my  troih,  Captain  ; 
Then  pray  you  pardon  me,  Uncle, 

1  thought  I'd  been  invifible  when  I  (truck  you. 

Sir  God.  So,  you  would  do't?  go,  — -  you're  afoolifti  Boy, 
And  were  I  not  o'ercome  with  greater  Joy, 
I'd  make  you  tafte  Correction. 

Edm.  Correction,  pufh  no,  neither  you  nor  my 

Mother,  fhail  think  to  whip  me  as  you  have  done. 

Sir  God.  Captain,  my  joy  is  fuch,  I  know  not  how  to 
thank  you,  let  me  embrace  you,  O  my  fwe-^t  Chain,  glad- 
nefs  e'en  makes  me  giddy,  rare  Man  ;  'twas  juiT:  iJth*  Rofe- 

mary-bank,  as  if  one  fhould  ha  laid  it  there, O  cunning, 

cunning  J 
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XVid.  Well,  feeing  my  Fortune  tells  me  I  mufl  marry  ; 
let  me  marry  a  Man  of  Wit,  a  Man  of  Parts.,  here's  a  wor- 
thy Captain,  and  'tis  a  fine  Title  truly  la  to  be  a  Captain's 
Wife,  a  Captain's  Wife,  it  goes  very  finely,  befide  all  the 
World  knows  that  a  worthy  Captain  is  a  fit  Companion  to 
any  Lord,  then  why  not  a  iweet  Bed-fellow    for  any  La- 

dy,  ■  Pll  have  it  fo  > 

Enter  Frailty. 
FrdiL  O  Miftrcfs,   Gentlemen,  there's  the  braveft  Sight 
com;ng  along  this  way. 
WuL  What  brave  Sight  I 

FraiL  Q,  one  going  to  burying,  and  another  going  to 
Hanging. 

Widi  A  rueful  Sight. 

Pyex  'Sfoor,  Captain,  I'll  pawn  my   Life  the  Corporal's 
CoffiVd,  and  old  S'Kirmijh  the  Sold scr  going  to  Execution,  • 
and  'tis  now  about  the  time  of  his  waking  ;  hold  out  a  lit— 
le  longer,  fleepy  Potion,  and  we  (hall  have?  exlent  Admira- 
tion ;  for  Til  take  upon  me  the  Cure  of  him. 

Enter  the  Coffin  of  the  Corporal,  the  Soldier  bound,  and 

Ud  by  Officer  s>  the  Sheriff  there. 
Frail.  O  here  they  come,  here  they  come  I 
Pye.   Now  muft  I  clofe  fecretly  with  the  Soldier,  pre- 
vent his  impatience,  or  t\(e  all's  discovered. 

Wid.   O  lamentable    feeing,    thefe  were   thcfe  Brother^ 
that  fought  and  bled  before  cur  door* 
Sir  God.  What,  they  were  not,  Sifter  ? 
Skir.  George,  look  to'r,  I'll  peach  at  Tibnm  e!fe. 

Pye.  Mum-         Gentles  al',  vouchfafe  me  'Audience*, 

and  you  efpecially,  Matter  Sheriff  : 

Yon  Man  is  bound  to  Execution, 

Becaufe  he  wounded  this  that  now  lyes  cofin'-d. 

Sher.  True,  true,  he  ill  all  have  the  Law,  -  and 

I  know  the  Law. 

Pye.  Bnt  under  Favour,  Mafler  Sheriff,  if  this  Man  had 
been  cur'd  anel  fafe  again,  he  mould  have  been  released 
I  hen  I 

Sher.  Why,  make  you  Queftion  of  thar5  Sir  ? 
Pye.  Then  I   releafe  him  freely,   znd  will  take  upon  me 
the  Death  that  he    fhould  die,  if  within  a   little  Seafon  I 
do  not  cure  him  to  his  proper  Health  againc 

Sher. 
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Sher.  How,  Sir  I  recover  a  dead  Man  ? 
That  were  moft  ftrange  of  all.  [Frances  comes  to  him, 

Fran.  Sweet  Sir,  1  love  you  dearly,  and  could  wifh  my 
bed  part  yours,— —O  do  not  undertake  fuch  an  impof- 
fible  venture. 

Pye.  Love  you  me  ?  then  for  your  fweet  fake  I'll  do't : 
Let  me  entreat  the  Corps  to  be  fet  down. 

Sher.  Bearers,  fet  down  the  Coffin, this  is  wonderful, 

and  worthy  StovSs  Chronicle. 

Pye.  I  pray  beftow  the  freedom  of  the  Air  upon  our  whol- 
fome  Art,-  Mafs  his  Cheeks  begin  to  receive  natural 

warmth  :  Nay,  good  Corporal,  wake  betime,  or  I  iliallhave 

a  longer  Sleep  than  you,- — 'sfoot,  if  he  (hould  prove 

dead  indeed  now,  he  were  fully  reveng'd  upon  me  for  ma- 
king a  Property  on  him,  yetlhad  rather  run  upon  the  Ropes, 

than  have  the  Rope  like  a  Tetter  run  upon  me,  O he 

ftirs he  ftirs  again look,  Gentlemen,  he  recovers, 

he  ftarts,  he  rifes. 

Sher.  Oh,  oh,  defend  us- our,  alas. 

Pye.  Nay,  pray  be  ftill ;  you'll  make  him  more  giddy 
elfe, he  knows  no  Body  yer. 

Corp.  Zowns ;  where  am  I  \  covered  with  Snow  \  I 
marvel  ? 

Pye.  Nay,  I  knew  he  would  Swear  the  firft  thing  he  did, 
as  foon  as  he  came  to  Life  again. 

Corp.  'Sfoor,  Hoftefs fome  hot  Porridge, oh,  ho,  lay 

on  a  dozen  of  Faggots  in  the  Moon  Parlour,  there. 

Pye.  Lady,  you  muft  needs  take  a  little  pity  of  him  i'faith, 
and  (end  him  into  your  Kitchen  Fire. 

Wtd.  O,  with  all  my  Heart,  Sir  Nicholas  and  Frailty ',  help 
to  bear  him  in. 

Nich.  Bear  him  in,  quotha,  pray  call  in  the  Maid?,  I  fhall 
ne'er  have  the  Heart  to  do't,  indeed  la. 

Frail.  Nor  I  neither,  I  cannot  abide  to  handle  a  Ghoft, 
of  all  Men. 

Corp.  'Sloud,  let  me  fee,  where  was  I  drunk  laft  Night? 
hah 

Wid.  O,   mail  I  bid  you  once  again  take  him  away  ? 

'frail.  Why,  wefre  as  fearful  as  you,  I  warrant  you 

oh« 

Mhlk 
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Wtd.  Away,  Villains,  bid  the  Maids  make  him  a  Cawdle 
prefently  to  fettle  his  Brain— —or  a  Poffet  of  Sack,  quickly, 
quickly.  [Exeunt,  pujhing  in  the  Corps* 

Sher.  Sir,  whatfoe'er  you  are,  I  do  more  than  admire 
you. 

Wid.  O  T,  if  you  knew  all,  Mafter  Sheriff,  as  you  (hall 
do,  you  would  fay  then,  that  here  were  two  of  the  rarcft 
Men  within  the  Walls  of  Chriftendom. 

Sher*  Two  of  'em,  O  wonderful:  Officers,  I  difcharge 
you,  fet  him  free,  all's  in  tune. 

Sir  God.  Ay,  and  a  Banquet  ready  by  this  time,  Mafter 
Sheriff,  to  which  I  moft  cheerfully  invite  you,  and  your  late 
Prifoner  there  :  See  you  this  goodly  Chain,  Sir,  mum,  no 
more  Words,  'twas  loft  and  is  found  again ;  come,  my  in- 
eftimable  Bullies,  we'll  talk  of  your  Noble  A&s  in  fparkling 
Charnico,  and  inftead  of  a  Jefter,  we'll  ha  the  Ghoft  i'th' 
white  Sheet  fit  at  upper  end  o'th*  Table. 

Sher.  Exlent,  merry  Man,  i'faith.  [Exit. 

Fran.  Well,  feeing  I  am  enjoin'd  to  love,  and  marry, 
My  foolifti  Vow  thus  I  caflieer  to  Air 

Which  firft  begot  it, now,  Love,  play  thy  part; 

The  Scholar  reads  his  Ledure  in  my  Heart.  [Exeunt. 





ACTV.     SCENE    I. 

Enter  in  hafte  Mafier  Edroond  and  Frailty. 

2*W/#.'"TpHI  S  is  the  Marriage-morning  for  my  Mother  and 
A    my  Sifter. 

Frail.  Ome,  Mafter  Edmond,  we  fhall  have  rare  doings. 

Edm.  Nay  go,  Frailty,  run  to  the  Sexton,  you  know  my 
Mother  will  be  married  at  Saint  Antlingsy  hie  thee,  'tis  paft 
five,  bid  them  open  the  Church-door,  my  Sifter  is  almoft 
ready. 

Frail.  What  already,  Mafter  Edmond* 

Edm.  Nay,  go  hie  thee,  firft  run  to  the  Sexton,  and  run 
to  the  Clerk,  and  then  run  to  Mafter  Pigman  the  Parfon,  and 
then  run  to  the  Milliner,  and  then  run  home  again. 

Frail. 
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Frail.  Here's  run,  run,  run— — 

Edm.  But  hark,  Frailty. 

Frail.  What,  more  yet? 

Edm.  Have  the  Maids  remembred  to  ftrewthe  way  to  the 
Church. 

Frail.  Foh,  an  hour  ago  I  help'd  'em  my  telf. 

Edm.  Away,  away,  away,  away  then. 

Frail.  Away,  away,  away,  away  then.  [Exit  Frailty. 

Edm.  I  ihall  have  a  fimple  Father-in-law,  a  brave  Captain, 
able  to  beat  all  our  Street :  Captain  Idle,  now  my  Lady  Mo- 
ther will  be  fitted  for  a  delicate  Name,  my  Lady  Idle,  my 
Lady  Idle,  the  fineft  Name  that  can  be  for  a  Woman,  and 
then  the  Scholar,  M after  Pyc-boord  for  my  Sifter  Frances,  that 
will  be  Miftrefs  Frances  Pye-boord,  Miftrefs  Frances  Pye- boord, 
they'll  keep  a  good  Table,  I  warrant  you  :  Now  all  the 
Knights  Nofes  are  put  out  of  joint,  they  may  go  to  a  Bone- 
fetters  now. 

Enter  Captain^  and  Pye-boord. 

Hark,  hark;  O  who  comes  here  with  two  Torches  before 'em, 
my  fweet  Captain,  and  my  fine  Scholar?  O  how  bravely 
they  are  ftiot  up  in  one  Nighr,  they  look  like  fine  Britains 
now  methinkr,  here's  a  gallant  change  i 'faith ;  'Aid,  they 
have  hir'd  IVkn  and  all  by  the  Clock. 

Cap.  M after  Edmonds  kind,  honeft,  dainty  Mafter  Ed- 
mond. 

Edm.  Foh,  fweet  Captain  Father-in-law,  a  rare  perfume 
i'faith. 

Pye.  What,  are  the  Brides  ftirring?  may  we  fteal  upon 'em, 
think'ft  thou,  Mafter  Edmondl 

Edm.  Faw,  they're  e'en  upon  readinefs,  I  can  allure  you  ; 
for  they  were  at  their  Torch  e'en  now,  by  the  fame  token  1 
tumbled  down  the  Stairs. 

Pye.  Alas,  poor  Mafter  Edmond. 

Enter  Mujicians. 

Cap.  O,  the  Muficians !  I  prethee,  Mafter  Edmonds  call 
'cm  in,  and  liquor  'cm  a  little. 

Edm.  That  I  will,  fweet  Captain  Father-in-law,  and  make 
each  of  them  as  drunj^  as  a  common  Fidler.  [Exeunt. 

Enter 
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Enter  Sir  John  Penny-Dub,  and  Moll  above  lacing  of  her 

Cloaths. 

Dub.  Whewh,  Miftrefs  Moll,  Miftrefs  Moll. 

Moll  Who's  there  ? 

Dub.  Tisl. 

MolL  Who,  Sir  John  Penny-Dub  ?  O  you're  an  early 
Cock  i'fanh,  who  would  have  thought  you  to  be  fo  rare  a 
ftirrer  ? 

Dub.  Prethee,  Moll,  let  me  come  up. 

MolL  No  by  my  Faith,  Sir  John,  I'll  keep  you  down,  for 
you  Knights  are  very  dangerous,  if  once  you  get  above. 

Dub.  I'll  not  ftay  i'faith. 

MolL  I'faith  you  fhaJI  ftay;  for,  Sir  John,  you  muftnote 
the  nature  of  the  Climates:  Your  Northern  Wench  in  her 
own  Country  may  well  hold  out  'till  fhe  be  fifteen,  but  if 
ihe  touch  the  South  once,  and  come  up  to  London,  here  the 
Chimes  go  pre/en  tly  after  twelve. 

Dub*  O  thou'rt  a  mad  Wench,  Mollybut  Iprethee  make 
hafte,  for  the  Prktt  is  gone  before. 

MolL  Do  you  follow  him,  I'll  not  be  long  after. 

[Exeunt. 
Enter  Sir  Oliver  Muck-hill,  Sir  Andrew  Tipftaff,  and  old 

Skirmifh  talking* 

Muck.  O  monftrous  unheard  of  Forgery!     • 

Tip.  Knight,  I  never  heard  of  fuch  Villany  in  our  own 
Country,  in  my  Life. 

Muck.  Why,  'tis  impoffible,  dare  you  maintain  your 
Words?  u>W 

Shjr.  Dare  we  ?  e'en  to  their  wc^en  Pipes ;  we  know  all 
their  Plots,  they  cannot  fquander  with  us,  they  have  knaviih- 
ly  abus'd  us,  made  only  Properties  on's  to  advance  their 
ielves  upon  our  Shoulders,  but  they  (hall  rue  their  Abufes, 
this  Morning  they  are  to  be  married. 

Muck*  'Tis  too  true,  yet  if  the  Widow  be  not  too  much 
befotted  on  Slights  and  Forgeries,  the  Revelation  of  their 
Villanies  will  make  3em  loathfome,  and  to  that  end,  be  it 
in  private  to  you,  I  fent  late  laft  Night  to  an  Honourable 
Perfonage,  to  whom  I  am  much  indebted  in  kindnefs,  as 
he  is  to  me,  and  therefore  prefume  upon  the  payment  of 
his  Tongue,  aid  that  he  will  lay  out  good  words  for  me, 

and 
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and  to  fpeak  Truth,  for  fuch  needful  Occafions,  I  only  pre- 
ferve  him  in  Bond,  and  fometimes  he  may  do  me  more 
good  here  in  the  City  by  a  free  Word  of  his  Mouth,  thatt 
if  he  had  paid  one  half  in  Hand,  and  took  Doomfday  for 
t'other. 

Tip.  In  troth,  Sir,  without  foothing  be  it  fpoken,  you 
have  publiih'd  much  Judgment  in  thefe  few  Words.. 

Mnck.  For  you  know,  what  fuch  a  Man  utters  will  be 
thought  efFe&ual,  and  to  weighty  purpofe,  and  therefore 
into  his  Mouth  we'll  put  the  approved  Theme  of  their 
Forgeries. 

Skjr.  And  I'll  maintain  it,  Knight,  if  fhe'll  be  true. 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Muck*  How  now,  Fellow. 

Scr.  May  it  pleafc  you,  Sir,  my  Lord  is  newly  lighted 
from  his  Coach. 

Muck*  Is  my  Lord  come  already?  his  Honour's  early; 
You  fee  he  loves  me  well;  up  before  Heaven, 
Truft  me,  I  have  found  him  Night-capt  at  eleven  : 
There's  good  hope  yet  ,*  come,  I'll  relate  all  to  him. 

\Exennt. 

Enter  the  two  Bridegroomsy  Captain  and  Scholar.  ^4fter  them, 
Sir  Godfrey  and  Edmond,  Widow  changd  in  Apparel, 
Miftrefs  Frances  led  between  two  Knight s:  Sir  John  Penny- 
Dub  and  Moll  ;  there  meets  them  a  Nobleman^  Sir  Oliver 
Muck-hill,  and  Sir  Andrew  TipftafF. 

Nob.  By  your  leave,  Lady. 

Wtd.  My  Lord,  your  Honour  is  moft  chaftly  welcome. 

Nob.  Madam,  though  I  came  now  from  Court,  I  come 
riot  to  (latter  you  ;  upon  whom  can  I  juftly  caft  this  Blor, 
but  upon  your  own  Forehead,  that  know  not  Ink  from 
Milk,  fuch  is  the  blind  befotting  in  the  ftate  of  an  un- 
headed  Woman  that's  a  Widow.  For  it  is  the  property 
of  all  you  that  are  Widows  (a  Handful  excepted,)  to  hate 
thofe  that  honeftly  and  carefully  love  you,  to  the  main- 
tenance of  Credit,  State,  and  Pofterity,  and  firongly  to 
doat  on  thofe,  that  only  love  you  to  undo  you  ;  and  re- 
gard you  leaft,  are  beft  regarded  ;  who  hate  you  moft, 
are  beft  beloved.  And  if  there  I*  but  one  Man  amongft 
ten  thoufand  Millions  of  Men,   that  is  3ccurft,  difaftrou.s 

and 
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and  evilly  Planeted;  whom  Fortune  beats  moii,  whom  God 
hates  mod,  and  all  Societies  efteem  leaft,  that  Man  is  Aire  to 
be  a  Husband' — — -Such  is  the  peevifh  Moon  that  rules  your 
Bloods.  An  impudent  Fellow  beft  woes  you,  a  flittering 
Lip  beft  wins  you,  or  in  mirth,  who  talks  roughlieft,  is  moft 
fweetcft;  nor  can  you  diftinguiih  Truth  from  Forgeries, 
Mifts  from  Simplicity;  witnefsthofe two  deceitful  Monfters* 
that  you  have  entertam'd  for  Bridegrooms. 

Wid.  Deceitful 

Pye.  All  will  put. 

Cap.  'Sfooti  who  was  blab'd,  George?  that  fdolifli  AT/- 
choUs. 

Nob.  For  what  they  have  befotted  your  eafie  Blood  with- 
al, were  nought  but  Forgeries,  the  Fortune-telling  for  Huf- 
bands,  and  the  Conjuring  for  the  Chain  ;  Sir  Godfrey  heard 
the  falfhood  of  all ;  nothing  but  meer  Knavery,  Deceit  and 
Couzenage. 

Wid.  O  wonderful !  indeed  I  wondred  that  my  Huf- 
band  with  all  his  Craft,  could  not  keep  himfelf  out  of  Pur- 
gatory. 

Sir  God.  And  I  more  wonder,  that  my  Chain  (hould  be 
gone,  and  my  Taylor  had  none  of  it. 

Moll.  And  I  wondred  moll:  of  all,  that  I  mould  be  tied 
from  Marriage,  having  fuch  a  mind  to't ;  come  Sir  John  Pen- 
ny.Dnby  fair  Weather  on  our  fide,  the  Moon  has  chang'd 
fince  Yefternight. 

Pye)  The  fling  of  every  evil  is  within  me. 

Nob.  And  that  you  may  perceive  I  feign  not  with  you,' 
behold  their  Fellow-a&or  in  thofe  Forgeries,  who  full  of 
Spleen  and  Envy  at  their  fo  fudden  Advancements^  reveal'd 
all  their  Plot  in  anger. 

Pye.  Bafe  Soldier,  to  reveal  us. 

Wid.  Is't  poffible  we  mould  be  blinded  fo,  and  our  Eyes 
open  ? 

Nob.  Widow,  will  you  now  believe  that  falfe,  which  too 
foon  you  believ'd  true? 

Wid.  O,  to  my  ill  am?,  I  do. 

Sir  God.  But  under  favour,  my  Lord,  my  Chain  was  tru- 
ly loft,  and  ftrangely  found  again. 

Nob.  Refolve  him  of  that,  Soldier, 

Skih 
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Skir.  In  few  words,  Knight,  then  thou  wert  the  Arch- 
Gull  of  all. 

Sir  God.  How,  Sir  ? 

Skir.  Nay  I'll  prove  it :  For  the  Chain  was  but  hid  in 
the  Rofemary-bank  all  this  while,  and  thou  gotft  him  out  of 
Prifon  to  Conjure  for  it,  who  did  it  admirably  fuftianly,  for 
indeed  what  needed  any  others,  when  he  knew  where  it 
was  ? 

Sir  God.  O  Villany  of  Villains !  but  how  came  my  Chain 
there  ? 

Skir.  Where's  Truly  la,  indeed  la  ?  he  that  will  not  Swear, 
but  Lye  ;  he  that  will  not  Steal,  but  Rob  :  Pure  Nicholas 
Saint  Antlings. 

Sir  God.   O  Villain  J  one  of  our  Society, 
Deem'd  always  Holy,  Pure,  Religious: 
A  Puritan,  a  Thief  \  when  was't  ever  heard  ? 
Sooner  we'll  kill  a  Man,  than  Steal,  thou  know'ft. 

Out  Slave,  I'll  rend  my  Lion  from  thy  Back 

With  mine  own  Hands. 

Nich.  Dear  M after,  oh. 

Nob.  Nay  Knight,  dwell  in  patience. 
And  now,  Widow,  being  fo  near  the  Church,  'twere  great 
pity,  nay  uncharity,  to  fend  you  home  again  without  a  Huf- 
band:  Draw  near,  you  of  true  Worftiip,  State  and  Credit : 
That  mould  not  fhnd  fo  far  off  from  a  Widow,  and  fufFer 
forged  Shapes  to  come  between  you.  Not  that  in  thefe  I 
blemifh  the  true  Title  of  a  Captain,  or  blot  the  fair  margent  of 
a  Scholar,  for  I  honour  worthy  and  deferving  parts  in  the  one, 
and  cherifh  fruitful  Virtues  in  the  other.  Come  Lady,  and 
you  Virgin,  beftow  your  Eyes  and  your  pureft  AiFedions, 
upon  Men  of  Eftimation,  both  in  Court  and  City,  that  have 
long  woed  you,  and  both  with  their  Hearts  and  Wealth  fin- 
cerely  love  you. 

Sir  God.  Good  Sifter,  do:  Sweet  little  Frankjhck  are  Men 
of  Reputation,  you  fh all  be  welcome  at  Court;  agreatCre* 
dit  for  a  Citizen,  fweet  Sifter. 

Nob.  Come,  her  filence  does  confent  to't. 

Wid.  I  know  not  with  what  Face. 

Nob.  Pah,  pah,  with  your  own  Face,  they  defire  no 
other. 

Wid. 
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Wtd.  Pardon  me,  worthy  Sirs,  I  and  my  Daughter  have  I 
wrong'd  your  Loves. 

Muckz  'Tis  eafily  pardon'd,  Lady, 
If  you  vouchfafe  it  now. 

Wtd.  With  all  my  SouJ. 

Fran.  And  I,  with  all  my  Heart. 

Moll.  And  I,  Sir  John,  with  Soul,  Heart,  Lights  and  all. 

Sir  God.  They  are  all  mine,  Moll. 

Nob.  Now  Lady  : 
What  honeft  Spirit,  but  will  applaud  your  choice, 
And  gladly  furnifli  you  with  Hand  and  Voice: 
A  happy  change,  which  makes  e'en  Heav'n  rejoice. 
Come,  enter  in  your  Joys,  you  fhall  not  want, 
For  Fathers,  now  I  doubt  it  not,  believe  me, 
But  that  you  fhall  have  Hands  enough  to  give  me. 

\Extunt  omnesi 
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ACT   I.    SCENE! 

Enter  Oliver,  and  Ralph,  two  Serving-men* 

OLIVER. 

Irrah  Ralph,  my  young  Miftrefs  is  in  fuch  a 
pitiful  paffionate  Humour  for  the  long  Abfencc 
of  her  Love. 

Ralph.  Why,  can  you  blame  her?  why, 
Apples  hanging  longer  on  the  Tree  than 
when  they  are  ripe,  makes  So  many  fal- 
lings viz..  Mad  Wenches*  becaufe  they  are  not  gathered 
in  time,  are  fain  to  drop  of  themfelves,  and  then  'tis  com- 
mon you  know  for  every  Man  to  take  them  up. 

Oliv.  Mafs  thou  fayeft  true,  'tis  common  indeed,  but  Sir- 
rah, is  neither  our  young  Matter  returned,  nor  our  fellow 
Sam  come  from  Ltndon\ 

Ralph.  Neither  of  either,  as  the  Puritan  Bawd  fays.   *SIid 
I  hear  Sam,  Saws  come,  here  tarry,  come  i'faitb,   now  my 
Nofe  itches  for  Newst, 
Oliv.  And  fo  doth  mine  Elbow. 
Sam  tall*  mthi#*     VVhtre  are  you  there? 


Vol.  Vt* 
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Enter  Sam,  furniffrd  with  things  from  London, 

Sam.  Boy,  look  you  walk  my  Horfe  with  Difcrction, 
I  have  rid  him  (Imply,  I  warrant  his  Skin  flicks  to  his 
Back  with  very  Heat,  if  he  (hould  catch  cold  and  get  the 
Cough  of  the  Lungs,  I  were  well  ferved,  were  I  not?  What 
Ralph  and  Oliver  i 

Amb.  Honeft  Fellow  Sam>  welcome  i'faith,  what  Tricks 
haft  thou  brought  from  London  f 

Sam.  You  fee  I  am  hang'd  after  the  trueft  Fafhion, 
three  Hats,  and  two  Glaffes  bobbing  upon  them,  two  re- 
bato  Wyers  upon  my  Bread,  a  Cap-cafe  by  my  fide,  a  Brufti 
at  my  back,  an  Almanack  in  my  Pocket,  and  three  Bal- 
lads in  my  Codpiece.  Nay,  I  am  the  true  Pidureof  a  com- 
mon Serving-man. 

Oliv.  1*11  fwear  thou  art,  thou  may'ft  fet  up  when  thou 
wilt,  there's  many  a  one  begins  with  lefs  I  can  tell  thee, 
that  proves  a  rich  Man  e'er  he  dyes;  but  what's  the  News 
from  London^  Sam  i 

Ralph.  Ay,  that's  well  faid,  what  is  the  News  from  Lon- 
don, Sirrah  ?  My  young  Miftrefs  keeps  fuch  a  puling  for 
her  Love. 

Sam.  Why  the  more  Fool  fhe,  ay,  the  more  ninny-ham- 
mer fhe. 

Oliv.  Why,  Samy  why  ? 

Sam.  Why,  he  is  married  to  another  long  ago. 

Amb.  Faith,  ye  jeft. 

Sam.  Why,  did  you  not  know  that  'till  now  ?  Why, 
he's  Married,  beats  his  Wife,  and  has  two  or  three  Chil- 
dren by  her.  For  you  muft  note,  that  any  Woman  bears 
the  more  when  fhe  is  beaten. 

Ralph.  Ay,  that's  true,  for  fhe  bears  the  Blows. 

Oliv.  Sirrah,  Sam,  I  would  not  for  two  Years  Wages 
my  young  Miftrefs  knew  fo  much,  fhe'd  run  upon  the  left 
Hand  of  her  Wit,  and  ne'er  he  her  own  Woman  again. 

Sam.  And  I  think  fhe  was  bkft  in  her  Cradle,  that  he 
never  came  in  her  Bed  ;  why,  he  Has  confum'd  all,  pawn'd 
his  Lands,  and  made  his  Univerfity  Brother  fiand  in  wax 
for  him  :  There's  a  fine  Phrafe  for  a  Scrivener,  puh,  he 
owes  more  than  his  Skin  is  worth. 

Oliv.  Is't  poflible  ? 

Sam. 
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Sam.  Nay,  PJ1  tell  you  moreover,  he  calls  his  Wife 
Whore,  as  familiarly  as  one  would  call  Moll  and  Dolly  and 
Children  Baftards,  as  naturally  as  can  be---*  But  what  have 
we  here  ?  I  thought  'twas  fomething  pull'd  down  my 
Breeches  ;  I  quite  forgot  my  two  poking  Sticks,  thefe  came 
from  London,  now  any  thing  is  good  here  that  comes  from 
London, 

Oliv.   Ay,  far  fetcht  you  know, 

Sam,  But  fpeak  in  your  Confcience  i'faith,  have  not  we 
as  good  poking  St«cks  i'th'  Country  as  need  to  be  put  i'th' 
Fire,  the  Mind  of  a  thing  is  all,  and  as  thou  faidft  even 
now,  far  fetch'd  are  the  beft  things  for  Ladies 

Oliv.   Ay,  and  for  Waiting-Gentlewomen  too. 

Sam.  But  Ralph,  is  our  Beer  fowre  this  Thunder  ? 

Ralph,  No,  no,  it  holds  Countenance  yet. 

Sam,  Why  then  follow  me,  I'll  teach  you  the  fined 
Humour  to  be  Drunk  in,  I  learn'd  it  at  London  laft  week. 

Amb,  Faith  let's  hear  it,  let's  hear  it. 

Sam,  The  braveft  Humour,  'twould  do  a  Man  good  to 
be  drunk  in  it,  they  call  it  Knighting  in  London,  when  they 
drink  upon  their  Knees. 

Amb.   Faith  that's  excellent. 

Sam,  Come  follow  me,  I'll  give  you  all  the  Degrees  of 
it  in  order.  \Extnnt. 

Enter  Wife. 

Wife.  What  will  become  of  us  ?  all  will  away. 
My  Husband  never  ceafes  in  expence, 
Both  to  confume  his  Credit  and  his  Houfe. 
And  'tis  fet  down  by  Heav'ns  juft  Decree, 
That  Riot's  Child  muft  needs  be  Beggary. 
Are  thefe  the  Virtues  that  his  Youth  did  promife? 
Dice  and  voluptuous  Meetings,  midnight  Revels, 
Taking  his  Bed  with  Surfeits  ;  ill  befeeming 
The  antient  Honour  of  his  Houfe  and  Name  ; 
And  this  not  all,  but  that  which  kills  me  mod, 
When  he  recounts  his  LofTes  and  falfe  Fortunes. 
The  weaknefs  of  his  State  fo  much  dejected, 
Not  as  a  Man  repentant,  but  half  mad, 
His  Fortunes  cannot  anfwer  his  Expence: 
He  fits  and  fullenly  locks  up  his  Arms, 
Forgetting  Heav'n,  looks  downward,  whic^i  makes 

Ii  3  Hint 
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Jtfim  appear  fo  dreadful,  that  he  frights  my  Hearts 
Walks  heavily,  as  if  his  Soul  were  Earth  ; 
Not  penitent  for  thofe  his  Sins  are  paft, 
But  vext  his  Mony  cannot  make  them  iaft.* 
A  fearful  Melancholy,  ungodly  Sorrow. 
Oh  yonder  he  comes,  now  in  defpight  of  Ills 
I'll  fpeak  to  him,   and  I  will  hear  him  fpeak. 
And  do  my  beft  to  drive  it  from  his  Heart. 

Enter  Husband* 

Huf  Pox  of  the  laft  throw,  it  made 
Five  hundred  Angels  vanifh  from  my  fight. 
I'm  damn'd,  I'm  damn'd,  the  Angels  have  forfook  me ; 
Nay,  'tis  certainly  true;  for  he  that  has  no  Coin, 
Is  damn'd  in  this  World ;  he's  gone,  he's  gone. 

Wife.  Dear  Husband. 

Huf  Oh  !  molt,  puniihmentof  all,  I  have  a  Wife. 

Wtfe.  I  do  entreat  you,   as  you  love  your  Soul, 
Tell  me  the  Caufe  of  this  your  Difcontent. 

Hnf,  A  Vengeance  ftrip  thee  Naked,  thou  art  Caufe, 
Effed:,  Quality,  Property,  thou,  thou,  thou.  [Exil* 

Wife.  Bad  turn'd  to  worfe  ? 
Both  beggary  of  the  Soul  and  of  the  Body, 
And  fo  much  unlike  himfelf  at  firft, 
As  if  forne  vexed  Spirit  had  got  his  form  upon  him. 

Enter  Husband  again. 
He  comes  again, 

He  fays  I  am  the  Caufe  ;  I  never  yet 
Spoke  lefs  than  Words  of  Duty  and  of  Love. 

Hnf  If  Marriage  be  Honourable,  then  Cuckolds  are  Ho- 
nourable, for  they  cannot  be  made  without  Marriage. 
Fool,  what  meant  I  to  marry  to  get  Beggars  ? 
Now  muft  my  ddeR.  Son  be  a  Knave  or  nothing,  he  can- 
not live  but  upo'th'  Fool?  for  he  will  have  no  Land  to 
maintain  him  ;  that  Mortgage  fits  like  a  fnaffle  upon  mine 
Inheritance,  and  makes  me  chaw  upon  Iron. 

My  fecond  Son    muft   be  a  Promoter,   and  my  third  a 
Thief,  or  an  Under-putter,  a  Slave  Pander. 
Ob  Beggary  ^  Beggary,  to  what  bafe  ufes^oth  it  put  a  Man. 
I  think  the  Devil  fcorns  to  be  a  Bawd  5 
He  bears  himfelf  more  proudly^ 
fias  more  C§re  on  his  Credit. 

Bafe 
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Bafe,  flavifli,  abject,  filthy  Poverty. 

Wife.  Good  Sir,   by  all  our  Vows  I  do  befeech  you, 
Shew  me  the  true  Caufe  of  your  Difcontent. 

Hnf  Mony,  Mony,  Mony,  and  thou  muft  fupply  me. 
Wife.  Alas,  I  am  the  leaft  €aufe  of  your  Difcontent. 
Yet  what  is  mine,  either  in  Rings  or  Jewels, 
Ufe  to  your  own  Defire;  but  I  befeech  you, 
As  you  are  a  Gentleman  by  many  Bloods,  i 
Though  I  my  felf  be  out  of  your  Refpe&, 
Think  on  the  State  of  thefe  three  lovely  Boys 
You  have  been  Father  too. 

Huf  Puh,  Baftards,  Baftards,   Baftards,  begot  in  tricks, 
begot  in  tricks. 

Wife.  Heav'n  knows  how  thofe  Words  wrong  me, 
But  I'll  endure  thefe  Griefs  among  a  thoufand  more  : 
Oh  call  to  mind  your  Lands  already  mortgaged, 
Your  felf  wound  into  Debts,  your  hopeful  Brother 
At  the  Univerfity  into  Bonds  for  you, 
Like  to  be  feiYd  upon.   And  ■ 
Huf.  Ha*  done,  thou  Fhrlot, 
Whom  though  for  Famion  I  married, 
I  never  could  abide.    Think'ft  thou  thy  Words 
Shall  kill  my  Pleafure  ?  Fall  off  to  thy  Friends, 
Thou  and  thy  Baftards   beg,  I  will  not  bate 
A  whit  in  Humour:  Midnight  (till  I  love  you, 
And  revel  in  your  Company  ;  curb'd  in  ? 
Shall  it  be  faid  in  all  Societies, 
That  I  broke  Cuftom  ?  that  I  flig'd  in  Mony  ? 
No,  thofe  thy  Jewels  I  will  play  as  freely, 
As  when  my  State  was  fulleft. 
Wife.  Be  it  fo. 
Hnf.  Nay  I  proteft,  and  take  that  for  an  earneft, 

[Hefpwns  her. 
I  will  for  ever  hold  thee  in  Contempt, 
And  never  touch  the  Sheets  that  cover  thee. 
But  be  divore'd  in  Bed,  'till  thou  confent, 
Thy  Dowry  mail  be  fold  to  give  new  Life 
Unto  thofe  Pleafures  which  I  nioft  affect. 

Wife.  Sir,  do  but  turn  a  gentle  Eye  on  me^ 
And  what  the  Law  (hall  give  me  leave  to  do. 
You  (hall  command. 

I  i  4.  Hufi 
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Huf.  Look  it  be  done,  (hall  I  want  Duft, 
And  like  a  Slave  wear  nothing  in  my  Pockets, 

[Holds  his  Hands  in  his  Pockets. 
But  my  Hands  to  fill  them  up  with  Nails  f 
Oh  much  afgainft:  my  Blood,  let  it  be  done, 
I  was  never  made  to  be  a  looker  on  ; 
A  Bawd  to  Dice  ;  I'll  fhake  the  Drabs  my  felf, 
And  make  them  yield ;  I  fay,  look  it  be  done. 

Wife.  I  take  my  leave,  it  mail.  [Exit. 

Huf.  Speedily,  fpeedily  ;  I  hate  the  very  Hour  I  chofe 
a  Wife,  a  Trouble,  Trouble,  three  Children  like  three  E- 
vils  hang  upon  me,  fie,  fie,  fie,  Strumpet  and  Baftards, 
Strumpet  and  Baftards. 

Enter  three  Gentlemen^  hearing  him. 

i  Gent.  Still  do  thefe  loathfome  Thoughts  jar  on   your 
Your  felf  to  ftain  the  Honour  of  your  Wife,        [Tongue  ? 
Nobly  defcended  ;  thofe  whom  Men  call  mad, 
Endanger  others,  but  he's  more  than  mad 
That  wounds  himfelf,  whofe  own  Words 
Do  proclaim  it  is  not  £t,  I  pray  forfake  it. 

2  Gent.  Good  Sir,  let  Modefty  reprove  you. 

3  Gent.  Let  honeft  Kindnefs  fway  fo  much  with  you. 
Huf.  God  den,  I  thank  you,  Sir,  how  do  you  I  adieu, 

I  am  glad  to  fee  you,  farewel  Inftrucxions,  Admonitions. 

[Exeunt  Gent. 
Enter  a  Servant. 
How  now,  Sirrah  ?  what  would  you  f 

Ser.  Only  to  certifie  you,  Sir,  that  my  Miftrefs  was 
met  by  the  way,  by  them  who  were  fent  for  her  up  to 
London  by  her  Honourable  Uncle,  your  Worm  ip's  late  Guar- 
dian. 

Huf.   So,  Sir,  then  (lie  is  gone,  and  fo  may  you  be, 
But  let  her  look  the  thing  be  done  me  wots  of, 
Or  Hell  will  ftand  more  plcafant  than  her  H  ufe  at  home. 

[Exit  Servant* 
Enter  a  Gentleman. 
Gent.  Well  or  ill  met,  I  care  not. 
Huf.  No,  nor  I. 

Gent.  I  am  come  with  Confidence  to  chide  you. 
Huf.  Who  me  ?  chide  me  i   do't  finely  then,  let  it  not 
move  rae,  for  if  thou  chid'ft  me  angry,  I  fhall  ftrike* 

Genu 
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Gent.  Strike  thine  own  Follies,  for  it  is  they 
Deferve  to  be  well  beaten  ;   we  are  now  in  private, 
There's  none  but  thou  and  I,  thou  art  fond  and  peevifh, 
An  unclean  Rioter,  thy  Lands  and  Credit 
Lie  now  both  lick  of  a  Confumption, 
I  am  forry  for  thee;  that  Man  fpends  with   (hame, 
That  with  his  Riches  doth  confume  his  Name; 
And  fuch  art  thou. 

Huf.  Peace, 

Gent.  No,  thou  (halt  hear  me  further. 
Thy  Fathers  and  Fore-fathers  worthy  Honours 
Which  were  our  Country  Monuments,  our  Grace, 
Follies  in  thee  begin  now  to  deface. 
The  Spring  time  of  thy  Youth  did  fairly  proniife 
Such  a  mod  fruitful  Summer  to  thy  Friends, 
It  fcarce  can  enter  into  Mens  Beliefs, 
Such  Dearths  fliould  hang  on  thee,  we  that  fee  it, 
Are  forry  to  believe  it;  in  thy  change, 
This  Voice  into  all  places  will  be  hurl'd  : 
Thou  and  the  Devil  has  deceiv'd  the  World. 

Huf.  I'll  not  endure  thee. 

Gent.  But  of  all  the  woilr, 
Thy  virtuous  Wife,  right  honourably  allied, 
Thou  hail  proclaim'd  a  Strumpet. 

Huf.  Nay  then  I  know  thee, 
Thou  art  her  Champion  thou,  her  private  Friend, 
The  Party  you  wot  on. 

Gent.  Oh  ignoble  Thought, 
I  am  paft  my  patient  Blood,  fhall  I  (land  idle 
And  fee  my  Reputation  touch'd  to  death  \ 

Huf  This  has  gal'd  you,  has  it  I 

Gent.  No  Monfter,  I  prove 
My  Thoughts,  did  only  tend  to  virtuous  Love, 

Huf  Love  of  her  Virtues  ?  there  it  goes. 

Gent.  Bafe  Spirit,  to  lay  thy  hate  upon 
The  fruitful  Honour  of  thine  own  Bed. 

[They  fight,  and  the  Husband  is  hurt. 

Huf  Oh. 

Gent.  Wilt  thou  yield  it  yet  ? 

Huf  Sir,  Sir,  I  have  not  done  with  you. 

Genu  I  hope,  nor  ne'er  fliall  do.  [Fight  again. 

Huf. 
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Huf.  Have  you  got  Tricks  ?  are  you  in  cunning  with  mc  ? 

Genu  No,  plain  and  right. 
He  needs  no  cunning  that  for  Truth  doth  fight. 

[Husband  falls  down* 

Hnf.  Hard  Fortune,  am  I  level'd  with  the  Ground  ? 

Gent.  Now,  Sir,  you  lye  at  Mercy. 

Huf.  Ay,  you  Slave. 

Gent.  Alas,  that  hate  mould  bring  us  to  our  Grave. 
You  lee,  my  Sword's  not  thirfty  for  your  Life, 
I  am  forrier  for  your  Wound,  than  you  your  felf : 
You're  of  a  virtuous  Houfe,  mew  virtuous  Deeds, 
'Tis  not  your  Honour,  'tis  your  Folly  bleeds. 
Much  good  has  been  expected  in  your  Life, 
Cancel  not  all  Mens  hopes;  you  have  a  Wife, 
Kind  and  obedient,  heap  not  wrongful  Shame 
On  her  and  your  Pofterityj  let  only  Sin  be  fore, 
And  by  this  fall*  rife  never  to  fall  more. 
And  fo  I  leave  you.  [Exit* 

Huf.  Has  the  Dog  left  me  then, 
After  his  Tooth  has  left  me  ?  Oh,  my  Heart 
Would  fain  leap  after  him,  Revenge  I  fay, 
I'm  mad  to  be  reveng'd,  my  Strumpet  Wife,* 
It  is  thy  quarrel  that  rips  thus  my  Flefti, 
And  makes  my  Breaft  fpit  Blood,  but  thou  malt  bleed ; 
VanquiuVd?  got  down?  unable  e'en  to  fpeak? 
Surely  'tis  want  of  Mony  makes  Men  weak, 
Ay,  'twas  that  o'erthrew  me,  I'd  ne'er  been  down  elfe.  [_Exiu 
Enter  Wife  in  a  riding  Suit,  with  a  Serving-man. 

Ser.  Faith,  Miftrefs,  it  it  may  not  be  Premmption 
In  me  to  tell  you  fo,  for  his  Excufe 
You  had  fmall  Reafon,  knowing  his  Abufe. 

Wife.  I  grant  I  had,  but  alas, 
Why  fhould  our  Faults  at  home  be  fpread  abroad  £ 
'Tis  Grief  enough  within  Doors  ;  at  firft  Sight 
Mine  Uncle  could  run  o'er  his  prodigal  Life 
As  perfectly,  as  if  his  ferious  Eye 
Had  numbred  all  his  Follies : 
Knew  of  his  mongag'd  Lands,  his  friends  in  Bond?, 
Himfelf  withered  with  Debt;  and  in  that  minute 
Had  I  added  his  LJfage  and  Unkindnefs, 
*T would  have  confounded  every  thought  of  Good  : 

Where 
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Where  now,  fathering  his  Riots  in  his  Youth, 
Which  Time  and  tame  Experience  will  fhake  off, 
Guefling  his  Kindnefs  to  me  (as  I  fmooth'd  him 
With  all  the  skill  I  had)  though  his  deferts 
Are  in  form  uglier  than  an  unfhap'd  Bear, 
He's  ready  to  prefer  him  to  fome  Office 
And  Place  at  Court:  A  good  and  fure  Relief 
To  all  his  (looping  Fortunes, 'twill  be  a  means,  I  hope, 
To  make  new  League  between  us,  and  redeem 
His  Virtues  with  his  Lands. 

Ser.  I  (hould  think  fo  :  Miftrefs,  ifhefhould  not  now  be 
kind  to  you,  and  love  you,  and  cherifh  you  up,  I  mould 
think  the  Devil  himfelf  kept  open  Houfe  in  him. 

Wife.  I  doubt  not  but  he  will  now,  prithee  leave  me,  I 
think  I  hear  him  coming. 

Ser.  I'm  gone.  [Exit* 

Wife.  By  this  good  means  I  (hall  prefer ve  my  Lands, 
And  free  my  Husband  out  of  Ufurers  Hands ; 
Now  there  is  no  need  of  Sale,  my  Uncle's  kind, 
I  hope,  if  ought,  this  will  content  his  Mind. 
Here  comes  my  Husband, 

Enter  Husband. 

Huf.  Now,  are  you  come  ?  where's  the  Mony  ?  Let's  fee 
theMony,  is  theRubbifh  fold  ?  thofeWife-akers  your  Lands 
why  then,  the  Mony,  where  is  it  ?  pour  itdown*  down  with 
it,  down  with  it :  I  fay  pour't  on  the  Ground*  let's  fee  it, 
let's  fee  it. 

Wife.  Good  Sir,  keep  but  in  patience,  and  I  hope 
My  Words  fhall  like  you  well,  I  bring  you  better 
Comfort  then  the  fale  of  my  Dowry. 

Huf.  Ha,  what's  that? 

Wife.  Pray  do  not  fright  me,  Sir,  but  vouchfafe  me  hear- 
ing. My  Uncle,  glad  of  your  Kindnefs  tome  and  mild  U- 
fage  f  for  fo  I  made  it  to  him)  hath  in  pity  of  your  decli- 
ning Fortunes,  provided  a  place  for  you  art  Court,  of  worth 
and  credit ;  which  fo  much  overjoyed  me- 

Hnf.  Out  on  thee,  filth,  over  and  overjoyed, 
When  I'm  in  Torment  \Sfttrtis  her. 

Thou  politick  Whore,  fubtiller  than  nine  Devils,  was 
this  thy  Journey  to  Nun&y  to  fet  down  the  Hiftory  of 
me,  my  State  and  Fortunes? 

Shall 
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Shall  I,  that  dedicated  my  k\£  to  Pleafure,  be  now  confin'd 
in  Service  to  crouch,  and  ftand  like  an  old  Man  i'th'  Hams, 
my  Hat  off?  I  that  could  never  abide  to  uncover  my  Head 
i'th'  Church,  bafe  Slut,  this  fruit  bears  thy  Complaints. 

Wtfe..  Oh,  Heav'n  knows, 
That  my  Complaints  were  Praifes,  and  beft  Words, 
Of  you,  and  your  Eftate;  only  my  Friends 
Knew  of  your  mortgag'd  Lands,  and  were  poffeft 
Of  every  Accident  before  I  came. 
If  you  iufped  it  but  a  Plot  in  me, 
To  keep  my  Dowry,  or  for  mine  own  good, 
Or  my  poor  Childrens  (tho'  it  fuits  a  Mother 
To  (hew  a  natural  care  in  their  Reliefs) 
Yet  I'll  forget  my  felf  to  calm  your  Blood, 
Confume  it,  as  your  Pleafure  counfels  you, 
And  all  I  wifh,  e'en  Clemency  affords, 
Give  me  but  pleafant  Looks,  and  modeft  Words, 

Huf.  Mony,  Whore,  Mony,  or  I'll —  [Drawi  his  Dagger. 
Enter  a  Servant  haftily. 
What  the  Devil?  how  now  ?  thy  hafty  News? 

Ser.  May  it  pleafe  you,  Sir, 

Huf.  What,  may  I  not  look  upon  my  Dagger? 
Speak,  Villain,  or  I  will  execute  the  point  on  thee  :  Quick, 
fhort. 

Ser.  Why,  Sir,  a  Gentleman  from  the  Univerfity  ftays be- 
low to  fpeak  with  yon. 

Huf%  From  the  Univerfity  \  fo,  Univerfity, 
That  long  Word  runs  through  me.  \JExit* 

Wife.  Was  ever  Wife  fo  wretchedly  befet  ? 
Had  not  this  News  ftep'd  in  between,  the  point 
Had  offered  Violence  unto  my  Breaft. 
That  which  fome  Women  call  great  Mifery, 
Would  mew  but  little  here,  would  fcarce  be  feen 
Among  my  Miferies:  I  may  compare 
For  wretched  Fortunes,  with  all  Wives  that  are, 
Nothing  will  pleafe  him,  until  all  be  nothing. 
He  calls  it  Slavery  to  be  preferr'd, 
A  place  of  Credit,  a  bafe  Servitude. 
What  (hall  become  of  me,  and  my  poor  Children? 
Two  here,  and  one  at  Nurfe,  my  pretty  Beggars, 
I  fee  how  Ruin  with  a  palfie  Hand 

Begins 
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Begins  to  fhake  the  ancient  Seat  to  dufl: 
The  heavy  weight  of  Sorrow  draws  my  Lid« 
Over  my  darkifh  Eyes:  I  can  fcarce  fee; 
Thus  Grief  will  laft,  it  wakes  and  deeps  with  me. 
Enter  the  Husband  with  the  M after  of  the  College. 
Hnf.  Pleafe  you  draw  near,  Sir,  you're  exceeding  wel- 

Mafi.  That's  my  doubt,  I  fear  I  come  not  to  be  wel- 
come. 

Hnf.  Yes,  howfoever. 

Mafi.  Tis  hot  my  fcfliion,  Sir,  to  dwell  in  lone  Cir- 
cumftance,  but  to  be  plain  and  cffeftual;  therefore  to  the 
Purpofe. 

The  caufe  of  my  fetring  forth  was  piteous  and  lamentable- 
that  hopeful  young  Gentleman  your  Brother,  whofe  Virtues 
we  all  love  dearly,  thro* your  Default  and  unnatural  Negli- 
gence, lies  in  Bond  executed  for  your  Debt,  a  Prifoner,  all 
his  Studies  amaz'J,  his  hope  /truck  dead,  and  the  pride  of 
his  Youth  muffled  in  thefe  dark  Clouds  of  Oppreffion. 

Huf  Hum,  hum,  hum. 

M*ft-  O  you  have  kill'd  the  towardeft  hope  of  all  our 
Umverhty,   wherefore   without  Repentance  and   Amends 
expeft  ponderous  and  fudden  Judgments  to  fall  grievouflv 
upon  you  ;    your  Brother,  a  Man  who  profited  in  his  Di 
vine  Employments,  and  might  have  made  ten  thoufand  Souls 
fat  for  Heaven,  now  by  your  carelefs  courfes  caft  into  Prifon 
which  you  mud  anfwer  for,  and  afTure  your  Spirit  it  will 
come  home  at  length. 

Hnf.  O  God,  oh. 

AUfi.  Wife  Men  think  ill  of  you,  others  fpeak  ill  of  you 
no  Man  loves  you,  nay,  even  thofe  whom  Honefty  con! 
demns,  condemn  you;  and  take  this  from  the  virtuous  Af 
feftion  I  bear  your  Brother,  never  look  for  profperous Hour" 
good  Thoughts,  quiet  Sleep,  contented  Walks,  nor  any 
thing  that  makes  Man  perfect,  'till  you  redeem  him  •  What 
is  your  Anfwer  ?   how  will  you  beftow  him  ?  upon  defpe- 

Anfww  °r  bettCr  h°PeS  ?    I  fuffer  '""  l  h™  y°ut 

Hnf :  Sir,  you  have  much  wrought  with  me,  I  feel  vou 
in  my  Soul,  you  are  your  Arts  Matter. 
I  never  had  Senfe  'till  now  }  your  Syllables  have  deft  me, 

both 
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both  for  your  Words  and  Pains  I  thanlc  you:  I  cannot  but 
acknowledge  grievous  Wrongs  done  to  my  Brother*  mighty, 
mighty,  mighty,  mighty  Wrong?. 
Within  there. 

Enter  a  Serving-man. 
Huf.  Fill  me  a  Bowl  of  Wine.  Alas,  poor  Brothers 
Bruis'd  with  an  Execution  for  my  fake. 

Mafl.  Abruife  indeed  makes  many  a  mortal  Sore* 
'Till  the  Grave  cure  them. 

Enter  with  Wine.' 
Huf  Sir,  I  begin  to  you,  you've  chid  your  welcome. 
Maft.  I  could  have  wi flit  it  better  for  your  fake, 
I  pledge  you,  Sir,  to  the  kind  Man  in  Prifon. 

Huf  Let  it  be  fo* 
Now,  Sir,  if  you  pleafe*  to  fpend  but  a  few  Minutes  in  walk- 
ing about  my  Grounds  below,  my  Man  fhall  here  attend  yout 
I  doubt  not  but  by  that  time  to  be  furniflit  of  a  fufficientan- 
fwer,  and  therein  my  Brother  fully  fatisfied. 

Maft.  Good  Sir,  in  that  the  Angels  would  be  pleafed* 
And  the  World's  murmurs  calm'd,  and  I  (hould  fay, 
I  fet  forth  then  upon  a  lucky  Day.  [jtxiK 
Huf  O  thou  confufed  Man,  thy  pleafant  Siss  have  un- 
done thee,  thy  Damnation  has  beggar'd  thee.  That  Heav'n 
fliould  fay  we  mufr.  not  Sin,  and  yet  made  Women  :  Gives 
our  Senfes  way  to  find  Pleafure,  which  being  found,  con- 
founds us,  why  ihould  we  know  thofe  things  fo  much  mif- 
ufe  us  ?  O  would  Virtue  had  been  forbidden,  we  (hould 
then  have  prov'd  all  virtuous,  for  'tis  our  Blood  to  loye 
what  we  are  forbidden,  what  Man  would  have  been  for* 
bidden,  what  Man  would  have  been  fool  to  a  Beaft,  and 
zany  to  a  Swine,  to  (hew  tricks  in  the  Mire  ;  what  is  there 
in  three  Dice,  to  make  a  Man  draw  thrice  three  thoufand 
Acres  into  the  compafs  of  a  little  round  Table,  and  with  the 
Gentleman's  PaKie  in  the  Hand  (hake  out  his  Pofterity* 
Thieves,  or  Beggars?  'Tisdone,  I  have  don't  i'faith:  Ter- 
rible, horrible  Mifery, how  well  was  \  left,  very  well, 

very  well. 

My  Lands  fhew'd  like  a  Full-Moon  about  me,  but  now  the 
Moon's  in  the  laft  Qjarter,  waining,  wainingj  and  I  am 
mad  to  think  that  Moon  was  mine  ;  mine  and  my  Father's, 
and  my  Fore-fathexs  Generations,  Generation?,  down  goes 

the 
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the  Houfe  of  us,  down,  down  it  finks :  Now  is  the  name  a 
Beggar,  begs  in  me  that  name  which  hundreds  of  Years 
has  made  this  Shire  famous >  in  me  and  my  Pofterity  runs 

out. 

In  my  Seed  five  are  made  miferable  befides  my  felf,  my 
Riot  is  now  my  Brother's  Jaylor,  my  Wife's  fighing,  my 
three  Boys  penury,  and  mine  own  Confufion. 

[He  tears  his  Hair. 
Why  fit  my  Hairs  upon  my  curfed  Head  ? 
Will  not  this  Poifon  fcatter  them?  oh  my  Brother's 
In  Execution  among  Devils  that  ftretch  him: 
And  make  him  give;  and  I  in  want, 
Not  able  for  to  live,  nor  to  redeem  him. 
Divines  and  dying  Men  may  talk  of  Hell, 
But  in  my  Heart  her  feveral  Torments  dwell, 
Slavery  and  Mifery.     Who  in  this  cafe 
Would  not  take  up  Mony  upon  his  Soul? 
Pawn  his  Salvation,  live  at  InterehV : 
I,  that  did  ever  in  abundance  dwell, 
For  me  to  want,  exceeds  the  throes  of  Hell. 

Enter  his  little  Son,  with  a  Top  and  Scourge. 

Son.  What  ail  you,  Father,  are  you  not  well,  I  cannot 
fcourge  my  Top  as  long  as  you  ftand  fo  :  You  take  up  all 
the  Room  with  your  wide  Legs,  puh,  you  cannot  make  me 
afraid  with  this,  I  fear  no  Vizards,  nor  Bugbears. 

[He  takes  np  the  Child  by  the  Skirts  of  his  long  Coat  in  one 
Handy  and  draws  his  Dagger  with  the  other. 

Huf.  Up  Sir,  for  here  thou  haft  no  Inheritance  left. 

Son.  Oh  what  will  you  do,  Father?  I  am  your  white  Boy. 

Huf.  Thou  (halt  be  my  red  Boy,  take  that.  [Strikes him. 

Son.  Oh  you  hurt  me,  Father. 

Huf.  My  eldeft  Beggar,  thou  ihalt  not  live  to  ask  an  U- 
furer  Bread,  to  cry  at  a  great  Man's  Gate,  or  follow,  Good 
your  Honour,  by  a  Coach,  no,  nor  your  Brother :  'Tis Cha- 
rity to  Brain  you. 

Son.  How  ft) all  I  learn  now  my  Head's  broke? 

Huf.  Bleed,  bleed,  rather  than  beg,  beg.  [Stabs  kirn. 

Be  not  thy  Name's  Difgrace  : 
Spurn  thou  thy  Fortune's  firft,  if  they  be  bafe : 
Come  view  thy  fecond  Brother:  Fater, 
MyChildrens  Blood  (hall  fpin  into  your  Face*, 

You 
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You  (lull  fee, 

How  confidently  wefcorn  Beggary.  [Exit  with  his  Son. 

Enter  a  Maid  with  a  Child  in  her  Arms,  the  Mother  by  her 

afleep. 
Maid*  Sleep,  Tweet  Babe*  Sorrow  makes  thy  Mother  fleep, 
It  bodes  fmall  good  when  heaviness  falls  fo  deep.  ■ 
Hufh,  pretty  Boy,  thy  hopes  might  have  been  better, 
5Tis  loft  at  Dice,  what  ancient  Honour  won, 
Hard  when  the  Father  plays  away  the  Son : 
Nothing  but  mifery  ferves  in  this  Houfe, 
Ruin  and  Defolation  ;  oh. 

Enter  Husband  with  the  Boy  bleeding. 
Huf.  Whore,  give  me  that  Boy. 

\_Heftrives  with  her  for  the  Child. 
Maid.  Oh  help,  help,  out  alas,  murder,  murder. 
Huf.  Are  you  Goflipping,  prating  fturdy  Quean, 
I'll  break  your  Clamour  with  your  Neck, 
Down  Stairs ;  tumble,  tumble,  headlong. 

[He  throws  her  down* 
So,  the  fureft  way  to  charm  a  Woman's  Tongue, 
Is  break  her  Neck,  a  Politician  did  it. 
Son.  Mother,  Mother,  I  am  kilPd,  Mother. 

[His  Wife  awakes,  and  catcheth  up  the  youngefi  Child* 
Wife.  Ma,  who's  that  cry'd?  O  me  my  Children, 
Both,  both ;  bloody,  bloody. 

Huf.  Strumpet,  let  go  the  Boy,  let  go  the  Beggar. ' 

Wife.  Oh  my  fweet  Husband. 

Huf.  Filth,  Harlot. 

Wife.  Oh,  what  will  you  do,  dear  Husband? 

Huf.  Give  me  the  Baftard. 

Wife.  Your  own  fweet  Boy. 

Huf  There  are  too  many  Beggars. 

Wife.  Good  my  Husband. 

Huf.  Doft  thou  prevent  me  ftill? 

Wife.  Oh  God! 

[Stabs  at  the  Child  in  her  Arms,  and  gets  it  from  her. 
Huf.  Have  at  his  Heart. 
Wife.  Oh  my  dear  Boy. 

Huf.  Brat,  thou  male  not  live  to  (hame  thy  Houfe. 
Wife.  Oh  Heav'n.  [She  is  hurt,  and  finks  down. 

Huf.  And  perifli,  now  be  gone, 

There's 
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There's  Whores  enough,  and  want  would  make  thee  one. 

Enter  a  tufty  Servant* 
Ser.  Oh  Sir,  what  Deeds  are  thefe? 
Huf  Bafe  Slave,  my  VafTal, 
Com'ft  thou  between  my  fury  to  queftion  me? 
Ser.  Were  you  the  Devil,  I  would  hold  you,  Sir, 
Huf.  Hold  me  ?  Prefumption,  I'll  undo  thee  for  its 
Ser.  'Sblood,  you  have  undone  us  all,  Sir. 
Huf.  Tug  at  thy  Mafter? 
Ser.  Tug  at  a  Monfter. 

Huf.  Havelno Power?  fhallmy Slave  fetter  me? 
Ser.  Nay  then  the  Devil  wraftles,  I  am  thrown. 

[Husband  overcomes  him* 
Huf.  Oh  Villain,  now  I'll  tug  thee,   now  I'll  tear  thee, 
Set  quick  Spurs  to  my  Vaflal,  bruife  him,  trample  him  ; 
So,  I  think  thou  wilt  not  follow  me  in  hafte. 
My  Horfe  ftands  ready  fadled,  away,  away, 
Now  to  my  Brat  at  Nurfe,  my  fucking  Beggar; 
Fates,  I'll  not  leave  you  one  to  trample  on. 

[The  Mafter  meets  him.  m 
Maft.  How  is't  with  you  Sir,  methinks  you  look  of  a  di- 
ffracted Colour. 

Huf.  Who,  I  Sir  ?  'tis  bat  your  fancy, 
Pleafe  you  walk  in,  Sir,  and  I'll  foon  refolve  you, 
I  want  one  fmall  part  to  make  up  the  Sum; 
And  then  my  Brother  fhall  reft  fatisfied. 

Maft.  I  (hall  be  glad  to  fee  it,  Sir,  I'll  attend  you. 

[Exeunt. 
Ser.   Oh,  I  am  fcarce  able  to  heave  up  my  k]f> 
He  has  fo  bruis'd  .me  with  his  devillifh  weight, 
And  torn  my  Flefh  with  his  Blood-hafty  Spur, 
A  Man  before  of  eafie  Conftitution, 
'Till  now  Hell's  Power  fupplied,  to  his  Soul's  wrong, 
Oh  how  Damnation  can  make  weak  Men  ftrong. 
Enter  Mafter  and  two  Servants. 
Ser.  Oh  the  moft  piteous  Deed,  Sir,  finceyou  came. 
Maft.  A  deadly  greeting ;  hath  he  fumm'd  up  thefe 
To  fatisfie  his  Brother?  here's  another, 
And  by  the  bleeding  Infants,  the  dead  Mother. 
Wife.  Oh,  oh. 

Maft.  Surgeons,  Surgeons,  flie  recovers  Life, 
Vol.  VI.  Kk  One 
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One  of  his  Men  all  faint  and  bloodied, 

i  Ser.  Follow,  our  murderous  Matter  has  took 
Horfe  to  kill  his  Child  at  Nurfe,  oh  follow  quickly. 

Maft.  I  am  the  readied,  it  (hall  be  my  charge 
To  raife  the  Town  upon  him, 

[Exeunt  Mafter  and  Servants* 

i  Ser.  Good  Sir  Follow  him. 

Wife.  Oh  my  Children. 

i  Ser.  Mow  is  it,  my  moft  afflicted  Miftrefs? 

Wife.  Why  do  I  now  recover?   why  half  live? 
To  lee  my  Children  bleed  before  mine  Eyes, 
A  fight,  able  to  kill  a  Mother's  Breaft  without 
An  Executioner  >  what,  art  thou  mangled  too  ? 

l  Ser.  I,  thinking  to  prevent  what  his  quick  Mifchiefs 
Had  fo  foon  acted,  came  and  ruftu  upon  him, 
We  ftruggled,  but  a  fouler  Strength  than  his 
O'erthrew  me  with  his  Arms,  then  he  did  bruife  me, 
And  rent  my  Flefh,  and  robb'd  me  of  my  Hair, 
Like  a  Man  mad  in  Execution, 
Made  me  unfit  to  rife  and  follow  him. 

Wife.  What  is  it  hath  beguil'd  him  of  all  Grace  ? 
And  ftole  away  Humanity  from  his  Breaft, 
To  (lay  his  Children,  purposed  to  kill  his  Wife, 
And  fpoil  his  Servants. 

Enter  two  Servants. 

Both.  Pleafe  you  leave  this  accurfed  Place, 
A  Surgeon  waits  within. 

Wife.  Willing  to  leave  it ; 
*Tis  guilty  of  fweet  Blood,  inuocent  Blood, 
Murder  hath  took  this  Chamber  with  full  Hands, 
And  will  not  out  as  long  as  the  Houfe  ftands.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Husband,  as  being  thrown  off  his  Horfey  and  falls. 

Huf  Oh  (tumbling  Jade,  the  Spavin  overtake  thee, 
The  fifty  Difeafcs  ftop  thee : 
Oh,  I  am  forely  bruis'd,  Plague  founder  thee, 
Thou  run'ft  at  eafe  and  pleafure,  Heart  of  chance, 
To  throw  me  now,  within  a  flight  o'th'  Town, 
In  fuch  plain  even  Ground, 

'Sfoot,  a  Man  may  Dice  upon  it,  and  throw  away  the 
Meadows,  ah  filthy  Beaft. 

Cry  within,  Follow*  follow,  follow. 

Huf, 
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Huf.  Ha!  I  hear  founds  of  Men,  like  Hue  and  Cry; 
Up,  up,  and  ftr  uggle  to  my  Horfe,  make  on, 
Difpatch  that  little  Beggar,  and  all's  done. 

Cry  within.  Here,  this  way,  this  way; 

Huf.  At  my  Back?  oh, 
What  Fate  have  I,  my  Limbs  deny  me  to  go, 
My  Will  is  bated,  Beggary  claims  a  part, 
Oh  I  could  here  reach  to  the  Infant's  Hearr. 

Enter  Mafter  of  the  College,  three  Gentlemen^  and  others  with 

Halberds. 

All.  Here,  here,  yonder,  yonder. 

Maft.  Unnatural,  flinty,  more  than  barbarous, 
The  Scythians  in  their  marble-hearted  Fates, 
Could  not  have  acted  more  remorfelefs  Deeds 
In  their  relentlefs  Natures,  than  thefe  of  thine  : 
Was  this  the  aofwer  I  long  waited  on, 
The  Satisfaction  for  thy  Prifon'd  Brother? 

Huf  He  can  have  no  more  of  us  than  our  Skins, 
And  fome  of  them  want  but  fleaing. 

1  Gent.  Great  Sins  have  made  him  impudent. 
Maft.  He's  fhed  fo  much  Blood,  that  he  cannot  blufln 

2  Gent.  Away  with  him,  bear  him  to  the  Juftices  5 
A  Gentleman  of  Worfhip  dwells  at  hand, 

There  (hall  his  Deeds  be  blazed. 

Huf.  Why  all  the  better, 
My  glory  'tis  to  have  my  Action  known, 
I  grieve  for  nothing,  but  I  mifs'd  of  one. 

Maft.  There's  little  of  a  Father  in  that  Grief: 
Bear  him  away.  \Exeunu 

Enter  a  Knight,  with  two  or  three  Gentlemen. 

Knight.  Endanger'd  fo  his  Wife,  murder'd  his  Children  I 

I  Gent.  So  the  cry  goes. 

Kmght.  I  am  forry  I  e'er  knew  him. 
That  ever  he  took  Life  and  natural  Being 
From  fuch  an  honcur'd  Stock,  and  fair  Y>t(ctr\t9 
'Till  this  black  minute  without  Stain  or  Blemifh. 

1  Gent.  Here  come  the  Men. 
inter  the  Mafter  of  the  College,  and  the  reft,  with  the  Prifoxer, 

Knight.  The  Serpent  of    his  Houfe  :  I'm  forry  for  this 
time,  that  I  am  in  place  of  Juftice. 

Kk  2  Maft. 
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Maft.  Pleafe  you,  Sir. 

Knight.  Do  not  repeat  it  twice,  I  know  too  much, 
Would  it  had  ne'er  been  thought  on. 
Sir,  I  bleed  for  you. 

1  Gent.  Your  Father's  Sorrows  are  alive  in  me  : 
What  made  you  (hew  fuch  monftrous  Cruelty  ? 

Huf.  In  a  word,  Sir, 
T  have  confurnd  all,  plaid  away  long  Acre, 
And  I  thought  it  the  charitableft  Deed  I  could  do 
To  cozen  Beggary,  and  knock  my  Houfe  o'th'  Head. 

Knight.  I  do  not  think,  but  in  To-morrow's  Judgment, 
The  Terror  will  fit  clofer  to  your  Soul, 
When  the  dread  Thought  of  Death  remembers  you ; 
To  further  which,  take  this  fad  Voice  from  me, 
Never  was  act  plaid  more  unnaturally. 

Huf.  I  thank  you,  Sir, 

Knight.  Go  lead  him  to  the  Jayl. 
Where  Juftice  claims  all,  there  muft  Pity  fail. 

Huf.  Come,  come,  away  with   me.  [Exit  Prifbner. 

Maft.  Sir,  youdefervethe  Worm  ip  of  your  place, 
Would  all  did  fo;  in  you  the  Law  is  Grace. 

Knight.  It  is  my  Wifh  it  fhould  be  fo  ; 
Ruinous  Man,  the  Defolation  of  his  Houfe, 
The  blot  upon  his  PredccefTor's  honour'd  Name: 
That  Man  is  neareft  fhame,  that  is  pall:  fhame.  [_Exit. 

Enter  Husband  with  the  Officers,  the  Mafier  and  Gentlemen, 

as  going  by  his  Houfe. 

Huf.  I  am  right  againft  my  Houfe,  Seat  of  my  Anceft- 
.ors ;  I  hear  my  Wife's  alive,  but  much  endangered;  let  me 
intreat  to  fpeak  with  her  before  the  Prifon  gripe  me. 
Enter  his  Wife  brought  in  a  Chair. 

Gent.  See  here  fhe  comes  of  her  felf. 

Wife.   O  my  fweet  Husband,   my  dear  diftreffed  Huf- 
band,  now  in  the  Hands  of  unrelenting  Laws, 
My  greateft  Sorrow,  my  extreameft  Bleeding  ; 
Now  my  Soul  bleeds. 

Huf  How  now  \  kind  to  me  ? 
Did  not  I  wound  thee,  leave  thee  for  dead  ? 

Wife.  Tur,  far  greater  Wounds  did  my  Bread  feel, 
Unkindnefs  (hikes  a  deeper  Wound  than  Steel. 

You 
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You  have  been  ftill  unkind  to  me. 

Huf.  Faith,  and  fo  I  think  I  have; 
I  did  my  Murders  roughly  out  of  hand, 
Defperate  and  fudden,  but  thou  haft  devis'd 
A  fine  way  now  to  kill  me,  thou  haft  given  my  Eyes 
Seven  wounds  apiece  ;  now  glides  the  Devil  from 
Me,  departs  at  every  joint,  heaves  up  my  Nails. 
O  catch  him  new  Torments,  that  were  ne'er  invented : 
Bind  him  one  tho  ;fand  more,  you  blefTed  Angels, 
In  that  bottomlefs  Pit,  let  him  not  rife 
To  make  Men  act  unnatural  Tragedies, 
To  fpread  into  a  Father,  and  in  fury, 
Make  him  his  Childrens  Executioners, 
Murder  his  Wife,  his  Servants,  and  who  not? 
For  that  Man's  dark,  where  Heav'n  is  quite  forgot. 

Wife.  O  my  repentant  Husband! 

Huf  My  dear  Sou!,  whom  I  too  much  have  wtongM 
For  death  I  die,  and  for  this  I  have  long'd. 

Wife.  Thou  (hould'ft  nor,  be  aiTui'd,  for  thefe  Faults 
Die,  if  the  Law  could  forgive  as  foon  as  I. 

[Children  laid  oaf. 

Huf  What  Sight  is  yonder  ? 

Wife.  Oour  two  bleeding  Boys 
Laid  forth  upon  the  Threfhold. 

Huf  Here's  weight  enough  to  make  a  Heart-ftring  craclfc 
O  were  it  lawful  that  your  pretty  Souls 
Might  look  from  Heav'n  into  your  Father's  Eyes, 
Then  fhould  you  fee  the  penitent  Glafies  melt, 
And  both  your  Murders  (hoot  upon  my  Cheeks. 
But  you  are  playing  in  the  Angels  Laps, 
And  will  nor  look  on  me, 
Who  void  of  Grace,  kili'd  you  in  beggary. 

0  that  I  might  my  wifhes  now  attain, 

1  fhould  then  wifh  you  living  were  again; 
Though  I  did  beg  with  you,  which  thing  I  fear'd, 
O  'twas  the  Enemy  my  Eyes  fo  blear'd. 

O  would  you  could  pray  Heav'n  me  to  forgive, 
That  will  unto  my  End  repentant  live. 

Wife.  It  makes  me  e'en  forget  all  other  Sorrows, 
And  leave  part  with  this. 


Offi.  Come,  will  you  go  ? 


Kk  3  Huf 
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Huf.  Ill  kifs  the  Blood  I  ipilt,  and  then  111  go, 
My  Soul  is  bloodied,  well  may  my  Lips  be  fo. 
Fare  we!,  dear  Wife*  now  thou  and  I  muft  part, 
I  of  thy  wrongs,  repent  me  with  my  Heart. 

Wfe.  O  ftay,  thou  fhalt  not  go. 

Haf.  That's  but  in  vain,  you  fee  it  mud  be  fo, 
Farewtl  ye  bloody  Afhes  of  my  Boys, 
My  Punifhments  are  their  eternal  Joys. 
Let  every  Father  look  well  into  his  Deeds, 
And  then  their  Heirs  may  profper,  while  mine  bleeds. 

[_Exit  Husbdnd  with  Officers* 

Wife.  More  wretched  am  I  now  in  this  diftrefs, 
Than  former  Sorrows  made  me. 

Mafk.  O  kind  Wife,  be  comforted, 
One  joy  is  yet  unmurdered, 
You  have  a  Boy  at  Nurfe,  your  Joy's  in  him. 

Wife*  Dearer  than  all  is  my  poor  Husband's  Life  5 
Heavn  give  my  Body  ftrength,  which  is  yet  faint 
With  much  expence  of  Btood,  and  I  will  kneel, 
Sue  for  his  Life,  number  up  all  my  Friends 
To  plead  for  pardon  for  my  dear  Husband's  Life. 

Mafi.  Was  it  in  Man  to  wound  fo  kind  a  Creature? 
I'll  ever  praife  a  Woman  for  thy  fake. 
I  muft  return  with  grief,  my  anfwer's  fet, 
I  (hall  bring  News  weighs  heavier  than  the  Debt. 
Two  Brothers;  the  one  in  Bond  lyes  overthrown, 

is  on  a  deadlier  Execution,  \Exeunt  omnts. 
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Locrine. 
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A C T  I.    SCENEI. 

'Dumb  Shew, 

Enter  Ate,  se*/*A  Thunder  and  Lightning*  all  in 
black,  with  a  burning  Torch  in  one  Handy  and  a 
bloody  Sword  in  the  other  Hand ;  and  prefently 
let  there  come  forth  a  Lion  running  after  a  Bear, 
then  come  forth  an  Archer*  who  mufl  kill  the  Lion 
in  a  dumb  Show*  and  then  depart.  Remain  Ace. 

ATE. 

In  pa  nam  fettatnr  &  Vmbra. 
Mighty  Libn>  Ruler  .of  the  Woods,        *s* 
Of  wondrous  Strength  and  great  Proportion, 
With  hideous  noife  fearing  the  trembling  Trees, 
With  yelling  Clamours  fhaking  all  the  Earth, 
Traverft  the  Groves,  and  chae'd  the  wandring 
Beafts : 
Long  did  he  range  among  the  ftiady  Trees, 

And  drave  the  filly  Beafts  before  hrs  Face  ; 

J  When 
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When  fuddenly  from  out  a  thorny  Bufli 

A  dreadful  Archer  with  his  Bow  ybent, 

Wounded  the  Lion  with  a  difmal  Shaft, 

So  he  him  ftrook,  that  it  drew  forth  the  blood, 

And  fili'd  his  furious  Heart  with  fretting  Ire  ; 

But  all  in  vain  he  threatneth  Teeth  and  Paws, 

And  fparkleth  Fire  from  forth  his  flaming  Eyes, 

For  the  (harp  Shaft  gave  him  a  mortal  Wound  ; 

So  valiant  Brute,  the  terror  of  the  World, 

Whofe  only  looks  did  fcare  his  Enemies, 

The  Archer  Death  brought  to  his  lateft  end. 

O  what  may  long  abide  above  this  Ground, 

In  State  of  BMs  and  healthful  Happinefs !  [Exit* 

SCENE    II. 

Enter  Brutas  curried  in  a  Chair,  Locrine,  Camber,  AI- 
banadt,  Corsneius,  Guendeline,  Aflaracus,  Debon,  and 
Thrafimachus. 

Bru.  Mod  loyal  Lords,  and  faithful  Follpwers, 
That  have  with  me,  unworthy  General, 
Faffed  the  greedy  Gulf  of  th"  Ocean, 
Leaving  the  Confines  of  fair  Italy, 
Behold,  your   Brutus  draweth  nigh  his  end, 
And  I  miift  leave  you,  though  againft  my  Will  j 
My  Sinews  flirunk,  my  number'd  Senfes  fail, 
A  chilling  cold  pofTefTeth  all  my  Bones, 
$!ack  ugly  Death  with  Vifage  pale  and  wan, 
Preftnts  himfelf  before  my  dazled  Eyes, 
And  with  his  Dart  prepared  is  to  ftrike  : 
Thefe  Arnr,  my  Lords,  thefe  never  daunted  Arms, 
That  oft  have  quell'd  the  Courage  of  my  Foes, 
And  eke  di  may'd  my  Neighbour's  Arrogance, 
Now  yield  to  Death,  o'erlaid  with  crooked  Age, 
Devoid  of  Strength  and  of  their  proper  Force  ; 
Even  as  the  lufty  Cedar  worn  with  Years, 
That  far  abroad  her  dainty  Odour  throws, 
'Mongft  all  the  Daughters  of  proud  Lebanon, 
This  Heart,  my  Lords,  this  ne'er  appalled  Heart, 
That  was  a  Terror  to  the  bordering  Lands, 
A  doleful  Scourge  unto  my  neighbour  Kings, 

Now 
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Now  by  the  Weapons  of  impartial  Death 

Is  clove  afunder,  and  bereft  of  Life, 

As  when  the  facred  Oak  with  Thunderbolts, 

Sent  from  the  fiery  Circuit  of  the  Heav'ns, 

Sliding  along  the  Airs  celeftial  Vaults, 

Is  rent  and  cloven  to  the  very  Roots. 

In  vain  therefore  I  ftruggle  with  this  Foe, 

Then  welcome  Death,  fince  God  will  have  it  fo. 

Afar.  Alas  my  Lord,  we  forrow  at  your  Cafe, 
And  greive  to  fee  your  Perfon  vexed  thus  ; 
Bnt  whatfoe'er  the  Fates  determined  have, 
It  lieth  not  in  us  to  difannul, 
And  he  that  would  annihilate  his  Mind, 
Soaring  with  learns  too  near  the  Sun, 
May  catch  a  fall  with  young  Bellerophon. 
For  when  the  fatal  Sifters  have  decreed 
To  feparate  us  from  this  earthly  mould, 
No  mortal  Force  can  countermand  their  Minds : 
Then,  worthy  Lord,  fince.  there's  no  way  but  one^ 
Ceafe  your  Laments,  and  leave  your  grievous  moan. 

Cor.  Your  Highnefs  knows  how  many  Victories, 
How  many  Trophies  I  erected  have 
Triumphantly  in  every  place  we  came. 
The  Grecian  Monarch,  warlike  Pandrafus9 
And  all  the  Crew  of  the  MoloJJlans : 
Gojfarius  the  arm-ftrong  King  of  Gauls, 
Have  felt  the  Force  of  our  victorious  Arms, 
And  to  their  Cofl  beheld  our  Chivalrie  : 
Where-e'er  Aurora,  handmaid  of  the  Sun, 
Where-e'er  the  Sun,  bright  Guardian  of  the  Day, 
Where-e'er  the  joyful  Day  with  cheerful  Light, 
Where-e'er  the  Light  illuminates  the  World, 
The  Trojans  Glory  flies  with  golden  Wings, 
Wings  that  do  foar  beyond  fell  envious  flight, 
The  fame  of  Brutus  and  his  followers 
Pierceth  the  Skies,  and  with  the  Skies  the  Throne 
Of  mighty  Jove*  Commander  of  the  World. 
Then,  worthy  Brutus,  leave  thefe  fad  Laments, 
Comfort  your  felf  with  this  your  great  Renown, 
And  fear  not  Death,  though  he  feem  terrible. 
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Bru.  Nay,  Corineius,  you  mi  (lake  my  Mind. 
In  conftruing  wrong  the  Caufe  of  my  Complaints; 
I  fear'd  not  t'  yield  my  felf  to  faral  Death, 
God  knows  it  was  the  lead  of  all  my  Thoughts, 
A  greater  Care  torments  my  very  Bones, 
And  makes  me  tremble  at  the  thought  of  it, 
And  in  your  Lordings  doth  the  Subftance  lye. 

Thra.  Mod  Noble  Lord,  if  ought  your  Loyal  Peers 
Accomplifh  may,  to  eafe  your  lingring  Grief, 
I,  in  the  name  of  all,  proteft  to  you, 
That  we  would  boldly  enterprife  the  fame, 
Were  it  to  enter  to  black  Tartarus, 
Where  triple  Cerberus  with  his  venomous  Throat, 
Scareth  the  Ghofts  with  high  refounding  Noife, 
We'll  either  rent  the  Bowels  of  the  Earth, 
Searching  the  entrails  of  the  brutilh  Earth, 
Or  with  his  Ixions  overdaring  foon, 
Be  bound  in  Chains  of  ever-during  Steel. 

Brit.  Then  harken  to  your  Soveraign's  lateft  Words, 
In  which  I  will  unto  you  all  unfold, 
Our  Royal  Mind  and  refolute  Intent. 
When  golden  Hebe,  Daughter  to  great  Jove, 
Cover'd  my  manly  Cheeks  with  youthful  Down, 
Th'unhappy  Slaughter  of  my  lucklefs  Sire, 
Drove  me  and  old  Ajfarachus  mine  Eame, 
As  Exiles  from  the  Bounds  of  Italy, 
So  that  perforce  we  were  conflrain'd  to  fly 
To  Grecians  Monarch,  noble  Pandrajfus, 
There  I  alone  did  undertake  your  Caufe, 
There  I  reftor'd  your  antique  Liberty, 
Though  Grecia  frown'd,  and  all  Molojjia  ftorm'd, 
Though  brave  Antigonus,  with  martial  Band, 
In  pitched  Field  encountred  me  and  mine, 
Though  Pandrajfus  and  his  Contributaries, 
With  all  the  rout  of  their  Confederates, 
Sought  to  deface  our  glorious  Memory, 
And  wipe  the  Name  of  Trojans  from  the  Earth ; 
Him  did  I  captivate  with  this  mine  Arm, 
And  by  Compulflon  forc'd  him  to  agree 
To  certain  Articles,  which  there  we  did  propound. 
From  Grecia  through  the  boifterous  HclUfpont% 
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We  came  into  the  Fields  of  Leftrigw, 

Whereat  our  Brother  Corineius  was  ,• 

Which  when  we  patted  the  Ctcilian  Gulf, 

And  fo  transfretting  the  Illician  Sea, 

Arrived  on  the  Coafts  of  Aquitain  ; 

Where  with  an  Army  of  his  barbarous  Gauls 

Gojfarius  and  his  Brother  Gathelus 

Encountring  with  our  Hoft,  fnftain'd  the  Foil, 

And  for  your  fakes  my  Turnus  there  I  loft  ; 

Turnus  that  flew  fix  hundred  Men  at  Arms, 

All  in  an  Hour,  with  his  /harp  Battle-Axe, 

From  thence  upon  the  ftronds  of  Albion 

To  Corui  Haven  happily  we  came, 

And  quell'd  the  Giants,  come  of  Albion *s  Race, 

With  Gogmagog,  Son  to  Sawotkeus, 

Tlu  curfed  Captain  of  that  damned  Crew, 

And  in  that  Ifle  at  length  I  placed  you. 

Now  let  me  fee,  if  my  laborious  Toils, 

If  al  my  Care,  if  all  my  grievous  Wounds, 

If  all  my  Diligence  were  well  employed. 

Cor.  When  firft  I  followed  thee  and  thine,  brave  King, 
I  hazarded  my  Life  and  dearefl  Blood, 
To  purchafe  Favour  at  your  Princely  Hands, 
And  for  the  fame  in  dangerous  Attempts, 
In  fundry  Conflicts,  and  in  divers  Broils, 
I  iliew'd  the  Courage  of  my  manly  Mind  ; 
For  this  I  combated  with  Gathelus, 
The  Brother  to  Gojfarius  of  Gaul ; 
For  this  I  fought  with  furious  Gogmagog, 
A  favage  Captain  of  a  favage  Crew  ; 
And  for  thefe  Deeds  brave  Cornwall  I  receiv'd, 
A  grateful  Gift  giv'n  by  a  gracious  King  ; 
And  for  this  Gift,  this  Life  and  deareft  Blood 
Will  Corineius  fpend  for  Brutus  good. 

Deb.  And  what  my  Friend,  brave  Prince,  hath  vow'd  to 
you. 
The  fame  will  Debon  do  unto  his  end. 

Bru.  Then,  Loya!  Peers,  fince  you  are  all  agreed, 
And  refolute  to  follow  Brutus  Hefts, 
Favour  my  Sons,  favor  thofe  Orphans,  Lords, 
And  ihield  them  from  the  Dangers  of  their  Foes. 
Locrine)  the  Column  of  my  Family,  And 
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And  only  Pillar  of  my  weaken'd  Age  : 

Locrine,  draw  near,  draw  near  unto  thy  Sire* 

And  take  thy  lateft  Bleffings  at  his  Hands  : 

And,  for  thou  art  the  eldeft  of  my  Sons, 

Be  thou  a  Captain  to  thy  Brethren, 

And  imitate  thy  aged  Father's  fteps, 

Which  will  conduct  thee  to  true  Honour's  Gate  i 

For  if  thou  folio w  facred  Virtues  lore, 

Thou  malt  be  crowned  with  a  Laurel  Branch, 

And  wear  a  Wreath  of  fempiternal  Fame, 

Sorted  amongft  the  Glorious  happy  ones. 
Loc.  If  Locrine  do  not  follow  your  Advice^ 

And  bear  himfelf  in  all  things  like  a  Prince 

That  feeks  to  amplifie  the  great  Renown* 
Left  unto  him  for  an  Inheritance, 

By  thofe  that  were  his  Anceftors, 
Let  me  be  flung  into  the  Ocean, 

And  fwallow'd  in  the  Bowels  of  the  Earth* 
Or  let  the  ruddy  Lightning  of  great  Jovey 
Defcend  upon  this  my  devoted  Head. 

[Brutus  taking  Giiendeline  by  the  Hand* 
Brn.  But  for  I  fee  you  all  to  be  in  doubt, 
Who  mail  be  matched  with  our  Royal  Son, 
Locrine,  receive  this  Prefent  at  my  Hand  ; 
A  Gift  more  rich  than  are  the  wealthy  Mines 
Found  in  the  Bowels  of  America. 
Thou  fhalt   be  fpoufed  to  fair  Gftendeline: 
Love  her,  and  take  her,  for  (he  is  thine  own, 
If  (o  thy  Uncle  and  her  felf  do  pleafe. 

Cor.  And  herein  how  your  Highnefs  honours  me, 
It  cannot  now  be  in  my  Speech  expreft ; 
For  careful  Parents  glory  not  fo  much 
At  their  Honour  and  Promotion, 
As  for  to  fee  the  iflue  of  their  Blood 
Seated  in  Honour  and  Profperity. 

G nen.  A  nd  far  be  it  from  my  pure  maiden  Thought^ 
To  contradict  her  aged  Father's  Wilh 
Therefore  fince  he  to  whom  I  muft  obey, 
Hath  giv'n  me  now  unto  your  royal  felf, 
I  will  not  ftand  aloof  from  off  the  lure, 

Like 
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Like  crafty  Dames  that  moft  of  all  deny 
That,  which  they  moft  defire  to  Poflefs. 

[Brutus  turning  to  Locrine. 
[Locrine  Kneeling* 
Then  now  my  Son  thy  part  is  on  the  Stage, 
For  thou  mult  bear  the  Perfon  of  a  King. 

[Puts  the  Crown  on  his  Head. 
Locrine  ftand  up,  and  wear  the  regal  Crown, 
And  think  upon  the  State  of  Majefty, 
That  thou  with  Honour  well  may'ft  wear  the  Crown, 
And  if  thou  tendreft  thefe  my  lateft  Words, 
As  thou  requir'ft  my  Soul  to  be  at  reft, 
As  thou  defireft  thine  own  Security, 
Cherifti  and  Love  thy  new  betrothed  Wife. 

Loc.  No  longer  kt  me  well  enjoy  the  Crown, 
Than  I  do  peerlefs  Guendeline* 

Bru.  Camber. 

Cam.  My  Lord. 

Bru.  The  Glory  of  mine  Age, 
And  darling  of  thy  Mother  Junoger, 
Take  thou  the  South  for  thy  Dominion^ 
From  thee  there  fhall  proceed  a  Royal  Race, 
That  fhall  maintain  the  Honour  of  this  Land, 
That  fway  the  regal  Scepter  with  their  Hands. 

[Turning  to  Alabanaft. 
And  Alabanaft,  thy  Father's  only  Joy, 
Youngeft  in  Years,  but  not  the  young'ft  in  mind, 
A  perfeft  Pattern  of  all  Chivalry, 
Take  thou  the  North  for  thy  Dominion, 
A  Country  full  of  Hills  and  ragged  Rocks, 
Replenimed  with  fierce  untamed  Beafts, 
As  correfpondent  to  thy  martial  Thoughts, 
Live  long  my  Sons  with  endlefs  Happinefs, 
And  bear  firm  Concordance  among  your  felves, 
Obey  the  Counfels  of  thefe  Fathers  grave, 
That  you  may  better  bear  out  Violence. 
But  fuddenly,  through  Weaknc fs  of  my  Age, 
And  the  deftd  of  youthful  PuilTance, 
My  Malady  increafeth  more  and  more, 
And  cruel  Death  hafteneth  his  quickned  pace, 
To  difpoflcfs  me  of  my  earthly  Shape, 

Mine 
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Mine  Eyes  wax  dim,  o'er-caft  with  Clouds  of  Age. 

The  pangs  of  Death  compafs  my  crazed  Bones, 

Thus  to  you  all  my  Bleffings  I  bequeath, 

And  with  my  Bleifings,  this  my  fleeting  Soul. 

My  Glafs  is  run,  and  all  my  Miferies 

Do  end  with  Life;  Death  clofeth  up  mine  Eyes, 

My  Soul  in  hafte  flies  to  the  Elyfian  Fields.  [_He  dies. 

Loc.  Accurfed  Stars,  damn'd  and  accurfed  Stars, 
T'  abbreviate  my  noble  Father's  Life, 
Hard  hearted  Gods,  and  too  too  envious  Fates, 
Thus  to  cut  off  my  Father's  fatal  Thread, 
Brutus  that  was  a  Glory  to  us  all, 
Brutus  that  was  a  Terror  to  his  Foes, 
Alas  too  foon  by  Demogorgons  Kn if e> 
The  martial  Brutus  is  bereft  of  Life. 
No  fad  Complaints  may  move  juft  Eacus. 

Cor.  No  dreadful  Threats  can  fear  Judge  Rhodomanth* 
Wert  thou  as  ftrong  as  mighty  Hercules, 
7  hat  tamed  the  huge  Monfters  of  the  World, 
Plaid'ft  thou  as  fweet,  on  the  fweet  founding  Lute, 
As  did  the  Spoufe  of  fair  Euridice, 
That  did  enchant  the  Waters  with  his  Noife, 
And  made  the  Stones,  Birds,  Beafts,  toleadaDance, 
Conftrain'd  the  hilly  Trees  to  follow  him, 
Thou  could  ft  not  move  the  Judge  of  Erebus, 
Nor  move  Companion  in  grim  Pluto's  Heart, 
For  fatal  Mors  expe&eth  all  the  World, 
And  every  Man  mull  tread  the  way  of  Death  ; 
Brave  Tantalus,  the  valiant  Pelops  Sire, 
Gueft  to  the  Gods,  fufFered  untimely  Death, 
And  old  Tithonus  Husband  to  the  Morn, 
And  eke  grim  Minos  whom  juft  Jupiter 
Deign'd  to  admit  unto  his  Sacrifice, 
The  thundring  Trumpets  of  Blood-thirfty  Mars. 
The  fearful  rage  of  fell  Tijiphoen. 
The  boiftrous  Waves  of  humid  Ocean, 
Are  Inftruments  and  Tools  of  difmal  Death. 
Then  noble  Coufin  ceafe  to  mourn  his  chance, 
Whofe  Age  and  Years  were  Signs  that  he  mould  dye. 
It  refteth  now  that  we  inter  his  Bones, 

That 
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That  was  a  Terror  to  his  Enemies. 

Take  up  his  Coarfe,  and  Princes  hold  him  dead, 

Who  while  he  Jiv'd,  upheld  the  Trojan  State. 

Sound  Drums  and  Trumpets,  march  to  Trinovam, 

There  to  provide  our  Chieftain's  Funeral.  [Excmu 

SCENE     III. 

Enter  Stiumbo  above  in  a  Gown,  with  Ink  and  Paper 

in  his  hand. 

Strum.  Either  the  four  Elements,  the  feven  Planets  and  all 
the  particular  Stars  of  the  Pole  Antartick,  are  adverfnive 
againft  me,  or  elfe  I  was  begotten  and  born  in  the  Wain  of 
the  Moon,  when  every  thhjg,  as  Lattantim  in  his  fourth  Book 
of  Conftultations  doth  fay,  goeth  arfward.  Ay  Matters,  ay, 
you  may  laugh,  but  I  mutt  weep;  you  may  joy,  butlmuft 
forrow;  fhedding  fait  Tears  from  the  watry  Fountains  of  my 
moift  dainty  fair  Eyes,  along  my  comely  and  fmooth  Cheeks, 
in  as  great  plenty  as  the  Water  runneth  from  the  Bucking- 
tubs,  or  red  Wine  out  of  the  Hogs-heads :  for  truft  me, 
Gentlemen  and  my  very  good  Friends,  and  fo  forth  :  the  lit- 
tle god,  nay  thedefperate  god  Cuprit,  with  one  of  his  vengible 
Birds  bolts,  hath  ihot  me  unto  the  Heel :  fo  not  only,  but 
alfo,  oh  fine  phrafe,  I  burn,  I  burn,  and  I  burn  a,  in  love, 
in  love,  and  in  love  a,  ah  Strnmbo,  what  haft  thou  feen,  not 
Dina  with  the  Afs  Tom  f  Yea,  with  thefe  Eyes  thou  haft 
feen  her,  and  therefore  pull  them  out,  for  they  will  work 
thy  Bail.  Ah  Strnmbo,  haft  thou  heard  the  Voice  of  the 
Nightingale,  but  a  Voice  fweeter  than  hers,  yea,  with  thefa 
Ears  haft  thou  heard  them,  and  therefore  cut  them  off,  for 
they  have  caus'd  thy  forrow.  Nay  Strttmbo,  kill  thy  felf, 
drown  thy  felf,  hang  thy  felf,  ftarve  thy  felf.  Oh,  but 
then  I  (hall  leave  my  fweet  Heart.  Oh  my  Heart  I  Now 
Pate  for  thy  MaftV,  I  will  dite  an  aliquant  Love-piftle  to 
her,  and  then  fhe  hearing  the  grand  verbofity  of  my  Scrip- 
ture, will  love  my  prefently. 

[Let  him  write  a  little,  and  then  read. 

Vol,    Vf.  LI  My 
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My  Pen  is  naught,  Gentlemen,  lend  me  a  Knife,  I  think  the 
more  hafte  the  worft  fpeed.  . 

[Then  write  again,  and  after  read* 

So  it  is,  Miftrefs  Dordthy%  and  the  fole  effence  or  my  Sou!, 
that  the  little  fparkles  of  afTe&ion  kindled  in  me  towards  your 
fweet  felf,  hath  now  increas'd  to  a  great  flame,  and  will  e'er 
it  be  long  confume  my  poor  Heart,  except  you  with  the 
pleafant  water  of  your  fecret  Fountain,  quench  the  furious 
heat  of  the  fame,  Alas,  I  am  a  Gentleman  of  good  Fame* 
and  Name,  majeftical,  in  Apparel  comely,  in  Gate  portly. 
Let  not  therefore  your  gentle  Heart  be  (o  hard,  as  to  de- 
Ipife  a  proper  tall  young  Man  of  a  handfome  Life,  and  by 
defpifing  Jum,  not  only  but  alfo  to  kill  him.  Thus  ex- 
pecting time  and  tide,  I  bid  you  farewel.  Your  Servant* 
Signior  Strumbo. 

'  Oh  Wit*  O  Pate,  O  Memory,  O  Hand,  OInk,  O  Paper. 
Well,  now  I  will  fend  it  away*  Trompart,  Trompart,  what 
a  Villain  is  this*  Why  Sirrah,  come  when  your  Mafler 
calls  you.     Trompart, 

Trompart  entring  faith  Anon,  Sin 

Strum.  Thou  knoweft,  my  pretty  Boy,  what  a  good 
Mdter  I  have  been  to  thee  ever  fince  I  took  thee  into  my 
iervice. 

Trom.  Ay,  Sir. 

Strum.  And  how  I  have  cherifhed  thee  always,  as  if  thou 
hadft  been  the  fruit  of  my  Loins,  Flefh  of  my  Flefh,  and 
Bone  of  my  Bone. 

Trom*  Ay,  Sir. 

Strum.  Then  fhew  thy  felf  herein  a  trufty  Servant,  and 

carry  this  Letter  to  Miftrefs  Dorothy,  and  tell  her. 

[Speahrng  in  his  Ear.     Exit  Trompart. 

Strum.  Nay,  Matters,  youlhall  fee  a  Marriage  by  and  by* 
But  here  fhe  comes.     Now  mufr.  I  frame  my  amorous  Paflions. 
Enter  Dorothy  and  Trompart, 

Dor.  Signior  Strumbo,  well  met,  I  receiv'd  your  Letters 
by  your  Man  here,  who  tolcf  me  a  pitiful  ftory  of  your 
anguifh,  and  fo  underftanding  your  Paffions  were  fo  great/ 
I  came  hither  fpeedily. 

Strum.  Oh,   my   fweet  and   Pigfney,  the  fecundity   of 
ray  ingeny  is  net  fo  great,  that  may  declare  unto  you  the 

for- 
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forrowful  Sobs,  and  broken  Sleeps  that  I  fuffer'd  for  you 
fake;   and  therefore  I  defire  you  to  receive  me  into  your; 
familiarity. 

For  your  Love  doth  lye, 
As  near  and  as  nigh, 
Vnto  my  Heart  within, 
As  mine  Eye  to  my  Nofe% 
My  Leg  unto  my  Hofe, 
And  my  Flejb  unta  my  Skin. 

Dor.  Truly,  Mr.  Strumbo ,  you  fpeak  too  learnedly 
for  me  to  underftand  the  drift  of  your  Mind,  and  there- 
fore tell  your  Tale  in  plain  terms,  and  leave  off  your  dark 
Riddles. 

Strum.  Alas,  Miftrefs  Dorothy,  this  is  my  luck,  that  when 
I  moft  would,  I  cannot  be  underftood :  io  that  my  great 
learning  is  an  inconvenience  unto  me.  But  to  fpeak  in  plain 
terms,  I  love  you,  Miftrefs  Dorothy,  if  you  like  to  accept  me 
into  your  familiarity. 

Dor.  If  this  be  all,   I  am  content. 

[Turning  to  the  People* 

Strum.  Say'ft  thou  fo,  fweet  Wench,  let  me  lick  thy  Toes. 
Farewel,  Miftrefs.  If  any  of  you  be  in  love,  provide  ye  a 
Cap  Cafe  full  of  new  coin'd  words,  and  then  ihall  you  foon 
have  the  fuccado  de  labres,  and  fomething  dfe*         [Exeunt. 

S    C   E    N    E,      IV. 

Enter  Locrine,  Guendeline,  Camber,  AIbanac*t,  Corineius, 
Aflarachus,  Debon,  and  Thrafimachus. 

Loe.  Uncle  and  Princes  of  brave  Britanyt 
Since  that  our  noble  Father  is  Entomb'd, 
As  beft  befeem'd  fo  brave  a  Prince  as  he, 
If  fo  you  pleafe,  this  day  my  Love  and  I, 
Within  the  Temple  of  Concordia, 
Will  folemnize  our  Royal  Marriage. 

Thra.  Right  noble  Lord,  your  Subjects  every  one 
Muft  needs  obey  your  Highnefs  at  command, 
Efpecially  in  fuch  a  Caufe  as  this, 
That  much  concerns  your  Highnefs  great  content. 

LI  &  Lof. 
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Loc.  Then  Frolick,  Lordings,  to  fair  Concord's  Walls, 
Where  we  will  pafs  the  Day  m  Knightly  fports, 
The  Night  in  Dancing  and  in  figurd  Masks, 
And  offer  to  God  Rifus  M  our  fports.  [Exeunt* 


ACT     II.     SCENE    I. 

Enter  Ate  as  before^  after  a  little  Lightning  and  Thundringy  let 
there  come  forth  this  Jbow.  Perfeus  and  Andromeda*  hand 
in  handy  and  Cepheus  alfo  with  Swords  and  Targets.  Then  let 
there  come  out  of  another  Door  Phineus,  all  blach^in  Armour, 
with  ^Ethiopians  after  him>  driving  in  Perfeus,  and  having 
taken  away  Andromeda,  let  them  depart.  Ate  remaining,  fays* 

Regit  omnia  numen, 

WHen  Perfeus  married  fair  Andromeda, 
The  only  Daughter  of  King  Cepheus, 
He  thought  he  had  eftablifh'd  well  his  Crown, 
And  that  his  Kingdom  mould  for  aye  endure. 
But  lo  proud  Vhineus  with  a  Band  of  Men, 
Contrived  of  Sun-burnt  *AEthiopians9 
By  force  of  Arms  the  Bride  he  took  from  him, 
And  turn'd  their  joy  into  a  flood  of  tears. 
So  fares  it  with  young  Locrine  and  his  Love, 
He  thinks  this  marriage  tendeth  to  his  weaU 
But  this  foul  day,  this  foul  accurfed  day, 
Is  the  beginning  of  his  miferies. 
Behold  where  Humber  and  his  Scythians 
Approacheth  nigh  with  all  his  Warlike  Train, 
I  need  not  I,  the  fequel  mall  declare, 
What  tragick  chances  fell  out  in  this  War.  \JEkiu 

SCENE      II. 

Enter  Humber,  Hubba,  Eflrild,  Segar,  and  their  Soldiers* 

Hum^Kx.  length  the  Snail  doth  climb  the  higheft  tops, 

Afcendin^  up  the  ftateJy  Caftle  Walls; 

At  length  the  Water  with  continual  drops, 

Doth  penet -ate  the  hardeft  Marble  Stone ; 

At 
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At  length  we  are  arriv'd  in  Albion. 
Nor  could  the  barbarous  Dacian,  Soveraign, 
Nor  yet  the  Ruler  of  brave  Belgia, 
Stay  us  from  cutting  over  to  this  Ifle  ; 
Whereas  I  hear  a  Troop  of  Phrygians 
Under  the  Conduct  of  Pofthumms  Son, 
Have  pitch'd  up  Lordly  Pavillions, 
And  hope  to  profper  in  this  lovely  Ifle : 
But  I  will  fruftrate  all  their  Foolifh  hope, 
And  teach  them  that  the  Scythian  Emperor 
Leads  Fortune  tied  in  a  Chain  of  Gold, 
Conftraining  her  to  yield  unto  his  will, 
And  grace  him  with  their  Regal  Diadem: 
Which  I  will  have,  maugre  their  treble  Hods, 
And  all  the  power  their  petty  Kings  can  mak c. 

Hub.  If  fhe  that  rules  fair  Rhamnis  golden  Gate, 
Grant  us  the  honour  of  the  Victory, 
As  hitherto  fhe  always  favour'd  us, 
Right  noble  Father,  we  will  rule  the  Land, 
Enthonifed  in  Seats  of  Topaz  ftones, 
That  Locrine  and  his  Brethren  all  may  know, 
None  muff  be  King  but  Ifttmberznd  his  Son. 

Hum.  Courage  my  Son,  Fortune  fhall  favour  us, 
And  yield  to  us  the  Coronet  of  Bays, 
That  decketh  none  but  noble  Conquerors. 
But  what  faith  Eftrild  to  thefe  Regions  I 
How  liketh  fhe  the  temperature  thereof? 
Are  they  not  pleafant  in  her  gracious  Eyes  ? 

Eft.  The  Plains,  my  Lord,  garnifh'd  with  Flora's  wealth, 
And  over- fpread  with  party-colour'd  Flowers, 
Do  yield  fweet  contentation  to  my  mind ; 
The  airy  Hills  enclosed  with  fhady  Groves, 
The  Groves  repleniuYd  with  fweet  chirping  Birds, 
The  Birds  refounding  Heav'nly  Melody, 
Are  equal  to  the  Groves  of  TheJJaly, 
Where  Phoebus  with  thefe  learned  Ladies  nine, 
Delight  themfelves  with  Mufick's Harmony, 
And  from  the  moifture  of  the  Mountain  tops, 
The  filent  Springs  dance  down  with  murmuring  ftreams, 
And  water  all  the  ground  with  cryftal  Waves, 
The  gentle  blafts  of  Eunts  modefr.  Wind, 

L  1  3  Mpvmg 
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Moving  the  pattering  {-eaves  of  Silvane%  Woods, 

Do  equal  it  with  Tempe's  Paradife, 

And  thus  contorted  all  to  one  effect, 

Do  make  ire  think  thefe  are  the  happy  Hies, 

Moft  Fortunate  if  Humber  may  them  win. 

Hub.  Madam,  where  Refblution  leads  the  way. 
And  Courage  follows  with  embolden'd  pace, 
Fortune  can  never  ufe  her  Tyranny; 
For  Valiantnefs  is  like  unto  a  Rock 
That  ftandeth  on  the  Waves  of  Ocean, 
Which  though  the  Billows  beaj  on  every  fide, 
And  Boreas  fell  with  his  tempeftuous  ftorms, 
Bloweth  upon  it  with  a  hideous  clamour, 
Yet  it  remaineth  (till  unmoveable. 

Hum.  Kingly  refolv'd,  thou  glory  of  thy  Sire  z 
But  worthy  Segar,  what  uncouth  novelties 
Bring'ft  thou  unto  our  Royal  Majefty  ? 

Seg.  My  Lord,  the  young  eft  of  all  Br  mm  Sons^ 
Stout  AlbanaUy  with  millions  of  Men, 
Approacheth  nigh,  and  meaneth  e'er  the  Morn, 
To  try  your  force  by  dint  of  fatal  Sword. 

Hum.  Tut,  let  him  come  with  millions  of  Hofts, 
He  fliall  find  entertainment  good  enough, 
Yea,  fit  for  thofe  that  are  our  Enemies  : 
For  we'll  receive  them  at  the  Lances  points, 
And  mafTacre  their  Bodies  with  our  Blades: 
Yea,  though  they  were  in  number  infinite, 
More  than  the  mighty  Babylonian  Queen, 
Semiramis  the  Ruler  of  the  Weft, 
Brought  'gainft  the  Emperor  of  the  Scythians, 
Yet  would  we  not  ftart  back  one  foot  from  them : 
That  they  might  know  we  are  invincible. 

Hub,  Now  by  great  Jove,  the  fupream  King  of  Heav'n, 
And  the  immortal  Gods  that  live  therein, 
When  as  the  Morning  fhews  his  chearful  Face, 
And  Lucifer  mounted  upon  his  Steed, 
Brings  in  the  Chariot  of  the  golden  Sun, 
I'll  meet  young  AlbanaU  in  th5  open  Field, 
And  crack  my  Launce  upon  his  Burganet, 
To  rry  the  Valour  of  his  boyifh  Strength: 
"fhere  will  I  mew  fuc}i  xuthful  fpeftades. 

And 
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And  caufe  fo  great  effufion  of  Blood, 

That  all  his  Boys  (hall  wonder  at  my  ftrength. 

As  when  the  warlike  Queen  of  Amazons, 

Pentbefilea,  armed  with  her  Launce, 

Girt  with  a  Corflet  of  bright  (hining  Steel, 

Coopt  up  the  faint-heart  Grecians  in  the  Camp. 

Hum.  Spoke  like  a  warlike  Knight,  my  noble  Son, 
Nay,  like  a  Prince  that  feeks  his  Father's  Joy. 
Therefore  to  Morrow  e'er  fair  Titan  (hine, 
And  bafhful  Eos  MefTenger  of  Light, 
Expels  the  liquid  fleep  f/om  out  Mens  Eyes, 
Thou  (halt  conduct  the  right  Wing  of  the  Hoft, 
The  left  Wing  (hall  be  under  Segar's  charge, 
The  Rearward  (hall  be  under  me  my  felf; 
And  lovely  Elftrid,  fair  and  gracious, 
If  Fortune  favour  me  in  mine  attempts, 
Thou  (halt  be  Queen  of  lovely  Albion. 
Fortune  (hall  favour  me  in  mine  attempts, 
And  make  thee  Queen  of  lovely  Albion. 
Come  let  us  in  and  mufter  up  our  Train, 
And  furnifh  up  our  lufty  Soldiers, 
That  they  may  be  a  Bulwark  to  our  ftate, 
And  bring  our  wi (lied  joys  to  perfect  end.  [Excfntl 

SCENE      III. 

Enter  Strumbo,  Dorothy,  and  Trompart,  Qobling  Shooes7 

and  Singing. 

Trom.  We  Co  biers  lead  a  merry  life  : 

All.  Dan,  dan,  dan,  dan. 

Strum,  ybid  of  all  envy  and  fir  if e  : 

All.  Dan  diddle  dan. 

Dor.  Our  eafe  is  great,  our  labour  fmalt  : 

All.  Dan,  dan,  dan,  dan. 

Strum.  And  jet  our  gains  be  much  withal : 

All.  Dan  diddle  dan. 

Dor.  With  this  art  fo  fine  and  fair  i 

All.  Dan,  dan,  dan,  dan. 

Trom.  No  occupation  may  compare '  : 

All.  Dan  diddle  dan. 

Strum.  For  merry  pafiime  and  joyful  glee  : 

Dan^  dan^  dan}  dan,  Li  a.  Do r* 
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Dor.  Moft  happy  Men  -we  Coblers  be  : 

Dan  diddle  dan, 
Trom.  The  Can  fiands  full  of  nappy  die* 

Dan,  dan,  dan,  dan. 
Strum.   In  our  Shop  ftillwithouten  fail  : 

Dan  diddle  dan. 
Dor.   This  is  our  Meat,  this  is  our  Food  : 

Dan,  dan,  dan,  dan. 
Trom.  This  brings  us  to  a  merry  mood  2 

Dan  diddle  dan. 
Scrum.  This  makes  us  work^for  Company  : 

Dan,  dan,  dan,  dan. 
Dor.  To  pull  the  Tankards  cheerfully  ; 

Dan  diddle  dan.  , 

Trom.  Drink^to  thy  Husband,  Dorothy, 

Dan,  dan,  dan,  dan. 
Dor.  Why  then  my  Strumbo  there's  to  thee  : 

Dan  diddle  dan. 
Strum.  Drinks  thou  the  reft  Trompart,  amain: 

Dan,  dan,  dan,  dan. 
Dor.  When  that  is  gone,  'we'll  fill 7  again: 
Dan  diddle  dan. 

Enter  Captain. 
^    Cap.  The  pooreft  ftate  is  fartheft  from  annoy, 
How  merrily  he  fitteth  on  his  Stool  : 
But  when  he  fees  that  needs  he  muft  be  preft, 
He'll  turn  his  note  and  ling  another  tunc.    ' 
Ho,  by  your  leave  Matter  Cobler. 

Strum.  You  are  welcome,  Gentleman,  what  will  you  any 
old  Shooes  or  Buskins,  or  will  you  have  your  Shooes  clouted ; 
I  will  do  them  as  well  as  any  Cobler  in  Cathnes  whatfoever  ? 

[Captain  fhewing  him  Prefs-mony* 

Capt.  O  Matter  Cobler,  you  are  far  deceiv'd  in  me,  for  done 

you  fee  this?    I  come  not  to  buy  any  Shooes,  but  to  buy 

your  felf;  come,  Sir,  you  muft  be  a  Soldier  in  the  King's 

Caufe. 

Strum.  Why,  but  hear  you,  Sir,  has  your  King  any 
Commiflion  to  take  any  Man  againft  his  will  ?  I  promife 
you,  I  can  fcant  believe  it,  or  did  he  give  you  Commif- 
fion  ? 

Cap. 
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Capt.  O  Sir,  you  need  not  care  for  that,  I  need  no  Com* 
miffion :  hold  here,  I  command  you  in  the  name  of  our 
King  Albanati*.  to  appear  to  Morrow  in  the  Town-Houfe  of 
Cathnes. 

*  Strum.  King  NaBaball,  I  cry  God  mercy,  what  have  we 
to  do  with  him,  or  he  with  us  ?  but  you,  Sir  Matter  Ca- 
pontaiJ,  draw  your  Paftboard,  or  elfe  I  promife  you,  I'll 
give  you  a  Canvafado  with  a  Baftinado  over  your  Shoulders, 
and  teach  you  to. come  hither  with  your  implements. 

Cap*  I  pray  thee  good  Fellow  be  content,  I  do  the  King's 
Command. 

Strum.  Put  me  out  of  your  Book  then. 

Cap.  I  may  nor.  [Str  umbo /hatching  up  a  ftaff*. 

Strum.  No  will,  come,  Sir,  will  your  Stomach  ferve  you,  by 
gogs  blew  hood  and  halidom,  I  will  have  a  bout  with  you. 

[Fight  both* 
Enter  Thrafimachus. 

Thra.  How  now,  what  noife,  what  fudden  clamour's  this? 
How  now,  my  Captain  and  the  Cobler  fo  hard  at  it? 
Sirs  what  is  your  quarrel  ? 

Cap.   Nothing,  Sir,  but  that  he  will  not  take  Prefs-mo- 

Thra.  Here,  good  Fellow,  take  it  at  my  command, 
Unlefs  you  mean  to  be  ftretch'd. 

Strum.  Truly,  Mafter  Gentleman,  IlacknoMony,  if  you 
pleafe  I  will  refign  it  to  one  of  thefe  poor  Fellows. 

Thra.  No  fuch  matter, 
Look  you  be  at  the  common  Houfe  to  morrow. 

[Exit  Thrafimachus  and  the  Captain* 

Strum.  O  Wife,  I  have  (pun  a  fair  thread,  if  I  had  been 
quiet,  I  had  not  been  PrefT,  and  therefore  well  may  I 
lament ;  But  come  Sirrah,  fhut  up,  for  we  muftto  the  Wars. 

[Exeunt* 

SCENE     IV. 

Enter  Albana6t,  Debon,  Thrafimachus,  and  the  Lords* 

Mba.  Brave  Cavaliers,  Princes  of  Albany^ 
Whofe  trenchant  Blades  with  our  deceafed  Sire, 

Paffing 
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Faffing  the  Frontires  of  brave  Grecia, 

Were  bathed  in  our  Enemies  lukewarm  blood, 

Now  is  the  time  to  manifeft  your  wills, 

Your  haughty  minds  and  refolutions, 

Now  opportunity  is  offered 

To  try  your  courage  and  your  eaneft  zeal, 

Which  you  always  proteft  to  Albanabl, 

For  at  this  time,  yea  at  this  prefent  time, 

Stout  Fugitives  come  from  the  Scythians  bounds 

Have  peftred  every  place  with  mutinies : 

But  truft  me,  Lordings,  I  will  never  ceafe 

To  perfecute  the  Rafcal  Runnagates, 

'Till  alt  the  Rivers  ftained  with  their  blood, 

Shall  fully  ihew  their  fatal  overthrow. 

Deb.  So  fhall  your  Highnefs  merit  great  renown, 
And  imitate  your  aged  Father's  fteps. 

Alba.  But  tell  me,  Coufin,  carn'ft  thou  through  the  Plains  ? 
And  faw'ft  thou  there  the  faint-heart  Fugitives 
Muftring  their  Weather-beaten  Soldiers, 
What  order  keep  they  in  their  Marfhalling  ? 

Thra.  After  we  paft  the  Groves  of  Caledoney 
We  did  behold  the  ftragling  Scythians  Camp, 
Repleat  with  Men,  flor'd  wich  Munition; 
There  might  we  fee  the  valiant  minded  Knights 
Ferchiog  Carriers  along  the  fpacious  Plains, 
Hwnber  and  Httbba  arm'd  in  azure  blue, 
Mou  ,tcd  upon  their  Courfers  white  as  Snow, 
Went  to  behold  the  pleafant  flowring  Fields;         *  Jo 
HeElor  and  Troilus,  priamus  lovely  Sons, 
Chafing  the  Grecians  over  Sintoeis, 
Were  not  to  be  compar'd  to  thefe  two  Knights, 

Alb.  Well  haft  thou  painted  out  in  Eloquence 
The  Portraiture  of  Humber  and  his  Son ; 
As  fortunate  as  was  Polycrates,  \K 

Yet  fhould  they  not  efcape  our  conquering  Swords, 
Or'boaft  of  ought  but  of  our  Clemency. 

Enter  Strumbo  and  Trornpart  crying  often* 
Wild-fire  and  Pitch,  Wild-fire  and  Pitch,  &c. 

Thra.  What  Sirs,  what  mean  you  by  thefe  clamors  made, 
Thofe  outcries  rais'd  in  our  ftately  Court  \ 

Strum.  Wild-fire  and  Pitch,  Wild-fire  and  Pitch. 

Thrr., 
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Thra.  Villains  I  fay,  tell  us  the  caufe  hereof? 

Strum.  Wild-fire  and  Pitch,  Wild-fire  and  Pitch. 

Thru.  Tell  me  you  Villains,  why  you  make  this  noife, 
Or  with  my  Lance,  I  will  prick  your  Bowels  out. 

All.  Where  are  your  Houfes,  where's  your  dwelling- 
place  ? 

Strum.  Place,  Ha,  ha,  ha,  laugh  a  month  and  a  day  at  him; 
place  !  I  cry  God  mercy,  why  do  you  think  that  fuch  poor 
honeft  Men  as  we  be,  hold  our  Habitacles  in  Kings  Palaces  5 
Ha,  ha,  ha.  But  becaufe  you  feem  to  be  an  abominable 
Chieftain,  I  will  tell  you  our  ftate. 

From  the  top  to  the  toe, 
From  the  head  to  the  (hoe ; 
From  the  begtnning  to  the  ending. 
From  the  building  to  the  burning. 

This  honeft  Fellow  and  I  had  our  manfion  Cottage  in  the 
Suburbs  of  this  City,  hard  by  the  Temple  of  Mercury,  And 
by  the  common  Soldiers  of  the  Shittens,  the  Scythians,  what 
do  you  call  them?  with  all  the  Suburbs,  were  burnt  to  the 
ground,  and  the  afhes  are  left  there  for  the  Country  Wives 
to  wafh  Bucks  withal.  And  that  which  grieves  me  mofr9 
my  loving  Wife,  O  cruel  ftrife ;  the  wicked  Flames  did 
roaft. 

And  therefore  Captain  Cruft, 
We  will  continually  cry. 
Except  you  feek^a  remedy ', 
Our  Houfes  to  re-edify  y 
Which  now  are  burnt  to  duft. 

Both  cry.  Wild-fire  and  Pitch,  Wild-fire  and  Pitch. 

Alb.  Well,  we  rauft  remedy  thefe  outrages, 
And  throw  revenge  upon  their  hateful  Heads, 
And  you  good  Fellows  for  your  Houfes  burnt, 
We  will  remunerate  your  ftore  of  Gold, 
And  build  your  Houfes  by  our  Palace  Gate. 

Strum.  Gate !  O  petty  Treafon  to  my  Perfon,  no  where 
elfe  but  by  your  backfide;  Gatef  oh  how  I  am  vexed  in  my 
Coller:  ©ate!  I  cry  God  mercy,  do  you  hear,  Matter  jRwigf 
If  you  mean  to  gratifie  fuch  poor  Men,  as  we  be,  you  muft 
build  our  Houfes  by  the  Tavern, 

M. 
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Alba.  It  fliall  be  done,  Sir. 

Strum.  Near  the  Tavern,  Ay,  by  Lady,  Sir,  it  was  /po- 
ken  like  a  good  Fellow,  do  you  hear,  Sir?  when  our  Houfe 
is  builded,  if  you  do  chance  to  pafs  or  re-pafs  that  way,  we 
will  beftow  a  Quart  of  the  beft  Wine  upon  you.        [Exit. 

Alba.   It  grieves  me,  Lordings,  that  my  Subje&s  goods 
Should  thus  be  fpoiled  by  the  Scythians^ 
Who  as  you  fee  with  lightfoot  Foragers, 
Depopulate  the  Places  where  they  come: 
But,  curfed  Humber^  thou  malt  rue  the  day 
That  e'er  thou  cam'ft  unto  Cathnefia.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE     V. 

Enter  H umber,  Hubba,Segar,  Thraflier,  and  their  Soldiers. 

Hum.  Hubba,  go  take  a  Coronet  of  our  Horfe, 
As  many  Landers,  and  Light-armed  Knights, 
As  may  fuffice  for  fuch  an  enterprife, 
And  place  them  in  the  Grove  of  Challidon, 
With  thefe,  when  as  the  Skirmifti  doth  encreafe, 
Retire  thou  from  the  fhelters  of  the  Wood, 
And  fet  upon  the  weakned  Trojans  backs, 
For  Policy,  joined  with  Chivalry, 

Can  never  be  put  back  from  Victory.  [Exeunt* 

Enter  AlbanacT:,  Clowns  with  him. 
Alba.   Thou    bafe-born   Hunn,   how  durft   thou  be  fo 
bold, 
As  once  to  menace  warlike  Albanatt, 
The  great  Commander  of  thefe  Regions  ? 
But  thou  (halt  buy  thy  raflinefs  with  thy  Death, 
And  rue  too  late  thy  over-bold  attempts, 
For  with  this  Sword,  this  Inftrument  of  Death, 
That  hath  been  drenched  in  my  Foe-mens  Blood, 
I'll  feparate  thy  Body  from  thy  Head  ; 
And  fet  that  Coward  Blood  of  thine  abroach. 

Strum,  Nay,  with  this  Staff,  great  Strumbo's  Inftrument, 
HI  crack  thy  Cockscomb,  paltry  Scythian. 

Hum.  Nor  wreak  I  of  thy  threats  thou  princox  Boy, 
Nor  do  I  fear  thy  foolifh  Infolency, 
And  but  thou  better  ufe  thy  bragging  blade, 

Than 
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Than  thou  doft  rule  thy  overflowing  Tongue, 
Superbious  Briton,  thou  (halt  know  too  foon 
The  force  of  Humber  and  his  Scythians, 

[They  fight,  Humber  and  his  Soldiers  run  in. 
Strum.  O  horrible,  terrible. 

SCENE     VI. 

Sound  the  Alarm*    Enter  Humber  and  his  Soldiers* 

Hum.  How  bravely  this  young  Briton,  Albanatl, 
Darteth  abroad  the  Thunderbolts  of  War, 
Beating  down  Millions  with  his  furious  Mood: 
And  in  his  glory  triumphs  over  all, 
Moving  the  maflie  Squadrants  of  the  Ground; 
Heap  Hills  on  Hills,  to  fcale  the  ftarry  Sky : 
As  when  Briareus  arm'd  with  an  hundred  Hands, 
Flung  forth  an  hundred  Mountains  at  great  Jove, 
And  when  the  monftrous  Giant  Monychus 
Hurl'd  Mount  Olympus  at  great  Mars  his  targe, 
And  (hot  huge  Cedars  at  Minerva's  Shield. 
How  doth  he  overlook  with  haughty  Front 
My  fleeting  Hoft,  and  lifts  his  lofty  Face 
Againft  us  all  that  now  do  fear  his  Force  ; 
Like  as  we  fee  the  wrathful  Sea  from  far, 
In  a  great  Mountain  heapt  with  hideous  Noife> 
With  thoufand  Billows  beat  againft  the  Ships, 
And  tofs  them  in  the  Waves  like  Tennis  Balls. 

{Sound  the  Alarm* 
Ah  me,  I  fear  my  Hubba  is  furpris'd. 

Sound  again.     Enter  Albana£h 

Alba.  Follow  me,   Soldiers,  follow  Albanatt*, 
Purfue  the  Scythians  flying  through  the  Field: 
Let  none  of  them  efcape  with  Victory : 
That  they  may  know  the  Britons  force  is  more 
Than  all  the  Power  of  the  trembling  Hunns.  \ 

Thra.  Forward,  brave  Soldiers,  forward,  keep  the  chafe, 
He  that  takes  Captive  Humber  or  his  Son, 
Shall  be  rewarded  with  a  Crown  of  Gold. 

Sound 
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Sound  Alarm,  then  let  them  fight,  Humber give  bacf^  Hub-' 
ba  enters  at  their  backs,  and  kills  Debon,   Strumbo  falls 
down,  Albanad  runs  in,  and  afterwards  enter  wounded* 
Alba.  Injurious  Fortune,  haft  thou  croft  me  thus? 

Thus  in  the  Morning  of  my  Vi&ories, 

Thus  in  the  Prime  of  my  Felicity 

To  cut  me  off  by  fuch  hard  overthrow* 

Hadft  thou  no  time  thy  rancour  to  declare. 

But  in  the  Spring  of  all  my  Dignities? 

Hadft  thou  no  place  to  (pit  thy  Venome  out, 

But  on  the  Perfon  of  young  Albam&f 

I  that  e'erwhile  did  fcare  mine  Enemies, 

And  drove  them  almoft  to  a  (hameful  Flight : 

I  that  e'erwhile  full  Lion-like  did  fare 

Amongft  the  dangers  of  the  thick  throng'd  Pikes, 

Muft  now  depart  moft  lamentably  (lain 

By  Humbert  Treacheries  and  Fortune's  fpights : 

Curft  be  her  Charms,  damn'd  be  her  curfed  Charms 

That  doth  delude  the  wayward  Hearts  of  Men, 

Of  Men  that  truft  unto  her  fickle  Wheel, 

Which  never  leaveth  turning  upfide-down. 

O  Gods,  O  Heav'ns,  allot  me  but  the  place 

Where  I  may  find  her  hateful  Manfion, 

I'll  pafs  the  Alps  to  watry  Meroe, 

Where  fiery  Phoebus  in  his  Chariot, 

The  Wheels  whereof  are  deck'd  with  Emeralds, 

Cafts  fuch  a  Heat,  yea  fuch  a  fcorching  Heat, 

And  fpoileth  Flora  of  her  chequered  Grafs; 

I'll  overturn  the  Mountain  Caucafus, 

Where  fell  Chimara  in  her  triple  Shape, 

Rolleth  hot  Flames  from  out  her  monftrous  Panchj 

Scaring  the  Beafts  with  Iffue  of  her  Gorge? 

I'll  pafs  the  frozen  Zone  where  Icy  flakes 

Stopping  the  Paflage  of  the  fleeting  Ships 

Do  lye*  like  Mountains  in  the  congeal'd  Sea* 

Where  if  I  find  that  hateful  Houfe  of  hers, 

I'll  pull  the  fickle  Wheel  from  out  her  Hands, 

And  tye  her  felf  in  everlafting  Bands. 

But  all  in  vain  I  breathe  thefe  Threatnings, 

The  Day  is  loft,  the  Hums  are  Conquerors, 

Debon 


The  Tragedy  of  Locrinc.  5 12  * 

Debon  is  flain,  my  Men  are  done  to  Death, 
The  currents  fwift  fwim  violently  with  Blood, 
And  Iaft>  O  that  this  laft  Night  fa  long  laft, 
My  felf  with  Wounds  paft  all  Recovery, 
Mud  leave  my  Crown  for  Humber  to  pofTefs. 

Strum.  Lord  have  Mercy  upon  us,  Matters,  I  think  this 
is  a  Holy-day,  very  Man  lyes  fleeping  in  the  Fields*  but 
God  knows  full  fore  againft  their  Wills. 

Thru.  Fly,  noble  Albanacl,  and  fave  thy  felf, 
The  Scythians  follow  with  great  Celerity, 
And  there's  no  way  but  Flight,  or  fpeedy  Death, 
Fly,  noble  Albanacl,  and  fave  thy  felf.      [Sound  the  Alarm* 

Alba.  Nay  Jet  them  fly  that  fear  to  die  the  Death, 
That  tremble  at  the  Name  of  fatal  Mors, 
Ne'er  (hall  proud  Humber  boaft  or  brag  himfelf, 
That  he  hath  put  young  Albanacl  to  flight: 
And  left  he  fliould  triumph  at  my  decay, 
This  Sword  (hall  reave  his  Matter  of  his  Life, 
That  oft  hath  fav'd  his  Matter's  doubtful  Lifer 
But  oh  my  Brethren  if  you  care  for  me, 
Revenge  my  Death  upon  his  Traiterous  Head. 

Et  vos  queis  domus  eft  nigrantis  regia  ditis, 

Qui  regitis  rigido  ftygios  moder amine  lucos, 

Nox  caci  regina  poll,  furialis  Erinnys, 

Diique  de&que  omnes,  Albanum  tollite  regem9 

Tollite  flumineis  undis  rigidaque  palude ; 

Nunc  me  fata  vo  canty  hoe  condam  peel ore  f  err urn. 

[Stabs  himfelf. 

Enter  Trompart. 
G  what  hath  he  done?  his  Nofe  bleeds;  but  I  fmelLa  Fotf, 
Look  where  my  Matter  lyes,  Matter,  Matter. 

Strum.  Let  me  alone,  I  tell  thee,  for  I  am  dead. 

Trom.  Yet  one,  good,  good,  Matter. 

Strum.  I  will  not  fpeak,  for  I  am  dead,  I  tell  thee. 

Trom.  And  is  my  Mafter  dead  f  [Singing, 

V  Sticks  and  Stones,  Brickbats  and  Bones, 

And  is  my  Mafier  dead  ? 
O  you  Cockatrices,  and  you  Bablatrices, 

That  in  the  Woods  dwell; 

You 
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Tou  Briers  and  Brambles,  you  Cook^JJjops  and  Shambles$ 

Come  howl  and  yell. 
With  howling  and /creeping,  with  wailing  and  weeping? 

Come  you  to  lament. 
O  Colliers  of  Croyden,  and  Rufticks  of  Roy  den  -, 

And  Fijhers  of  Kent* 
For  Strumbo  the  Cobler,  the  fine  merry  Cobler  \ 

Of  Cathnes  Town : 
At  this  fame  ft  our  e,  at  this  very  hour 

Lies  dead  on  the  Ground. 
O  Mafter,  Thieves,  Thieves,  Thieves. 

Strum.  Where  be  they?  cox  me  tunny,  bobekin,  let  me 
be  rifing,  be  gone,  we  mall  be  robb'd  by  and  by. 

SCENE     VIII. 

Enter  H umber,  Hubba,  Segar,  Thraffier,  Eftrild,  and  the 

Soldiers. 

Hum.  Thus  from  the  dreadful  Shocks  of  furious  Mars> 
Thundring  Alarums,  and  Rhamnufias  Drum, 
We  are  retir'd  with  joyful  Victory, 
The  flaughter'd  Trojans  fqueltring  in  their  Blood, 
Infect  the  Air  with  their  CarcaiTes, 
And  are  a  Prey  for  every  rav'nous  Bird. 

Eft.  So  perifh  they  that  are  our  Enemies : 
So  perifh  they  that  love  not  Humberts  Weal. 
And  mighty  Jove,  Commander  of  the  World* 
Protect  my  Love  from  all  falfe  Treacheries. 

Hum.  Thanks,  lovely  Eftrild,  folace  to  my  Soul* 
But,  valiant  Hubba,  for  thy  Chivalry 
Declar'd  againft  the  Men  or'  Albany, 
Loe  here  a  flowring  Garland  wreath'd  of  Bay, ' 
As  a  reward  for  this  thy  forward  Mind.  [Sets  it  on  his  Head. 

Hub.  This  unexpected  Honour,  noble  Sir, 
Will  prick  my  Courage  unto  braver  Deeds, 
And  caufe  me  to  attempt  fuch  hard  Exploits, 
That  all  the  World  (hall  found  of  Hubba\  Name. 

Hum.  And  now,  brave  Soldiers,  for  this  good  Succefs, 
Caroufe  whole  Cups  of  Amazonian  Wine, 
Sweeter  than  Neftar  or  Ambrofia, 
And  caft  away  the  Clods  of  curfed  care, 
With  Goblets  crown'd  with  Semclcius  Gifts, 

Now 
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Now  let  us  march  to  Abis  Silver  Streams, 

That  clearly  glidj  along  the  Champane  FieMs, 

And  moifr,  the  graflie  Meads  with  humid  drops. 

Sound  Drums  and  Trumpets,  found  up  chearfullyv 

Sith  we  return  with  Joy  and  Victory.  [Exeunt* 


ACT    III.     scene    1. 

Dumb  Show.  Enter  Ate  as  bo  fore.  A  Crocodile  fitting  on  a 
Rivers  Ban^  and  a  little  Snake  ft'inging  it*  Then  both  of 
them  fall  into  the  Water. 

Ate.^Celera  in  author  em  cadunt. 

l3  High  on  a  Bank  by  Nilus  boifterous  Streams, 

Fearfully  fat  i\i  Egyptian  Crocodile, 

Dreadfully  grinding  in  her  (harp  long  Teeth 

The  broken  Bowels  of  a  filly  Fifh, 

His  Back  was  arm'd  againft  the  dint  of  Spear, 

With  Shields  of  Brafs  that  fhin'd  like  burn iilit  Gold, 

And  as  he  ftretched  forth  his  cruet  Paws, 

A  fubtil  Adder  creeping  clofely  near, 

Thrufting  his  forked  Sting  into  his  Claws, 

Privily  fhed  his  Poifon  through  his  Bones, 

Which  made  him  fwell  that  there  his  Bowels  burft, 

That  did  fo  much  in  his  own  greatnefs  truft. 

So  Humber  having  conquer'd  Albanatt* 

Doth  yield  his  Glory  unto  Locrine\  Sword* 

Mark  what  enfues,  and  you  may  eanly  fee, 

That  all  our  Life  is  but  a  Tragedy.  [Exit. 

SCENE    II. 

Enter  Locrine,   Guendeline*   Corineius,  Affaracus,  Thrafi- 

machus,  and  Camber. 

Loc.  And  is  this  true,  is  Albanaftus  (lain  ? 
Hath  curfed  Humber  with  his  ftragling  Hoft, 
With  that  his  Army  made  of  mungrel  Curs, 
Brought  our  redoubted  Brother  to  his  end? 
O  that  I  had  the  Thracian  Orpheus  Harp, 
For  to  awake  out  of  th'  infernal  Shade 
Thofe  ugly  Devils  of  black  Erebus> 
That  might  torment  the  damned  Traitor's  Seed  : 
O  that  I  had  Amphioni  Instrument 
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To  quicken  with  his  vital  Notes  and  Tunes 
The  flinty  Joints  of  every  frony  Rock, 
By  which  the  Scythians  might  be  punifhed; 
For,  by  the  lightning  of  almighty  Jove* 
The  Htrnn  ftull  die,  had  he  ten  thoufand  Lives: 
And  would  to  God  he  had  ten  thoufand  Lives, 
That  I  might  with  the  arm-ftrong  Heresies 
Crop  off  fo  vile  an  Hydra's  hiffing  Heads. 
But  fay  me,  Coufin,  for  I  long  to  hear, 
How  Albanafi  came  by  untimely  Death. 

Thru.  After  the  traiterous  Hoft  of  Scythians 
Entred  the  field  with  Martial  Equipage, 
Young  AibanaUy  impatient  of  delay, 
Led  forth  his  Army  "gainft  the  ftragling  Mates* 
Whofe  multitude  did  daunt  our  Soldiers  Minds, 
Yet  nothing  could  difmay  the  forward  Prince; 
But  with  a  Courage  moft  heroical, 
Like  to  a  Lion  'niongft  a  flock  of  Lambs, 
Made  havock  of  the  faint-heart  Fugitives, 
Hewing  a  pafoge  through  them  with  his  Sword;' 
Yea  we  had  almoft  giv'n  them  the  Repulfe, 
When  fuddenly  from  out  the  filent  Wood 
Hubba  with  twenty  thoufand  Soldiers, 
Cowardly  came  upon  our  weakned  Backs, 
And  murthered  all  with  fatal  MafTacre; 
Amongft  the  which  old  Debon,  martial  Knight, 
With  many  wounds  Was  brought  unto  the  Death 
And  Albanafl  oppreft  with  multitude, 
Whilft  valiantly  he  feld  his  Enemies, 
Yielded  his  life  and  honour  to  the  Duff, 
He  being  dead,  the  Soldiers  fled  amain, 
And  I  alone  efcaped  them  by  flight, 
To  bring  you  Tidings  of  thefe  accidents, 

Loc.  Not  aged  Priamy  King  of  flately  7w, 
Grand  Emperour  of  barb'rous  AJta9 
When  he  beheld  his  noble-minded  Sons 
Slain  traiteroufly  by  all  the  Mirmidons, 
Lamented  more  than  I  for  Albanatl. 

Gnen.  Not  Hecuba  the  Queen  of  ltittm> 
When  ilie  beheld  the  Town  of  PcrgamHs, 
Her  Palace  burnt,  with  all-devouring  flames, 
Her  fifty  Sons  and  Daughters  frefh  of  hue-,  .  Mur- 


& 


The  Tragedy  of  Locrine.  5  zpy 

Murther'd  by  wicked  Pjrrhus  bloody  Sword, 
Shed  fuch  fad  Tears  as  I  for  Albanatl. 

Cam.  The  grief  of  Nhbey  fair  Athens  Queen, 
For  her  feven  Sons  magnanimous  in  Fkld, 
For  her  feven  Daughters  fairer  than  the  fairefr, 
Is  not  to  be  compar'd  with  my  laments. 

Cor.  In  vain  you  furrow  for  the  {laughter 'd  Prince, 
In  vain  you  forrow  for  his  overthrow ; 
He  loves  not  mod  that  doth  lament  the  mod, 
But  he  that  feeks  to  ven^e  the  Injury. 
Think  you  to  quell  the  Enemits  warlike  Train^ 
With  childifti  Sobs  and  womanifti  Laments? 
Uniheath  your  Swordj,  unfheath  your  conqu'ring  Swords* 
And  kek  revenge,  the  comfort  for  this  fore: 
In  Cornwall,  where  C  hold  my  Regiment, 
Even  julf.  ten  thoufand  val.anp  Men  at  Arms 
Hath  Corineius  ready  at  command : 
All  thefe  and  more,  if  nerd  ih all  more  require, 
Hath  Corineius  ready  at  command. 

Cam.  And  in  the  Fields  of  martial  Cambria, 
Clofe  by  the  boiftrous  If  cans  Sil  er  ftrearns, 
Where  light-foot  Fairies  skip  from  Bank  to  Bank, 
Full  twenty  thoufand  brave  couragious  Knights 
Well  exercis'd  in  feats  of  Chivahy, 
In  manly  manner  moft  invincible, 
Young  Camber  hath  with  Gold  and  Victual. 
All  thefe  and  more,  if  need  (hall  more  require, 
I  offer  up  to  venge  my  Brother's  Dea^h, 

Loc.  Thanks,  loving  Uncle,  and  good  Brother  too^ 
For  this  revenge,  for  this  fweet  Word  revenge 
Muft  eafe  and  ceafe  my  wrongful  Injuries; 
And  by  the  Sword  of  bloody  Mars  I  fwear, 
Ne'er  fhall  fweet  quiet  enter  this  my  Front, 
'Till  I  be  venged  on  his  traiterous  Head 
That  flew  my  noble  Brother  Albanatl. 
Sound  Drums  and  Trumpets,  niufter  up  the  Campi 
For  we  will  ftraight  march  to  Albania.  [Exeunt* 

SCENE     III. 

Enter  Humber,  Eftrild,  Hubba,  Thraffier,  and  the  Soldiers. 

Hum.  Thus  are  we  come,  victorious  Conqueror, 
Unto  the  flawing  Current's  Silver  ftreams-, 

M  m  2  Which, 
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Which,  in  memorial  of  our  Victory, 

Shall  be  agnominated  by  oi?r  Name, 

And  talked  of  by  our  Pofterity : 

For  fure  I  hope  before  the  Golden  Sun 

Pofteth  his  Horks  to  fair  Thetis  Plains, 

To  fee  the  Wateis  turned  into  Blood,  r>W 

And  change  his  blueiih  Hue  to  rueful  red, 

By  reafon  of  the  fatal  Maffacre, 

Which  fhall  be  made  upon  the  virent  Plains. 
Enter  the  Ghoft  of  Albanaft. 
Ghojl.  See  how  the  Traitor  doth  prefage  his  harm; 
See  how  he  glories  at  his  own  decay, 
See  how  he  triumphs  at  his  proper  Lofs, 
O  Fortune  vile,  unftable,  fickle,  frail! 

Hum.  Methinks  I  fee  both  Armies  in  the  Field* 
Tne  broken  Lances  climb  the  Cryftal  Skies, 
Some  headlefs  lye,  feme  brearffilefs  on  the  Ground, 
And  every  place  is  ftrew'd  with  carcaffes, 
Behold  the- Grafs  hath  loft  his  pleafant  green* 
The  fweeteft  Sight  that  ever  might  be  feen. 

Ghofi.  Ay,  Traiiterous Humker,  thou fhalt  find  itfo* 
Yea  to  thy  coft  thou  fhalt  the  fame  behold, 
With  Anguifli,  Sorrow,  and  with  fad  Laments ; 
The  graffie  Plains,  that  now  do  pltafe  thine  Eyes, 
Shall  e'er  the  Night  be  coloured  all  with  Blood; 
The  fhady  Groves  that  now  inclofe  thy  Camp, 
And  yield  fweet  favour  to  thy  damntd  Corps,         .«* 
Shall  e'er  the  Night  be  figured  all  with  Blood; 
The  profound  Stream  that  pafftth  by'thv  Tents, 
And  with  WTVloiflure  ferveth  all  thy  Camp, 
Shall  e'er  the  Night  converted  be  to  Blood, 
Yea  with  the  Blood  of  thofe  thy  ftragling  Boys  : 
For  now  revenge  fhall  eafe  my  lingring  Grief, 
And  now  revenge  fhall  glut  my  longing  Soul. 

Hub.  Let  come  what  will, . I  mean  to  bear  itour$ 
And  either  live  with  glorious  Victory, 
Or  die  with  Fame  renown'd  for  Chivalry: 
He  is  not  worthy  of  the  Honey-comb, 
That  fhuns  the  Hives  becaufe  the  Bees  have  flings; 
That  likes  rrte  bell:  that  is  not  got  with  eafe, 
Which  thoufird  Dangers  do  accompany; 

For 
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For  nothing  can  difmay  oar  reeal  Mind; 
Which  aims  at  nothing  but  a  Golden  Crown, 
The  only  upfhot  of  mine  enterprife*. 
Were  they  inchanted  in  grim  Pinto's  Court, 
And  kept  for  trcafure  'mongft  his  heilifli  Crew, 
I  would  either  quell  the  triple  Cerberus 
And  all  the  Army  of  his  hateful  Hags, 
Or  roll  the  Stone  with  wretched  Syfiphtts* 

Hum.  Right  martial  be  thy  Thoughts,  my  noble  Son," 
And  all  thy  words  favour  of  Chivalry.  [Enter  Segar,. 

But,  warlike  Segar,  what  ftrange  Accidents 
Make  you  to  le^ve  the  warding  of  the  Camp? 

Segar.  To  A-ur,  my  Lord,  to  honourable  Arms; 
Take  helm  and  targe  in  Hand,  the  Britons  come 
With  greater  Multitude  than  erft  the  Greeks 
Brought  to  the  Ports  of  Phrygian  Tenedos. 

Hum,  But  what  faith  Segar  to  thefe  Accidents? 
What  Counfel  gives  he  in  Extremities? 

Segar.  Why  this,  my  Lord,  experience  teacheth  US, 
That  Refolution's  a  fole  help  at  need. 
And  this,  my  Lord,  our  honour  teacheth  us, 
That  we  be  bold  in  every  enterprife; 
Then  fmce  there  is  no  way  but  fight  or  die, 
Be  refolute,  my  Lord,  for  Victory. 

Httm.  And  refolute,  Segar,  I  mean  to  be,' 
Perhaps  fome  blifsful  Star  will  favour  us, 
And  comfort  bring  to  our  perplexed  State: 
Come  let  us  in  and  fortifie  our  Camp, 
So  to  withftand  their  ftrong  Invafion,  \Exeunu 

SCENE    IV. 

Enter  Strumbo,  Trompart,  Oliver,  and  his  Son  William 

following  them* 
Strum,  Nay  Neighbour  Oliver,  if  you  be  fo  whot,  come 
prepare  your  felf,  you  fhall  find  two  as  ftout  Fellows  of  us, 
as  any  in  all  the  North. 

Oliv.  No  by  my  dorth  Neighbour  Strumbo,  Ich  zee 
dat  you  are  a  Man  of  fmall  zideration,  dat  will  zeek  to 
injure  your  old  vreends  one  of  your  vamiliar  guefts,  and 
derefore  zeeing  your  pinion  is  to  deal  withouten  reazon, 
Ich  and  my  zonne  William  will  take  dat  comfe,    dat  fhall 
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be  fardeft  vrom  reafon;  how  zay  you,   will  you  have  my 
Daughter  or  no? 

btrum.  A  very  hard  queftion,  Neighbour,  but  I  will 
folve  it  as  I  may;  what  reafon  have  you  to  demand  it  of  me? 

Will.  Marry  Sir,  what  rea(on  had  you  when  my  Sifter 
was  in  the  barn  to  tumble  her  upon  the  Hay,  and  to  fiih 
her  Belly? 

Strum.  Mafs  thou  fay'ft  true;  well,  but  would  you  have 
me  marry  her  therefore?  No,  I  fcorn  her,  and  you,  and 
you  :  Ay,  I  fcorn  you  all. 

Oliv.  You  will  not  have  her  then  ? 

Strum.  No,  as  I  am  a  true  Gentleman. 

WtlL  Then  will  we  School  you,   e'er  you  and  we  pari 
hence. 
Enter  Margery,  and  foot ches  the  Staff  cut  of  her  Brother  & 
Hand  as  he  is  fighting* 

Strum.  Ay,  you  come  in  Padding  time,  or  elfe  I  had  dreft 
them. 

Mar.  You  M after  Sawcebox,  Lobcocks,  Cockfcomb, 
you  S;  pfawce,  Lickfingers,  will  you  not  hear  ? 

Strum.  Who  /peak  you  to,  me?  ®oi 

Mar  Ay,  Sir,  to  you,  John  Lack-honefty,  little  Wir,  is 
it  yon  that  will  have  none  of  me? 

Strum.  No  by  my  troth,  Miftrefs  Nicebice,  how  fine  you 
can  Nick-name  me;  I  think  you  were  brought  up  in  the 
Univei/ifv  of  Bridewell^  you  have  your  Rhetorick  fo  ready 
at  your  Tongues  enc1,  as  if  you  were  never  well  warn'cl 
when  you  were  young. 

Mar.  Wny  then  Goodman  cods-head,  if  you  will  have 
none  of  me,  farewel. 

Strum.  If  you  be  fo  plain,  Miftrefs  Driggle-draggle,  fare 
you  well. 

Mar.  Nay, Matter  Strumbo,  e'er  you  go  from  hence  we  mufl 
have  more  word?,  you  will  have  none  of  me?     [TheyFighu 

Strum.  Oh  rriy  Head,  my  Head,  leave,  leave,  leave,  j 
will,  I  will,  I  will. 

Mar.  Upon  that  condition  I  let  thee  alone. 

Oliv.  How  now  Mafter  Strumbo*  hath  rrjy  Daughter  taught 
you  a  ne<v  Leffon? 

Strum  Ay  but  hear  you,  Goodman  Oliver*  it  will  not  be 
for  niy  taA  to  havr  my  H  ad  broken  every  Day,  therefore 
remedy  this,  and  we  fhaJl  agree.  Oliv, 
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Oliv.  Well,  Zon,  well,  for  you  are  my  Zon  now,  all  fhall 
be  remedied,  Daughter  be  Friends  with  him.  [Shake  Hands. 

Strum.  You  are  a  fweet  Nut,  the  Devil  crack  you.  Ma- 
tter*, I  think  it  be  my  luck,  my  firft  Wife  was  a  loving  quiet 
Wench,  but  this  I  think  would  weary  the  Devil.  I  would 
{he  might  be  burnt  as  my  other  Wife  was;  if  nor,  I  muft 
run  to  the  Halter  for  help.  O  Codpiece,  thou  hail:  undone 
thy  Matter,  this  it  is  to  be  medling  with  warm  Plackets. 


SCENE     V. 


[Exeunt* 


Enter  Locrine,  Camber,  Corineius,  Thrafimachus,  an4 

AlTarachus. 

Loc.  Now  am  I  guarded  with  an  hoft  of  Men* 
Whofe  haughty  Courage  is  invincible  ; 
Now  am  I  hem'd  with  Troops  of  Soldiers, 
Such  as  might  force  Bellona  to  retire, 
And  make  her  tremble  at  their  PuilTance. 
Now  fit  I  like  the  mighty  God  of  War, 
When  armed  with  his  Coat  of  Adamant, 
Mounted  his  Chariot  drawn  with  mighty  Bulk, 
He  drove  the  Argives  over  Xanthus  Streams. 
Now,  curfed  Number,  doth  thy  end  draw  nigh, 
Down  goes  the  Glory  of  his  Victories, 
And  all  his  Fame,  and  all  his  high  Renown, 
Shall  in  a  moment  yield  to  Locrine\  Sword : 
Thy  bragging  Banners  croft  with  argent  Streams, 
The  Ornaments  of  thy  Pavillions, 
Shall  all  be  captivated  with  this  Hand, 
And  thou  thy  felf,  at  Albanattus  Tomb 
.Shalt,  offet'd  be,  in  Satisfaction 
Of  all  the  wrongs  thou  didft  him  when  he  livM* 
But  canft  thou  tell  me,  brave  Thrafimachus* 
How  far  we  are  diftant  from  Humbert  Camp? 

Thra.  My  Lord,  within  yon  foul  accurfed  Grove^ 
Thit  bears  the  Tokens  of  our  overthrow. 
This  Humber  harh  intrenched  his  damned  Camp. 
March  on,  my  Lord,  becaufe  I  long  to  fee 
The  treacherous  Scythians  fqueltring  in  their  gore. 

Loc.  Sweet  Fortune,  favour  Locrine  with  a  fmile. 
That  I  may  venge  my  noble  Brother's  Death, 

M  m  4.  Ani 
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And  in  the  midft  of  (lately  Troynovant> 
1*1!  build  a  Temple  to  thy  Deity 

0  perfect  Marble,  and  of  Jacinth  Stones, 
T\  at  it  fliall  pafs  the  higheft  Pjramidsy 
Which  with  their  top  furmount  the  firmament. 

Cam.  The  arm-ftrongOfTfpring  of  the  doubted  Knight, 
Stout  Hercules,  Alcmena's  mighty  Son, 
That  tam'd  the  Monfters  of  the  three-fold  World, 
And  rid  the  opprefTed  from  the  Tyrants  Yokes, 
Did  never  ihew  fuch  valiantnefs  in  Fight, 
As  I  will  now  for  noble  Albanatl. 

Cor.  Full  fourfcore  Years  hath  Corineius  liv*d, 
Sometimes  in  War,  fometimes  in  quiet  Peace, 
And  yet  I  feel  my  felf  to  be  as  ftrong 
As  erfl  I  was  in  Summer  of  mine  Age, 
Able  to  tofs  this  great  unwieldy  Club, 
Which  hath  been  painted  with  my  foe-nuns  Brains  \ 
And  with  this  Club  I'll  break  the  ihong  array 
Of  Humber  and  his -ftragling  Soldiers, 
Or  lofe  my  Life  among fl  the  thickf ft  prefr, 
And  die  with  Honour  in  my  lateft  Days  i 
Yet  e'er  I  die  they  all  Ihall  underhand, 
What  force  lyes  in  ftout  Corineim  Hand. 

Thra.  And  if  Thrafimachus  detrad:  the  Fight, 
Either  for  weaknefs  or  for  coward  if  e, 
Let  him  not  boaft  that  Brutus  was  his  Eame, 
Or  that  brave  Corineius  was  his  Sire, 

Loc.  Then  courage,  Soldiers,  fir  ft  for  your  Safety, 
N'x^  for  your  Peace,  laft  for  your  Victory.  [Exeunt* 

Sound  the  Alarm.     Enter  Hubba  and  Segar  at  one  Daor9 
and  Corineius  at  the  other. 

Cor.  Art  thou  that  Humber,  Prince  of  Fugitives, 
That  by  thy  Treafon  fk-w'ft  young  Albanatl  f 

Hub.  I  am  his  Son  that  flew  young  Albanatl;, 
A^rl    '  thou  take  not  heed,  proud  Phrygt an, 

1  HI  f<nd  thy  Soul  unto  the  Stygian  lake, 
There  to  complain  of  Humberts  Injuries, 

Cor.  You  triumph,  Sir,  before  the  Victory, 
For  Corineius  i    hot  fo  foon  flair. 
But,  cm kd  Scythians,  you  ihall  rue  the  Day, 
That  e'er  you  eame  into  Albania, 

So 
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So  perifh  they  that  envy  Britain  s  wealth, 
So  let  them  die  with  endlefs  infamy, 
And  he  that  feeks  hisSoveraign's  overthrow, 
Would  this  my  Club  might  aggravate  his  woe. 

[Strikes  them  both  down  with  his  Club, 
Enter  Humber. 
Hum.  Where  may  I  find  fome  defart  Wildernefs, 
Where  I  may  breathe  out  curfes  as  I  would, 
And  fcare  the  Earth  with  my  condemning  Voice, 
Where  every  Echoes  repercuflion 
May  help  me  to  bewail  mine  overthrow, 
And  aid  me  in  my  forrowful  laments? 
Where  may  I  find  fome  hollow  uncouth  Rock, 
Where  I  may  damn,  condemn,  and  ban  my  fill? 
The  Heavens,  the  Hell,  the  Earth,  the  Air,  the  Fire, 
And  utter  curfes  to  the  concave  Sky, 
Which  may  infeft  the  airy  Regions, 
And  light  upon  the  Briton  Locrine's  Head. 
You  ugly  Spirits  that  in  Cocitus  mourn, 
And  gnaih  your  Teeth  with  dolorous  laments, 
You  fearful  dogs  that  in  black  Lethe  howl, 
And  fcare  the  Ghofts  with  your  wide  open  throatr, 
You  ugly  Ghofts  thit  flying  from  thefe  dogs, 
Do  plunge  your  felvcs  in  Puryfiegiton, 
Come  all  of  you,  and  with  your  flirieking  notes 
Accompany  the  Britons  Conquering  Hoaft. 
Come  fierce  Erinnjs,  horrible  with  Snakes, 
Come  ugly  Furies^  armed  with  your  Whips, 
You  threefold  Judges  of  black  Tartarus, 
And  all  the  Army  of  your  hellifh  Fiends, 
With  new  found  torments  rack  proud  Locrine's  Bones. 
O  Gods  and  Stars,  damn'd  be  the  Gods  and  Stars, 
That  did  not  drown  me  in  fair  Thetis  Plains. 
Curft  be  the  Sea  that  with  outragious  Waves, 
With  furging  Billows  did  not  rive  my  Ships 
Againft  the  Rocks  of  high  Cerannia, 
Or  fwallowed  me  into  her  watry  Gulf. 
Would  God  he  had  arriv'd  upon  the  Shore 
Where  Polyphemus  and  the  Cyclops  dwell, 
Or  where  the  bloody  Anthropophagie 
With  greedy  Jaws  devours  the  wandring  Wights, 

fitter 
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Enter  the  Ghoft  of  Albanaft,  M  <: 

But  why  comes  Albanattus's  bloody  Ghoft,  - 

To  bring  a  cor  five  to  our  miferies! 

Is't  not  enough  to  fuffer  fhameful  flight, 

But  we  muft  be  tormented  now  with  Ghofts? 

With  Apparitions  fearful  to  behold  ? 
Ghofi.  Revenge,  revenge  for  Blood, 
Hum.  So,  nought  will  fatisfie  your  wandring  Ghoft? 

But  dire  revenge,  nothing  but  Humberts  fall, 

Becaufe  he  Conquer'd  you  in  Albany. 

Now  by  my  Soul,  Humber  would  be  condemn'4 

To  Tantals  Hurrger,  or  Jxions  Wheel, 

Or  to  the  Vulture  of  Prometheus, 

Rather  than  that  this  Murther  were  undone* 

When  as  I  die  I'll  drag  thy  curfed  Ghoft 

Through  all  the  Rivers  of  foul  Erebus, 

Through  burning  Sulphur  of  the  Limbo-lake, 

To  allay  the  burning  fury  of  that  heat, 

That  rageth  in  mine  everlafting  Soul. 

Ghofi.  Pinditta,  vindicta.  [Exeunt. 


■ 


ACT     IV.     SCENE     I. 

Enter  Ate  as  before.  Then  Omphale  Daughter  to  the  King  of 
Lydia>  having  a  Club  in  her  Hand,  and  a  Lions  skin  on  her 
Back,  Hercules  following  with  a  Difiajf.  Then  Omphale 
turns  about,  and  taking  off  her  Panto fe,  flrikes  Hercules  m 
the  Head,  then  they  depart.     Ate  remaining,  fajs ; 

QVem  non  Argolici  mandata  fever  a  Tyranni> 
Nonpotuit  Juno  vincere,  vicit  amor. 

Stout  Hercules,  the  mirror  of  the  World, 
Son  to  Alcmena  and  great  Jupiter, 
After  fo  many  Conquefts  won  in  Field, 
After  fomany  Monftersqucll'd  by  force, 
Yielded  his  valiant  Heart  to  Omphale, 
A  fearful  Woman  void  of  manly  ftrengrh, 
She  took  tho  Club,  and  wore  the  Lion's  Skin, 
He  took  the  Wheel,  and  maidenly  gan  fpin. 


So 
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So  Martial  Locrine  cheer'd  with  Vi&ory, 

Falleth  in  love  with  Humbert  Concubine, 

And  fo  forgetteth  peerlefs  Gmndeline, 

His  Uncle  Corineius  ftorms  at  this, 

And  forceth  Locrine  for  his  Grace  to  fue, 

Lo  here  the  Sum,  the  Procefs  doth  enfue,  \Exiu 

SCENE     II. 

Enter  Locrine,  Camber,  Corineius,  Aflarachus,  Thrafimachus, 

and  the  Soldiers* 
Loc.  Thus  from  the  fury  of  Bellona*$  broils, 
With  found  of  Drum  and  Trumpets  melody, 
The  Britain-King  returns  triumphantly, 
The  Scythians  flain  with  great  occifion, 
Do  equalize  the  Grafs  in  multitude, 
And  with  their  Blood  have  ftain'd  the  ftreaming  Brooks, 
Offering  their  Bodies  and  their  deareft  Blood 
As  facrifice  to  AlbanaUus  Ghoft. 
Now  curfed  Humber  haft  thou  paid  thy  due, 
For  thy  Deceits  and  crafty  Treacheries, 
For  all  thy  guiles,  and  damned  ftratagems, 
With  lofs  otLife  andeverduring  fhame. 
Where  are  thy  Horfes  trap'd  with  burn iiVd  Gold, 
Thy  trampling  Courfers  rul'd  with  foaming  bits? 
Where  are  thy  Soldiers  ftrong  and  numberlefs* 
Thy  valiant  Captains,  and  thy  noble  Peers; 
Ev'n  as  the  Country  Clowns  with  fharpeft  Scythes, 
Do  mow  the  with er'd  Grafs  from  off  the  Earth, 
Or  as  the  Plough-man  with  his  piercing  Share 
Renteth  the  Bowels  of  the  fertile  Fields, 
And  rippeth  up  the  Roots  with  Razors  keen; 
So  Locrine^  with  his  mighty  curtle  Axe, 
Hath  cropped  off  the  Heads  of  all  thy  Hunnsy 
So  Locrine 's  Peers  have  daunted  all  thy  Peers, 
And  drove  thine  Hoft  unto  confufion, 
That  thou  may'ft  fuffer  penance  for  thy  fault, 
And  die  for  murdering  valiant  Albanatl. 

Cor'u  And  thus,  yea  thus,  fhall  all  the  reft  be  feiVd, 
That  feek  to  enter  Albion  'gainft  our  wills. 
If  the  brave  Nation  of  the  Troglodites, 
If  all  the  coal-black  tAEthiopians, 

If 
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f  all  the  Forces  of  the  Amnions, 

If  all  the  Hofts  of  the  Barbarian  Lands, 

Should  dare  to  enter  this  our  little  World, 

Soon  lhould  they  rue  their  over-bold  attempts^ 

That  after  us  our  Progeny  may  fay, 

There  lyes  the  Beaft  that  iought  to  ufurp  our  Land. 
Loc.  Ay,  they  are  Beafts  that  feek  to  ufurp  our  Land, 

And  like  to  brutifti  Beafts  they  fhali  be  ferv'd. 

For  mighty  Jove>  the  fupream  King  of  Heav'n, 

That  guides  the  concourfe  of  the  Meteor^ 

And  rules  the  motion  of  the  azure  Sky, 

Fights  always  for  the  Britains  fafety. 

But  flay,  methinks  I  hear  fome  Ihrieking  noife," 
That  draweth  near  to  our  Pavilion. 

Enter  Soldiers  leading  in  Eftrild. 
EJi.  What  Prince  foe'er  adorn'd  with  golden  Crown, 
Doth  fway  the  Regal  Sceptre  in  his  hand ; 
And  thinks  no  chance  can  ever  throw  him  down. 
Or  that  his  ftate  mail  everhftmg  ftand, 
Let  him  behold  poor  Efirild  in  this  plight, 
The  perfect  Platform  of  a  troubled  Wight. 
Once  was  I  guarded  with  mavortial  bands, 
Compact  with  Princes  of  the  noble  Blood, 
Now  am  I  fall'n  into  my  Foe-mens  hands, 
And  with  my  death  muft  pacifie  their  mood, 
O  Life,  the  harbour  of  calamities, 

0  Death,  the  haven  of  all  miferies, 

1  could  compare  my  forrows  to  thy  woe, 
Thou  wretched  Queen  of  wretched  Vergamusy 
But  that  thou  viewd'ft  thy  Enemies  overthrow, 
N'gh  to  the  Rock  of  high  Caphareus. 

Thou  faw'ft  their  death,  and  then  departed'ft  thence, 

I  muft  abide  the  Victors  infolence. 

The  Gods  that  pitied  thy  continual  grief, 

Transform'd  thy  Corps,  and  with  thy  Corps  thy  care. 

Poor  Efirild  lives  defpairing  of  relief, 

For  Friends  in  trouble  are  but  few  and  rare. 

What,  faid  I,  few?  Ay,  few  or  none  at  all, 

For  cruel  Death  made  Eavock  of  them  all. 

Thrice  happy  they  whofe  fortune  was  fo  good, 

To  end  their  lives,  and  with  their  lives  their  woes, 

Thrice 
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Thrice  haplefs  I,  whom  Fortune  £0  withftood, 
That  cruelly  (he  gave  me  to  my  Foes. 

0  Soldiers,  is  there  any  mifery 

To  be  compar'd  to  Fortune's  treachery. 

Loc.  Camber,  this  fame  mould  be  the  Scythian  Queen. 

Cam.  So  may  we  judge  by  her  lamenting  words. 

Loc.  So  fair  a  Dame  mine  Eyes  did  never  fee. 
With  floods  of  woes  fhe  feems  o'erwhelm'd  to  be. 

Cam.  O  Locrine,   hath  fhe  not  a  caufe  for  to  be  fad? 

[Locrine  at  one  fide  of  the  Stage. 

Loc.  If  fhe  have  caufe  to  weep  for  Humbert  death, 
And  fhed  fait  tears  for  her  overthrow: 
Locrine  may  well  bewail  his  proper  grief, 
Locrine  mzy  move  his  own  peculiar  woe, 
He  being  Conquer'd,  died  a  fpeedy  death, 
And  felt  not  long  his  lamentable  fmart, 

1  being  a  Conqueror,  live  a  lingring  Life, 
And  feel  the  force  of  Cupid's  fudden  ftroke. 
I  gave  him  caufe  to  die  a  fpeedy  death. 

He  left  me  caufe  to  wifh  a  fpeedy  death. 
Othat  fweet  Face  painted  with  Nature's  dye, 
Thofe  rofeal  Cheeks  mixt  with  a  fnowy  white, 
That  decent  Neck  furpaffing  Ivory, 
Thofe  comely  Breafts  which  f^enus  we\\  might  fpite. 
Are  like  to  fnares  which  wily  fowlers  wrought, 
Wherein  my  yielding  Heart  is  prifoner  caught. 
The  golden  treiTes  of  her  dainty  Hair, 
Which  fhine  like  Rubies  glittering)  with  the  Sun, 
Have  fo  entrap'd  poor  Locrine's  love-lick  Heart, 
That  from  the  fame  no  way  it  can  be  won. 
How  true  is  that  which  oft  I  heard  jdeclar'd, 
One  dram  of  Joy  muft  have  a  pound  of  Care. 

Eft.  Hard  is  their  fall,  who  from  a  Golden  Crown 
Are  call:  into  a  Sea  of  wretchednefs. 

Loc.  Hard  is  their  thrall,  who  by  Cupid's  frown 
Are  wrapt  in  Waves  of  endlefs  carefulnefs. 

Eft.  O  Kingdom,  Objed:  to  all  miferies. 

Loc.  O  Love,  the  extream'ft  of  all  extremities. 

[Goes  into  his  Chair. 

Sold.  My  Lord,  in  ranfacking  the  Scythian  Tents, 
I  found  this  Lady,  and  to  manifeft 

That 
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That  earned  Zeal  I  bear  unto  your  Grace, 
I  here  prefent  her  to  your  Majefty. 

Another  Sold.  He  lies,  my  Lord,  I  found  the  Lady  firft, 
And  here  prefent  her  to  your  Majefty. 

i  Sold.  Prefumptuous  Villain,  wilt  thou  take  my  prize.* 

2  Sold.  Nay,  rather  thou  depriv'ft  me  of  my  righu*^ 

3  Sold.  Relign  thy  Title,  Caitive,  unto  me, 
Or  with  my  Sword  I'll  pierce  thy  Cowards  Loins. 

z  Sold.  Soft  words,  good  Sir,  'tis  not  enough  to  fpeak  : 
A  barking  Dog  doth  feldom  Strangers  bite. 

Loc.  Unreverent  Villains,  ftrive  you  in  our  fight  ? 
Take  them  hence,  Jailor,  to  the  Dungeon, 
There  let  them  lye  and  try  their  quarrel  out, 
But  thou,  fair  Princefs,  be  no  whit  difmay'd. 
But  rather  joy  that  Locrine  favours  thee. 

Eft.  How  can  he  favour  me  that  flew  rnySpoufe? 

Loc.  The  chance  of  War,  my  Love,  took  himfrom  thee, 

Eft.  But  Locrine  was  the  caufer  of  his  death. 

Loc.  He  was  an  Enemy  to  Locrine*s  State, 
And  flew  my  noble  Brother  Albanatt. 

Eft.  But  he  was  link'd  to  me  in  Marriage-bond, 
And  would  you  have  me  love  his  flaughterer  / 

Loc.  Better  to  live,  than  not  to  live  at  alh 

Eft.  Better  to  die  renown'd  for  chaftity, 
Than  live  with  fhame  and  endlefs  infamy. 
What  would  the  common  fort  report  of  me, 
If  I  forget  my  love,  and  cleave  to  thee? 

Loc.  Kings  need  not  fear  the  vulgar  fentences. 

Eft.  But  Ladies  muft  regard  their  honcft  Name* 

Loc.  Is  it  a  fhame  to  live  in  Marriage-bonds  \ 

Eft.  No,  but  to  be  a  Strumpet  to  a  King. 

Loc.  If  thou  wilt  yield  to  Locrine  %  burning  Love* 
Thou  fhalt  be  Q^een  of  fair  Albania. 

Eft.  But  Guendeline  will  undermine  my  State. 

.Loc.  Upon  mine  Honour,  thou  fhalt  have  no  harm. 

Eft.  Then  lo,  brave  Locrine,  Eftrild  yields  to  thee^ 
And  by  the  gods  whom  thou  doft  invocate, 
By  the  dread  Ghoft  of  thy  deceafed  Sire, 
By  thy  right-hand,  and  by  thy  burning  Love, 
Take  pity  on  poor  Eflrild's  wretched  thrall. 

Cori.  Harh  Locrine  then  forgot  his  G  Men  define, 

That 
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That  thus  he  courts  the  Scythians  Paramour  ? 

What,  are  the  words  of  Brute  fo  foon  forgot  ? 

Are  my  deferts  fo  quickly  out  of  mind  ? 

Have  I  been  faithful  to  thy  Sire  now  dead? 

Have  I  protected  thee  from  Humberts  hand, 

And  do'ft  thou  quit  me  with  Ungratitude? 

Is  this  the  guerdon  for  my  grievous  wounds? 

Is  this  the  Honour  for  my  labours  paft  ? 

Now  by  my  Sword,  Locrinc>  I  fwear  to  thee, 

This  injury  of  thine  fhall  be  repaid. 

Lee.  Uncle,  fcorn  you  your  Royal  Soveraign, 

As  if  we  flood  for  Cyphers  in  the  Court  ? 

Upbraid  you  me  with  thofe  your  benefits? 

Why,  it  was  a  Subject's  duty  fo  to  do. 

What  you  have  done  for  our  deceafed  Sire 

We  know,  and  all  know,  you  have  your  reward. 

Cori.  Avant,  proud  Princox,  brav'ft  thou  me  withaJ, 
Affaire  thy  felf,  though  thou  be  Emperor, 
Thou  ne'er  fhalt  carry  this  unpunifhed. 

Camb.  Pardon  my  Brother,  noble  Corinciusy 
Pardon  this  once,  and  it  fhall  be  amended. 

<A$a.  Coufin,  remember  Brutus  lateft  words> 
How  he  defired  you  to  cherifh  them: 
Let  not  this  fault  fo  much  incenfe  your  Mind, 
Which  is  not  yet  palled  all  remedy. 

Cori.  Then  Locrmey  lo  I  reconcile  my  felf, 
But  as  thou  lov'ft  thy  Life,  fo  love  thy  WifeJ 
But  if  thou  violate  thofe  promifes, 
Blood  and  revenge  mail  light  upon  thy  Head. 
Come,  let  us  back  to  fhtely  Troynovant^ 
Where  all  thefe  matters  fhall  be  fettled. 

Loc.  Millions  of  Devils  wait  upon  thy  Soul.     [To  him/elf. 
Legions  of  Spirits  vex  thy  impious  Ghoft: 
Ten  thoufand  torments  rack  thy  curfed  bones. 
Let  everything  that  hath  the  ufe  of  breath, 
Be  inflruments  and  workers  of  thy  death,  [Exeunt. 


SCENE 


3  3  ©  8  7he  Tragedy  of  Locrine. 

S  C  E  N  E     III. 

Enter  H umber  alone,  his  Hair  hanging  over  his  Shoulders,  hit 
Arms  all  blood),  and  a  t)art  in  one  tiand* 

Hum.  What  Balilisk  hath  hatched  in  this  place, 
Where  every  thing  confumed  is  to  nought  ? 
What  fearful  Fury  haunts  thefe  curfed  Groves, 
Where  not  a  root  is  left  for  Humbert  Meat  \ 
Hath  fell  Aletto  with  envenom'd  blafts, 
Breathed  forth  poifon  in  thefe  tender  Plains? 
Hath  tripple  Cerberus  with  contagious  foam, 
Sow'd  Aconitttm  'mongft  thefe  wither'd  Herbs  ? 
Hath  dreadful  Fames  with  her  charming  rods 
Brought  barrennef*  on  every  fruitful  Tree? 
What  not  a  Root,  no  Fruir,  no  Beaft,  no  Bird, 
To  nourifh  Humber  in  this  Wildernefs? 
What  would  you  more,  you  Fiends  of  Erebus  \ 
My  very  Intrails  burn  for  want  of  drink, 
My  Bowels  cry,  Humber  give  us  fome  meat, 
But  wretched  Humber  can  give  you  nomeat* 
Thefe  foul  accurfed  Groves  afford  no  meat : 
This  fruitlefs  foil,  this  ground  brings  forth  no  meafc 
The  Gods,  hard-hearted  Gods,  yield  me  no  meat. 
Then  how  can  Hnmber  give  you  any  meat  ? 

Enter  Strumbo  with  a  Pitch-for\  and  a  Scotch-Cap: 

Strum.  How  do  you,  Matters,  how  do  you?  how  havd 
you  'fcap'd  hanging  this  long  time  ?  i'faith  I  have  Ycaped 
many  a  fcouring  this  Year,  but  I  thank  God  I  have  pan: 
them  all  with  a  good  couragio,  couragio,  and  my  Wife 
and  I  are  in  great  love  and  charity  now,  I  thank  my  Man- 
hood and  my  ftrengthj  for  I  will  tell  you,  Matters,  upon, a 
certain  Day  at  Night  I  came  home,  to  fay  the  very  truth, 
with  my  Stomach  full  of  Wine,  and  ran  up  into  the  Cham- 
ber, where  my  Wife  foberly  fate  rocking  my  little  Baby, 
leaning  her  back  againft  the  Bed,  finging  lullaby.  Now 
when  (he  faw  me  come  with  my  Nofe  foremoft,  thinking 
that  I  hid  been  Drunk,  as  I  was  indeed,  fnatch'd  up  a  Fag- 
got-ftick  in  her  hand,  and  came  furioufly  marching  towards 
me,  with  a  big  Face,  as  though  (he  would  have  eaten  me 
at  a  bit;  thundering  out  thefe  words  unto  me.  Thou 
drunken  Knave,   where  haft  thou   been  fo  long  ?    I  (hall 

teach 
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teach  thee  how  to  benight  me  another  time  ;   and  fo  (he 
began  to  play  Knaves  Trumps.     Now,  although  I  trembled, 
fearing  (lie  would  fet  her  ten  Commandments  in  my  Face, 
ran  within  her,  and  taking  her  luflily  by  the  middle,  I  car- 
ried her  valiantly   to  the   Bed,   and   flinging  her  upon   ir, 
flung  my  felf  upon  her,  and  there  I  delighted  her  fo  with  the 
fport  1  made,  that  ever  after  fhe  would  call  me  fweet  Huf- 
band,  and  fo   baninYd  brawling  for  ever;    and  to  fee  the 
good  Will  of  the  Wench,  me  bought   with  her  Portion  a 
Yard  of  Land,    and  by  that  I    am  now  become  one  of  the 
richefr.  Men  inourParifb.  Well,  Mailers,  what's  a  Clock? 
It  is  now  Brcakfaft  time,  you  (hall  fee  what  Meat  I  have 
here  for  my  Break  Tad. 

\He  fits  down  and  pulls  out  his  Vibluah. 
Hum.  Was  ever  Land  fo  fruitlefs  as  this  Land  \ 
Was  ever  Grove  fo  gracelefs  as  this  Grove  ? 
Was  ever  Soil  fo  barren  as  this  Soil  $ 

Oh  no:  the  Land  where  hungry  Fames  dwelt, 
May  no  ways  equalize  this  curfed  Land  ; 

No,  even  the  climate  of  the  Torrid  Zone  / 

Brings  forth  more  fruit  than  this  accurfed  Grove. 

Ne'er  came  fweet  Ceres,  ne'er  came  Venus  here  ; 

Triptolemus  the  God  of  Husbandmen, 

Ne'er  fow'd  his  Seed  in  this  foul  Wildernefs. 

The  hunger-bitten  Dogs  of  Acheron, 

Chac'd  from  the  nine-fold  Puriphlegiton^ 

Have  fet  their  Foot-fteps  in  this  damned  Ground. 

The  Iron-hearted   Furies  arm'd  with  Snakes, 

Scatter'd  huge  Hydra's  over  all  the  Plains, 

Which  have  confum'd  the  Grafs,the  Herbs,  the  Trees, 

Which  have  drunk  up  the  flowing  Water  Springs. 

Strumbo  hearing  his  Voice  fiarts  up}  and  puts  his  Meat  in  his 
Pocket,  feelqng  to  hide  himfelf. 
Hum.  Thou  great  Commander  of  the  ftarry  Sky, 

That  guid'ft  the  Life  of  every  mortal  Wight, 

From  the  inclofures  of  the  fleeting  Clouds 

Rain  down  fome  Food,  or  elfe  I  faint  and  dye. 

Pour  down  fome  Drink,  or  elfe  I  faint  and  dye. 

O  Jupiter y  has  thou  fent  Mercury 

In  clownifli  Shape  to  minifter  fome  Food  ? 

Some  Meat,  fome  Meat,  fome  Meat. 
Vol.  VI.  Nn  Strmm* 
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Strum.  O  alas,  Sir,  ye  are  deceiv'd,  I  am  not  Mercury, 
I  am  Strumbo.  K 

Hum.  Give  me  Tome  Meat,  Villain,  give  me  fome  Meat, 
Or'gainft:  this  Rock  I'll   dafh  thy  curfed  Brains, 
And  rend  thy  Bowels  with  my    bloody  Hands, 
Give  me  fome  Meat,  Villain,  give  me  fome  Meat. 

Strum.  By  the  Faith  of  my  Body,  good  Fellow,  I  had 
rather  give  a  whole  Ox,  than  that  thou  (houidft  ferve 
me  in  that  fort.  Daih  out  my  Brains  !  O  horrible, 
terrible.  I  thi ,k  I  have  a  quarry  of  Stones  in  my 
Pocket. 

He  makes  as  though  he  would  give  him  fame ',  and  as  he  put- 
teth  out  his  Hand,    enters  the   Ghofi  of  Albanad,    and 
firikes  him  on  the  Hand,  and  fa   Strumbo  runs  out,  Num- 
ber following  him.  '[Exeunt. 

Ghofi.  Lo  here  the  Gift  of  fell  Ambition* 
Of  Ufurpation  and  of  Treachery. 
Lo  here  the  harms  that  wait  upon  all  thofe 
That  do  ii  trude  themfelves  in  others  Lands, 
Which  are  not  under^heir  Dominion.  [Exit, 

SCENE    IV. 

Enter  Locrine  alone. 
Loc.  Seven  Years  hath  aged  Corineius  liv'd 

To  Locrine's  Grief,  and  fair  Eftrtlda't  Woe, 

And  (even  Years  more  he  hopeth  yet  to  live. 

Oh  fupreme  Jove,  annihilate  this  thought.  ' 

Should  he  enjoy  the  Air's  fruition? 

Should  he  enjoy  the  Benefit  of  Life  ? 

Should  he  contemplate' the  radiant  Sun, 

That  makes  my  Life  equal  to  dreadful  Death  ? 

Venus  convey  this  Monfter  from  the  Earth, 

That  difobeyeth  thus  thy  facred  HcfR 

Cupid  convey  this  Monfter  to  dark  Hell, 

That  difannuls  thv  Mother's  fugar'd  Laws. 

Mars  with  thy  Target  all  befet  with  Flames, 

Wrh  murtherine  Bhde  bereave  him  of  his  Life, 

That  hindreth  Locrine  in  his  fweeteft  Joys. 

And  yet  frr  all  his  diligent  afpecl, 

His  wrathful  Eyes  piercing  like  Lrnces  Eyes, 

Well  have  I  overmatclrd  his  Subti.'ty.  Kigb 
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Nigh     eucolitum  bythepleafant  Lee, 

Where  brackifh  Thamis  Aides  with  (liver  Streams^ 

Making  a  Breach  into  the  graflie  Downs, 

A  curious  Arch  of  coftly  Ma  ble  fraught, 

Hath  Locrine  framed  underneath  the  Ground, 

The  Walls  whereof,  garnifht  with  Diamonds, 

With  Ophirs,  Rubirs,  gliftering  Erne:  Ids, 

And  interlac'd  with  Sun-brirht  Carbuncles, 

Lightens  the  room  with  artificial  Day, 

And  from  the  Lee  with  Water-flowing  Pipes 

The  moifture  is  deiiv'd  into  this  Arch, 

Where  I  have  plac'd  fair  Efirild  feeretfy. 

Thither  eftfoons  accompanied  with  my  Page, 

I  covertly  vifit  my  Heart  sDefire, 

Without  fufpicion  of  the  meaneft  Eye, 

For  Love  aboundeth  ftill  with  Policy, 

And  thither  ftill  means  Locrme  to  repair, 

'Till  Atropos  cut  off  mine  U  cie's  Life,  [Exit. 

SCENE     V. 

Enter  Humber  alone,  faying  ; 

O  vita  mifero  longa*,  fcelici  brevis  I 
Eheu  malorum  fames  extremum  malum. 

Long  have  I  lived  in  this  defart  Cave, 

With  eating  Haws  and  miferable  Roots, 

Devouring  Leaves  and  beaftly  Excrements. 

Caves  were  my  Beds,  and  Stones  my  Pillowberes," 

Fear  was  my  Sleep,  and  Horror  v/as  my  Dream ; 

For  ftill  methought  at  every  boifterous  Blaft, 

Now  Locrine  comes,  now  Number  thou  muft  dk; 

So  that  for  Fear  and  Hunger,  Humber  s  Mind 

Can  never  reft,  but  always  trembling  ftands. 

O  what  Danubius  now  may  quench  my  Thirft  I 

What  Euphrates,  what  light  foot  Euripus 

May  now  allay  the  Fury  of  that  Heat, 

Which  raging  in  my  Entrails  eats  me  up  ? 

You  ghaftly  Devils  of  the  ninefold  Styx, 

You  damned  Ghofts  of  Joylefs  Acheron, 

You  mournful  Souls,  vext  in  Abjjfus  Vaults, 

You  cole- black  Devils  of  Averxus  Pond, 

C  >me  with  your  Flelh -hooks,  rend  my  famifht  Arms, 

Nn  1  Thefe 
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Thefe  Arms  that  have  fuftain'd  their  Matter's  Life? 
Come  with  your  Razors  rip  my  Bowels  up, 
With  your  (harp  Fire-forks  crack  my  ftarved  Bones. 
Ufe  me  as  you  will,  fo  Htimber  may  not  live. 
Accurfed  Gods  that  rule  the  f tarry  Poles, 
Accurfed  Jove,  King  of  th'  accurfed  Gods, 
C  aft  down  your  Lightning  on  poor  Humbert  Head, 
That  I  may  leave  this  Death-like  Life  of  mine  ; 
What  hear  you  not,  and  ihall  not  Humber  die  f 
Nay  I  will  die,  though  all  the  Gods  fay  nay. 
And  gentle  Aby  take  my  troubled  Corps, 
Take  it  and  keep  it  from  all  mortal  Eyes, 
That  none  may  fay,  when  I  have  loft  my  Breath, 
The  very  Floods  confpir'd  'gain ft  Humber' 's  Death. 

[Flings  hi mf elf  into  the  River* 
Enter  the  Ghoft  of  A  loan  act. 
En  c&dem  fequitur*  cades  in  cade  quiefco. 
Humber  is  dead,  joy  Heav'ns,  leap  Earth,  dance  Trees ; 
Now  may'ft  thou  reach  thy  Apples  Tantalus, 
And  with  'em  feed  thy  hunger-bitten  Limbs. 
Now  Sjjiphus  leave  the  tumbling  of  thy  Rock, 
And  reft  thy  reftlefs  Bones  upon  the  fame. 
Unbind  Ixion,  cruel  Rhadamanth, 
And  lay  proud  Humber  on  the  whirling  Wheel. 
Back  will  I  poft  to  Hell  Mouth    Tanarus, 
And  pafs  Cocjtusy  to  the  Ely  pan  Fie!df, 
And  tell  my  Father  Brutus  of  this  News.  [Exit. 

ACTV.     SCENE    I. 

Enter  Ate  as  before.  Jafon  leading  Creori'j  Daughter.  Me- 
dea following,  a  Garland  in  her  Hand,  and  putting  it  on 
CreonV  Daughter's  Head,  fetteth  it  on  Fire,  and  then  kil- 
ling Jafon  and  her,  departs. 

Ate.  TVTOAT*  tarn  Trimcriis  ex&fiuat  <idLtn*  cavernis, 
JIN    L&fz  furtivo  qtuim  cor  mulieris  amore. 

Medea  feeing  Jafon  leave  her  Love, 
And  chufe  the  Daughter  of  the  Theban  King, 
Went  to  her  devilim  Charms  to  work  Revenge  ; 
And  raifing  up  the  triple  Hecate, 

With 
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With  all  the  rout  of  the  condemned  Fiends, 

Framed  a  Garland  by  her  magick  Skill, 

With  which  (he  wrought  Jafon  and  Creons  III. 

So  Guendeline  feeing  her  felf  mifus'd, 

And  Numbers  Paramour  poflefs  her  place, 

Flies  to  the  Dukedom  of  Cornubia9 

And  with  her  Brother  flout  ThrafimachuSj 

Gathering  a  Power  of  Comi/Jj  Soldiers, 

Gives  Battel  to  her  Husband  and  his  Hod, 

Nigh  to  the  River  of  great  Mercia  : 

The  Chances  of  this  difmal  MaflPacre, 

That  which  enfueth  fhortly  will  unfold.  [Exiu 

SCENE    II. 

Enter  Locrine,  Camber,  AfTaracus,  and  Thrafimachus. 

AJfa,  But  tell  me,  Coufin,  dy'd  my  Brother  fo  \ 
Now  who  is  left  to  haplefs  Albion* 
That  as  a  Pillar  might  uphold  our  State, 
That  might  ftrike  Terror  to  our  daring  Foes  ? 
Now  who  is  left  to  haplefs  Britany, 
That  might  defend  her  from  the  barb'rous  Hands 
Of  thofe  that  ftill  defire  her  ruinous  h\ly 
And  feek  to   work  her  downfal  and  decay? 

Cam.  Ay  Uncle,  Death's  our  common  Enemy, 
And  none  but  Death  can  match  our  matchlefs  Power; 
Witnefs  the  Fall  of  Albioneius  Crew, 
Witnefs  the   Fall  of  Number  and  his  Nunns% 
And  this  foul  Death  hath  now  increas'd  our  Woe, 
By  taking  Corineita  from  this  Life, 
And  in  his  room  leaving  us  Worlds  of  Care. 

Thra.  But  none  rmy  more  bewail  his  mournful  Hearfe, 
Than  I  that  am  theiffue  of  his  Loins, 
Now  foul  befal  that  curfed  Number's  Throat, 
Thar  was  the  caufer  of  his  lingring  Wound. 

Loc.  Tears  cannot  raife  him  from  the  Dead  again, 
But  w here's  my  Lady  Miftrefs  Guendeline  ? 

Thra.  In  Cornwall,  Locrine,   is  my  Sifter  now, 
Providing  for  my  Father's  Funeral. 

Loc.  And  let  her  there  provide  her  mourning  Weeds, 
And  mourn  for  ever  her  own  Widow- hood, 
Ne'er  (hall  ihe  come  within  our  Pakce  Gate, 

N  n  3  To 
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To  countercheck  brave  Locrine  in  his  Love. 
Go,   Boy,  to  Deucolitftm,  down  the  Lee, 
Unto  the  Arch  where  lovely  Eftrild  lies, 
Bring  her  and  Sabren  ftrait  unto  the  Court, 
She  ill  all  be  Queen  in  Gttendeline*$  room. 
Let  others  wail  for  Corineim  Death, 
I  mean  not  fo  to  macerate  my  Mind, 
For  him  'hat  barr'd  me  from  my  Heart's  Defire. 

Thra     Hath  I  -crine  then  forfook  his  Gmndeline? 
Is  Corineitts  dearh  fo  foon  forgot  <* 
If^there  be  Gods  in  Heav'n,  as  fure  there  be  ,• 
If  there  b«   F  ends  in  Hell,  as  needs  there  muft, 
They  wii  revenge  this  thy  notorious  wrong, 
And  pour  tLeir  Plagues  upon  thy  curfed  Head. 

Loc.  What,  prat  ft  thou,  Peafant,  to  thy  Soveraign  I 
Or  art  thou  ftruckoi  in  fome  Ext3fie  ? 
Deft  thou  not  tremMe  at  our  Royal  Looks  f 
Do'l  thou  not  quake  when  mighty  Locrine  frowns? 
Thou  beardlefs  B^y,  were't  not  that  Locrine  fcorns 
To  vex  his  Mind  with  fuch  a  Heartlefs  Child, 
With  the  (harp  Point  of  this  my  Battel-axe, 
I'd  fend  thy  Soul   to  Ptsryphlegiton. 

Thra.  Though  I  be  young  and  of  a  tender  Age, 
Yet  will  I  cope  with  Locrine  when  he  dares. 
My  noble  Father,  with  his conqu'ring  Sword, 

Slew  the  two  Giants  Kings  of  jlquitain. 

Thrafimachus  is  not  fo  degenerate, 

Thjt  he  mould  fear  and  tremble  at  the  looks, 

Or  raunting  Words  of  a  Venerean  Squire. 

Loc.  Menaced  thou  thy  Royal  Soveraign  ? 
Uncivil,  not  befeemrng  fuch  as  you. 

Injurious  Traitor  (for  he  is  no  lefs 

That  at  Defiance  ftandeth  with  his  King) 

Leave  thefe  thy  Taunts,  leave  thefe  thy  bragging  Words* 

Unlefr  thou  meafc'ft  to  leave  thy  wretched  Life. 
Thra.  If  Princes  ftain  their  glorious  Dignity 

Wich  ugly  fpecs  of  monftrous  Infamy, 

They  leefe  their  former  Eftimation, 

And  throw  themfelves  into  a  Hell  of  hate. 
Loc.  Wilt  thou  abufe  my  gentle  Patience, 

As  though  thou  didft  our  high  difpleafure  /corn  ? 

Proud 
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Proud  Boy,  that  thou  may'fl:  know  thy  Prince  is  mov'd, 
Yea,  greatly  mov'd  at  this  thy  fwelling  Pride, 
We  banifh  thee  for  ever  from  0111  Court. 

Thra.  Then,  lofel  Locrine%  look  unto  thy  felf, 
Thrafimachtis  will  revenge  this  Injury.  [Exit* 

Loc.  Farewel,  proud  Boy,  and  learn  to  ufe  thy  Tongue. 
Affa.  Alns,  my  Lord,  youfhould  have  calfd  to  mind 
The  lateft  Words  that  Br  Htm  fpake  to  you, 
How  he  defir'd  you,  by  the  Obedience 
That  Children  ought  to  bear  their  Sire, 
To  Jove  and  favour  Lady  Guendeline  : 
Confider  this,  that  if  the  Injury 
Do  move  her  mind,  as  certainly  it  will, 
War  and  Diffention  follows  fpeedily. 
What  though  her  Power  be  not  fo  great  as  youis, 
Have  you  not  feen  a  mighty  Elephant 
Slain  by  the  biting  of  a  filly  Moufe  \ 
Even  fo  the  chance  of  War  inconftant  is. 

Loc.  Peace,  Unkle,  Peace,  and  ceafe  to  talk  hereof; 
For  he  that  feeks  by  whiipering  this  or  that, 
To  trouble  Locrine^  in  his  fweetcfl  Life, 
Let  him  peifwade  himfUf  to  die  the  Death. 

Enter  the  Page>  with  Eflrild  and  Sabren. 
Eft.  Ofay  me,  Page,  tea  me,  where  is  the  King? 
Wherefore  doth  he  fend  for  me  to  the  Court  ? 
Is  it  to  die?  is  it  to  end  my  Life  ? 
Say  me,  fweet  Boy,  tell  me  and  do  not  feign. . 

Page.  No,  trull  me,  Madam,  if  you  will  credit  the  little 
HoneTty  that  is  yet  left  me,  there  is  no  fuch  Danger  as  you 
fear,  but  prepare  your  felf,  yonder's  the  King. 

Eft.  Then,  Eftrild,  lift  thy  dazled  Spirits  up,  [Kneeling. 
And  blefs  that  bleffed  time,  that  Day,  that  Hour,  7 
That  warlike  Locrine  full:  did  favour  thee. 
Peace  to  the  King  of  Britany,  my  Love, 
Peace  to  all  thofe  that  love  and  favour  him. 

Loc.  Doth  Eftrild  foil  with  fuch  Submiffion  [Takin?  her  up. 
Before  her  Servant  King  of  Albion  .? 
Arife,  fair  Lady,  leave  this  lovely  Chear, 
Lift  ud  thofe  Looks  that  cherifli  Lucrine's  Heart, 
That  I  irny  freely  view  that  rofeal  Face, 

N  n  4  Which 
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Which  fo  intangled  hath  my  love-ficl*  Breaft. 

Now  to  the  Court,  where  we  will  court  it  out, 

And  pafs  the  Night  and  Day  in  Fenus  Sports. 

Frolick,  brave  Peers,  be  joyful  with  your  King.   \Exeum, 

SCENE    III. 

Enter  Guendeline,  Thrafimachus,  Madan,  and  Soldiers, 
Guen.  You  gentle  Winds  that  with  your  modeil  Blafts 
Pafs  through  the  Circuit  of  the  Heav'nly  Vault, 
Enter  the  Clouds  unto  the  Throne  of  Jovey 
And  bear  my  PrayVs  to  his  all-hearing  Ears, 
For  Locrinc  hath  forfaken  Guendeline^ 
And  learnt  to  Jove  proud  Humberh  Concubine. 
You  happy  Sprites  that  in  the  Concave  Sky, 
With  pleafant  Joy,  enjoy  your  (weeteft  Love, 
Shed  forth  thole  Tears  with  me,  which  then  you  (Tied, 
When  firft  you  woo'd  your  Ladies  to  your  Wills : 
Thofe  Tears  are  fitted  for  my  woful  Cafe, 
Since  Locrvne  fhuns  my  nothmg-pleafant  Face. 
Blufh  Heav'ns,  blufh  Sun,  and  hide  thy  mining  Beams, 
Shadow  thy  radiant  Locks  in  gloomy  Clouds, 
Deny  thy  chearful  Light  unto  the  World, 
Where  nothing  reigns  but  Falfhocd  and  Deceit. 
What,  faid  I,  Falfhood  ?  Ay,  that  filthy  Crime, 
For  Locrine  hath  forfaken  Guendeline. 

Behold  the  Heav'ns  do  wail  for  Gumdeline  : 

The  mining  Sun  doth  blufh  for  Guendeline  : 

The  liquid  Air  doth  weep  for  Guendeline : 

The  very  Ground  doth  groan  for  Guendeline* 

Ay,  they  are  milder  than  the  Britain  King, 

For  he  reje&eth  lucklefs  Guendeline. 

Thru.  Sifter,  complaints  are  bootless  in  this  caufe, 

3This  open  wrong  muft  have  an  open  Plague  : 

This  Plague  muft  be  rtpaid  with  grievous  War, 

This  War  muft  finiih  with  Locrinus  Death, 

His  Death  will  foon  cxtinguifh  our  Complaints. 
Guen.  O  no,  his  Death  will  more  augment  my  woes; 

He  was  my  Husband,  brave  Thrafimachnsy 

More  dear  ro  me  than  th'  apple  of  mine  Eye, 

Nor  can  I  find  in  Heart  to  Work  his  Scathe. 
Tiara*.  Madam,  if  not  your  proper  Injuries, 

Nor  my  Exile,  can  move  you  to  revenge  : 

Think 
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Think  on  our  Father  Convents  Words, 
His  Words  to  us  ftand  always  for  a  Law. 
Should Locrine  live,  that  caus'd  my  Father's  Death? 
Should  Locrine  live,  that  now  divorctth  you  \ 
TheHeav'ns,  the  Earth,  the  Air,  the  Fire  reclaims; 
And  then  why  mould  all  we  deny  the  fame  \ 

Guen.  Then  henceforth  farewel  womaniih  Complaint?, 
AH  childifti  Pity  henceforth  then  farewel  : 
But  curfed  Locrine^  look  unto  thy  felf, 
For  Nemefisy  the  Miftrefs  of  Revenge, 
Sits  arm'd  at  all  Points  on  our  difmal  Blades, 
And  curfed  Eftrtid,  that  inflam'd  his  Hearr, 
Shall,  if  I  live,  die  a  reproachful  Death. 

Mud.  Mother,  tho'  Nature  makes  me  torment 
My  lucklefs  Father's  froward  Lctchery; 
Yet  for  he  wrongs  my  Lady  Mother,  thus, 
I,  if  I  could,  my  klf  would  work  his  Death. 

Thra.   See,  Madam,  fee,  the  deiire  of  Revenge 
Is  in  the  Children  of  a  tender  Age. 
Forward,   brave  Soldiers,  into  Mercia, 
Where  we  mall  brave  the  Coward  to  his  Face.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE     IV. 

Enter  Locrine,  Eftrild,  Sabren,  AfTarachus,  and  the  Soldiers. 

Loc.  Tell  me,  j4J[arachus>  are  the  Cornijh  Chuffs 
In  fuch  great  number  come  to  Alercia, 
And  have  they  pitched  there  their  Hoft, 
So  clofe  unto  our  Royal  Manilon  ? 

jijfa.  They  are,  my  Lord,   and  mean  incontinent 
To  bid  Defiance  to  your  Majefty. 

Loc.  It  makes  me  laugh,  to  think  that  Guendeline 
Should  have  the  Heart  to  come  in  Arms  againfl  me. 

Eft.  Alas,  my  Lord,  the  Horfe  will  run  amain 
When  as  the  Spur  doth  gall  him  to  the  Bone  ; 
Jealoufie,  Locrine^  hath  a  wicked  fling. 

Loc.  Sayft  thou  fo,  Eftrildy  Beauty's  Paragon? 
Well,  we  will  try  her  Choler  to  the  Proof, 
And  make  her  know,  Locrine  can  brook  no  braves. 
March  on,  u4Jfarachus>  thou  muft  lead  the  way, 
And  bring  us  to  their  proud  Pavilion.  {Exeunt. 

SCENE 
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S  C  E  N  E  V. 

Enter  the  Ghoft  of  Corineius,  with  Thunder  and  Lightning* 

Ghofl.  Behold,  the  Circuit  of  the  azure  Sky- 
Throws  forth  fad  Throbs,  and  grievous  Sufpirs, 
Prejudicating  Locrines  Overthrow: 
The  Fire  cafteth  forth  flnrp  darts  of  Flames, 
The  great  Foundation  of  the  triple  World 
Trembleth  and  quaketh  with  a  mighty  Noife, 
Prefaging  bloody  Maffacres  at  hand. 
The  wandring  Birds  thit  flutter  in  the  dark, 
When  hellifh  Night  in  cloudy  Chariot  feated, 
Cafteth  her  mifts  on  fhady  Tellus  Face, 
With  fable  Mantles  cov'ring  all  the  Earth, 
Now  flies  abroad  amid  the  chearful  Day, 
Foretelling  fome  unwonted  Mifery. 
The  fnarling  Curs  of  darkned  Tartarus, 
Sent  from  Avernus  Ponds  by  Rhadamanth, 
With  howling  Ditties  pefter  ev'ry  Wood; 
The  watry  Ladies,  and  the  Jightfoot  Fawns^ 
And  all  the  rabble  of  the  woody  Nymphs, 
All  trembling  hide  themfclves  in  fhady  Groves, 
And  fhrowd  themleWes  in  hideous  hollow  Pits. 
The  boifterous  Boreas  thundreth  forth  Revenge : 
The  (tony  Rocks  cry  out  on  fharp  Revenge  : 
The  thorny  Bum  pronounccth  dire  Revenge. 

[Sound  the  Alarum. 

Now  Corineius  ftiy  and  fee  Revenge, 

And  feed  thy  Soul  with  Locrine\  Overthrow, 

Bernld  they  come,  the  Trumpets  call  them  forth: 

The  roaring  Drums  fummon  the  Soldiers. 

Lo  where  their  Army  gliftereth  on  the  Plains. 

Throw  forth  thv  Lightning,  mighty  Jupitcrs 

And  pour  thy  Plagues  on  curfed  Locrines  Head.  [Stand  ajide. 

Enter   Locrine,  Eltrild,    AfTirachus,   Sabren    and   their  Sol- 
diers at  one  Door;  Thrafimachus,  Guendeline,  Madan,  and 
their  Followers  at  another. 
Loc.  What,  is  the  Tiger  darted  from  his  Cave? 

Is  Guendeline  come  from  Cor  nubia. 

That  thus  fhebravethZ,<?mWto  the  Teeth  ? 

^nd  haft  thou  found  thine  Armour,  pretty  Boy, 

Accompanied 
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Accompanied  with  thefe  thy  ftragling  Mates? 
Believe  me  but  this  Enterprize  was  bold, 
And  well  deferveth  Commendation. 

Guen.  Ay, Locrine,  Traiterous  Locrine,we  are  come, 
With  full  pretence  co  leek  thine  Overthrow. 
What  have  I  do  e  that  thou  ftiouldft  fcornmethus? 
What  have  I  faid  that  thou  fhouldft  roe  reject  § 
Have  I  been  difobedient  to  thy  Words? 
Have  I  bewray'd  thy  arcane  Secrecy  < 
Have  I  diflionoured  thy  Marriage  Bed 
With  filthy  Crimes,  or  with  lafcivious  LlH:s? 
Nay  it  is  thou  that  haft  difhonour'd  it, 
Thy  filthy  Mind  o'crcome  with  filthy  Lufts, 
Yieldeth  unto  AfFe&ioris  filthy  Darts. 
Unkind,  thou  wrong'ft  thy  firft  and  trueft  fear, 
Unkind,  thou  wrong'ft  thy  beft  and  deareft  Friend ; 
Unkind,  thou  fcorn'ft  all  skilful  Brutus  Laws, 
Forgetting  Father,  Uncle,  and  thy  felf. 

Eft.  Believe  me,  Locrine,  but  the  Girl  is  wife, 
And  well  would  feem  to  make  a  Vcftal  Nun, 
How  finely  frames  (he  her  Oration. 

Thra.  Locrine,  we  came  not  here  to  fight  with  Word?, 
Words  that  can  never  win  the  Victory, 
But  for  you  are  fo  merry  in  your  Frumps, 
Unfheath  your  Swords,  and  try  it  out  by  force, 
That  we  may  fee  who  hath  the  better  hand. 

Loc»  Think'ft  thou  to  dare  me,  bold  Thrafimachus  ? 
Think'ft  thou  to  fear  me  with  thy  taunting  braves, 
Or  do  we  feem  too  weak  to  cope  with  thee/ 
Soon  fhalll  fhew  thee  my  fine  cutting  Blade, 
And  with  my  Sword,  the  MefTenger  of  Death, 
Seal  thee  an  acquittance  for  thy  bold  attempts.        [_Exeunt. 
Sound  the]  Alarum.     Enter  Locrine,   Aflaracbus,  and  a  Sol- 

dier  at  one  Door',  Guendeline,  Thrafimichus,  at  another  : 

Locrine  and  his  Followers  driven  back. 

Then  Locrine  and  Eftrild  enter  again  in  amaz,e> 

Loc.  O  fair  Eftrilda,  we  have  loft  the  Field, 
Thrafimachus  hath  won  the  Victory, 
And  we  are  left  to  be  a  Laughing-ftock, 
Scofc  at  by  thofe  that  are  our  Enemies, 
Ten  thoufand  Soldiers  arm'd  with  Sword  and  Shield, 
Prevail  again}!  an  hundred  thoufand  Men,  Thru- 
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Thrafimachus  incenft  with  fuming  Ire, 

Rageth  amongft  the  faint-heart  Soldiers, 

Like  to  grim  Mars,  when  cover'd  with  his  Targe, 

He  fought  with  Diomedes  in  the  Field, 

Clofe  by  the  Banks  of  filver  Simois.         [Sound  the  Alarum. 

O  lovely  Eftrild  now  the  Chafe  begins, 

Ne'er  mall  we  fee  the  ftately  Troynovant 

Mounted  with  Courfers  garnifht  all  with  Pearl?, 

Ne'er  mail  we  view  the  fair  Concordia, 

Unlefs  as  Captives  we  be  thither  brought. 

Shall  Locrine  then  be  taken  Prifoner, 

By  fuch  a  youngling  as  Thrafimachus  f 

Shall  Guendeline  captivate  my  Love? 

Ne'er  fhail  mine  Eyes  behold  that  difmal  hour, 

Ne'er  will  I  view  that  ruthful  Spectacle, 

For  with  my  Sword,  or  this  (harp  Curtle-Axe, 

I'll  cut  in  funder  my  Accurfed  Heart. 

But  O  you  Judges  of  the  ninefold  Styx, 

Which  with  inceiTant  Torments  rack  the  Ghofts 

Within  the  bottomlefs  Abyjfus  Pits, 

You  Gods,  Commanders  of  the  Heav'nly  Spheres, 

Whofe  Will  and  Laws  irrevocable  ftand, 

Forgive,  forgive,  this  foul  accurfed  Sin; 

Forget,  O  Gods,  this  foul  condemned  fault : 

And  now  my  Sword,  that  info  many  Fights  [Kijfes  his  Sivor d> 

Haft  fav'd  the  Life  of  Brutus  and  his  Son, 

End  now  his  Life  that  wiiheth  ft  ill  for  Death, 

Work  now  his  Death  that  wifheth  ftill  for  Death, 

Work  now  his  Death  that  hateth  ftill  his  Life. 

Farewel,  fair  Eftrild,  Beauty *s  Paragon, 

Fram'd  in  the  front  of  forlorn  Miferies, 

Ne'er  fhallmine  Eyes  behold  thySun-lhine  Eyes, 

But  when  we  meet  in  the  Elyfian  Fields, 

Thither  I  go  before  with  haften'd  pace. 

Farewel,  vain  World,  and  thy  inticing  Snares. 

Farewel,  foul  Sin,  and  thy  inticing  Pleafures, 

And  welcome  Death,  the  end  of  Mortal  fmart, 

Welcome  to  Locrine's  over-burthen'd  Heart. 

[Thrufts  himfelf  through  with  his  Sword. 
Eft,  Break  Heart  with  Sobs  and  grievous  Sufpirs, 
Stream  forth  you  Tears  from  forth  my  watry  Eyes, 
Help  me  to  mourn  for  warlike  L*crin£%  Death,  P<>u* 
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Pour  down  your  Tears  you  watry  Regions, 
For  mighty  Locrine  is  bereft  of  Life. 
O  fickle  Fortune,  O  unliable  World, 
What  elfe  are  all  things,  that  this  Globe  contains, 
But  a  confufed  Chaos  of  mifhaps? 
Wherein  as  in  a  Glafs  we  plainly  fee, 
That  all  our  Life  is  but  a  Tragedy, 
Since  mighty  Kings  are  fubjed:  to  mifttap, 
Ay,  mighty  Kings  are  fubjeel:  to  mifhap, 
Since  martial  Locrine  is  bereft  of  Life, 
Shall  Eftrild  live  then  after  Locrine  %  Death  ? 
Shall  love  of  Life  bar  her  from  Locrine's  Sword? 
O  no,  this  Sword  that  hath  bereft  his  Life, 
Shall  now  deprive  mc  of  my  fleeting  Soul : 
Strengthen  thefe  Hands,  O  mighty  Jupiter, 
That  1  may  end  my  woful  Mifery, 

Locrine  I  come,  Locrine  I  fallow  thee,  [Kills  kerfelf. 

Sound  the  Alarum,     Enter  Sabren. 
Sab.  What  doleful  Sight,  what  ruthful  Spectacle 
Hath  Fortune  offer'd  to  my  haplefs  Heart? 
My  Father  flain  with  fuch  a  fatal  Sword, 
My  Mother  lnurthercd  by  a  mortal  wound? 
What  Thracian  Dog,  what  barbarous  Mirmidon, 
Would  not  relent  at  fuch  a  ruthful  cafe  ? 
What  fierce  Achilles,  what  hard  ftony  Flint, 
Would  not  bemoan  this  mournful  Tragedy? 
Locrine,  the  Map  of  Magnanimity, 
Lies  ilaughter'd  in  his  foul  accurfed  Cave; 
Eftrild,  the  perfect  pattern  of  Renown, 
Nature's  fole  wonder,  in  whofe  beauteous  Breafts 
All  Heav'nly  Grace  and  Virtue  wasinfhrin'd, 
Both  maflacred  are  dead  within  this  Cave, 
And  with  them  dies  fair  Pallas  and  fweet  Love. 
Here  lies  a  Sword,  and  Sabren  hath  a  Heart, 
This  bleiTed  S  word  (hall  cut  my  curfed  Heart. 
And  bring  my  Sou!  unto  my  Parents  Ghofb, 
That  they  that  Jive  and  view  our  Tragedy, 
May  mourn  our  cafe  with  mournful  Plaudites: 

[Pferstokillherfdf. 
Ay  me,  my  Virgins  Hands  are  too  too  weak, 
To  penetrate  the  bulwark  of  my  Breaft; 
My  Fingers,  us'd  to  tune  the  amorous  Lute,  Are 
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Are  not  of  force  to  hold  this  fteely  Glaive, 

So  I  am  left  to  wail  my  Pirents  Death. 

Not  able  for  to  work  my  proper  Death* 

Ah  Locrine,  honour'd  for  thy  Noblenefs. 

Ah  Eftrildy  famous  for  thy  Conftancy. 

Ill  may  they  fare  that  wrought  your  mortal  Ends. 
Enter  GuendeIine,Thrafimachus,  Madan,  and  the  Soldiers. 
Gaen.  Search  Soldiers,  fearch,  find  Locrine  and  his  Love, 

Find  the  proud  Strumpet,  Humbert  Concubine, 

That  I  may  change  thofe  her  fo  pleafing  Looks, 

To  pale  and  ignominious  Afpecl:. 

Find  me  the  Iffue  of  their  curfed  Love, 

Find  me  young  Sabren,  Locrine's  only  Joy, 

That  I  may  glut  my  Mind  with  lukewarm  Blood, 

Swiftly  diftilling  from  the  Baftard's  breaft. 

My  Father's  Ghoft  ftill  haunts  me  for  Revenge, 

Crying ;  Revenge  my  over-haftened  Death. 

My  Brother's  Exile,  and  mine  own  Divorce, 

Banifti  remorfe  clean  from  my  brazen  Heart, 

All  Mercy  from  mine  adamantive  Breads. 

Thra.  Nor  doth  thy  Husband,  lovely  GnendeUney 

That  wonted  was  to  guide  our  ftarlefs  Steps, 

Enjoy  this  Light;  fee  where  he  murdred  lies : 

By  lucklefs  Lot  and  froward  frowning  Fate, 

And  by  him  lies  his  lovely  Paramour 

Fair  Eflrild  goared  with  a  difmal  Sword, 

And  as  it  feems,  both  murdred  by  themfelves, 

Clafping  eachorherin  their  feebled  Arms, 

With  loving  zeal,  as  if  for  Company 

Their  uncontented  Corps  were  yet  content 

To  pafs  foul  Styx  in  Charon  $  Ferry-boat. 

Gtten.  And  hath  proud  Eflrild  then  prevented  mei 

Hath  (he  efcaped  Gttendelina's  Wrath, 

Bv  violently  cutting  off  her  Life  ? 

Would  God  (he  had  the  monftrous  Hydra's  Lives, 

That  every  hour  (he  might  have  died  a  Death 

Worfe  than  the  fwing  of  old  Ixion's  Wheel, 
And  every  hour  revive  to  die  again, 
As  Tit  ins  bound  to  hou  fiefs  Cancafon, 
Doth  fted  the  Subflance  of  his  own  mi(hap, 
And  every  Day  for  want  of  Food  doth  die, 
And  every  Night  doth  live  ajain  to  d»e. 
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But  flay,  methinks,  I  hear  fome  fainting  Voice, 
Mournfully  weeping  foi  their  lucklefs  Death. 

Sab.  You  Mountain  tyymphs  which  in  thefe  Defarts  rcignf 
Ceaie  off  your  hafty  chafe  of  Savage  Beafts, 
Prepare  to  fee  a  Heart  oppreft  with  Care, 
Addrefs  your  Ears  to  hear  a  mournful  Stile, 
No  human  Strength,    no  Work  can  work  my  W<a\ 
Care  in  my  Heart  fo  Tyrant  like  doth  deal. 
You  Driada  and  lightfoot  Satjriy 
You  gracious  Fairies,  which  at  Even-tide 
Your  Clofets  leave  with  Heav'nly  Beauty  ftor'd, 
And  on  your  Shoulders  fpread  your  golden  Locks, 
You  fovage  Bears  in  Caves  and  darken'd  Der.s, 
Come  wail  with  me  the  martial  Locrine's  Death. 
Come  mourn  with  me,  for  beauteous  Efirild\  Death* 
Ah  loving  Parents  little  do  you  know, 
What  Sorrow  Sabren  fufFers  for  your  thral!. 
Guen.  But  may  this  be,  and  is  it  poflible, 

Lives  Sabren  yet  to  expiate  my  Wrath? 

Fortune  I  thank  thee  for  this  Courtefie, 

And  let  me  never  fee  one  profperous  holir, 

If  Sabren  die  not  a  reproachful  Death. 

Sab.  Hard-hearted  Death,  that  when  the  wretched  calJ, 

Art  fartheft  off,  and  feldom  heai'ft  at  all, 

But  in  the  midft  of  Fortune's  g°>od  Success, 

Uncalled  comes,  and  fheers  our  Life  in  twain: 

When  will  that  hour,  that  bleflfed  hour  draw  nigh, 

When  poor  diftrcflcd  Sabren  may  be  gone. 

Sweet  u4tropos  cut  off  my  fatal  Thread. 

[What  arrthou  Death,  (hall  not  poor  Sabren  die? 

[Guendeline  taking  her  bj  the  Chin^fajs^ 
Guen.  YesDamfeK  yes,  Sabren  fh all  furely  dk% 

Tho'  all  the  World  fhould  feek  to  fave  her  Life, 

And  not  a  common  Death  (hall  Sabren  die, 

But  after  ftrange  and  grievous  PunjfTiments, 

Shoitly  inflicted  on  thy  Ballard's  Head, 

Thou  fhalc  be  caft  into  the  curfdd  Stream*, 

And  feed  the  Fifties  with  thy  tender  FJefh. 

Sab.  And  think'ft  thou  then,  thou  crueJ  Homicide, 

That  thefe  thy  Deeds  (hall  be  unpuniftied? 

No  Traitor,  no,  the  Gods  will  venge  trufe  Wrongs, 

The 
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The  Fiends  of  Hell  will  mark  thefe  Injuries. 

Never  (hall  thefe  blood-fucking  mafty  Curs 

Bring  wretched  Sabren  to  her  lateft  home. 

For  I  my  felf,  in  fpite  of  thee  and  thine, 

Mean  to  abridge  my  former  Deftinies, 

And  that  which  Locrines  Sword  could  not  perform, 

This  prefent  Stream  (hail  prefent  bring  to  pafs. 

[_She  drowns  her  felf. 

Gtten.  One  Mifchief  follows  on  another's  Neck, 
Who  would  have  thought  fo  young  a  Maid  as  (he, 
With  fuch  a  Courage  would  have  fought  her  Death  ? 
And  for  becaufe  this  River  was  the  Place 
Where  little  Sabren  refolutely  died, 
Sabren  for  ever  (hall  this  fame  be  calfd. 
And  as  for  Locrine,  our  deceafed  Spoufe, 
Becaufe  he  was  the  Son  of  mighty  Brute, 
To  whom  we  owe  our  Country,  Lives  and  Goods, 
He  (hall  be  buried  in  a  (lately  Tomb, 
Clofe  by  his  aged  Father  Brutus  Bones, 
With  fuch  great  Pomp  and  great  Solemnity, 
As  well  befeems  fo  brave  a  Prince  as  he. 
Let  Eftrildbe  without  the  (hallow  Vaults, 
Without  the  Honour  due  unto  the  dead, 
Becaufe  (he  was  the  Author  of  this  War. 
Retire  brave  Followers  unto  Troyno'vant^ 
Where  we  will  celebrate  thefe  Exequies, 
And  place  young  Locrine  in  his  Father's  Tomb.        [Exeunt. 

Ate.  Lo  here  the  end  of  lawlefs  Treachery, 
Of  Ufurpation  and  ambitious  Pride, 
And  they  that  for  their  private  Amours  dare 
Turmoil  our  Land,  and  fet  their  Broils  abroach, 
Let  them  be  warned  by  thefe  Premiffes, 
And  as  a  Woman  was  the  only  caufe 
That  civil  difcord  was  then  itirred  up, 
So  let  us  pray  for  that  renowned  Maid, 
That  eight  and  thirty  Years  the  Scepter  fway'd 
In  quiet  Peace  and  fweet  Felicity, 
And  every  Wight  that  feeks  her  Grace's  Smart, 
Would  that  this  Sword  were  pierced  in  his  Heart.        [Exit* 

The  End  of  the  Sixth  and  Laft  Volume. 
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